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CHAPTER I. 

A tingle etond on a nuuiy dajr 

When all the rest of heaTea la oieari 

A frowa upon the atmoephere, 

That hath no bnslneaa to appear, 
When akiea are bloe awl earth ia gqr. 

Btmoiu 

'* pOME, dear grandpa ! — ^the old mare and the wagon are 

Xj at the gate — ^all ready." 

" Well, dear !" — responded a cheerful heartj voice, " they 
must wait a bit ; I haven't got my hat yet." 

" ril get that." 

And the little speaker, a girl of some ten or eleven years 
old, dashed past the old gentleman and running along the 
narrow passage which led to his room soon returned with 
the hat in her hand. 

" Yes, dear, — ^but that ain't all. I must put on my great- 
coat — and I must look and see if I can find any money — " 

"O yes — ^for the post-office. It's a beautiful day, 
grandpa. Cynthy ! — ^won't you come and help grandpa on 
with his great-coat *? — ^And I'll go out and keep watdi of 
the old mare till you're ready." 

A needless caution. For the old mare, though spirited 
enough for her years, had seen some fourteen or fifteen of 
them and was in no sort of danger of running away. She 
stood in what was called the back meadow, just without 
th^ littl% paling fence that enclosed a small courtyard round 
the house, ^ound this courtyard rich paature-fielda lay 
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on every side^ the high road cutting throngft them noi 
more than a hundred or two feet from the house. 
* The little girl planted herself on the outside of the paling 
and setting her back to it eyed the old mare with great 
oontentoient ; for besides other grounds for security as to 
her quiet behaviour, one of the men employed about the 
&rm, who had harnessed the equipage, was at the moment 
busied in putting some clean straw in the bottom of the 
vehicle. 

" Watkins," said the child presently to this person, " here 
is a strap that is just ready to come unbuckled." 

** What do you know about straps and buckles ?" said 
the man rather grumly.' But he came round however to 
see what she meant, and while he drew the one and fast- 
ened the other took special good care not to let Fleda 
know that her watchful eyes had probably saved the whole 
riding party from ruin ; as the loosing of the strap would 
of necessity have brought on a trial of the old mare's 
nerves which not all her philosophy could have been ex- 
pected to meet. Fleda was satisfied to see the buckle 
made fast, and that Watkins, roused by her hint or by the 
cause of it, afterwards took a somewhat careful look over 
the whole establishment. In high glee then she climbed to 
her seat in the little wagon, and her grandfather coming 
out coated and hatfed with some difficulty mounted to his 
place beside her. 

^ I think Watkins m^t have taken the trouble to wash 
the wagon, without hurting himself,'' said Fleda ; " it is all 
speckled with mud since last time." 

^ HaVt he washed it!" said the old gentleman in a tone 
of displeasure. " Watkins !" — 

** \(reii."_ 

**Why didn't you wash the wagon as I told you?" 

"Idii" 
^" It's all over sloeh." 

^' That's Mr. Didenhover's work — he had it out day 'fore 
yesterday ; and if you want it cleaned, Mr. Ringgan, you 
Irntist speak to him about it. Mr. Didenhover may file his 
own doings ; it's more than I'm a going to." 

The old gentleman made no answer, except to acquaint 
the mare wm die 6ot of his being in readiness to set oat. 



A shade of annoyance and displeasure for a moment was 
upon his face ; but the gate opening fVom the meadow upon 
the high road had hardly swung back upon its hinges after 
letting them out when he recovered the calm sweetness of 
demeanour that was habitual wjth him, and seemed as well 
as his little granddaughter to have given care the go-by 
for the time. Fleda had before this found out another 
fault in the harness, or rather in Mr. Didenhover, which 
like a wise little child she kept to herself. A broken place 
which her grandfather had ordered to be properly mended 
was still tied up with the piece of rope which had offended 
her eyes the last time they had driven out. But she said 
not a word (^ it, because " it would only worry grandpa for 
nothing;" and forgetting it almost immediately she moved 
on with him in a state of joyous happiness that no mud- 
stained wagon nor untidy rope-bound harness could stir 
for an instant. Her spirit was like a clear still-running 
stream which quietly and surely deposits every defiling 
and obscuring admixture it may receive from its contact 
with the grosser elements around ; the stream might for a 
moment be clouded ; but a little while, and it would run 
as clear as ever. Neither Fleda nor her grandfather cared 
a jot for the want of elegancies which one despised, and the 
other if she had ever known had well nigh forgotten. 
What mattered it to her that the little old green wagon 
was rusty and worn, or that years and service had robbed 
^ the old mare of all the jauntiness she had ever possessed, 
* so long as the sun shone and the birds sang % And Mr. 
Kinggan, in any imaginary comparison, might be pardoned 
for thinking that he was the proud man, and that his poor 
little equipage carried such a treasure as many a coach and ' 
four went without. 

" Where are we going first, grandpa % to the post ofi[ioe 1" 

" Just there !" 

" How pleasant it is to go there always, isn't it, grand- 
pa % You have the paper to get, and I — I don't very often 
get a letter, but I have always the hope of getting one ; and 
that's something. Maybe 111 have one to-day, grandpa'?" 

" We'll see. It's time those cousins of yours wrote to 
you." 

" O they don't write to me — it's only Aunt Lucy ; I never ^ 
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had a letter from a single one of -them, except, once from 

little Hugh,— ^on't you remember, grandpa? I should 

think he natist be^ very nice little boy, shouldn^t you?" 

" Little boy ? why I guess he is about as big as you are, 
Fleda — ^he is eleven years old, ain't he ?" 

" Yes, but I am past eleven, you know, grandpa, and I 
am a little girl." 

This reasoning being unanswerable Mr. Ringgan only 
bade the old mare trot on. 

It was a pleasant day in autumn. Fleda thought it par- 
ticularly pleasant for riding, for the sun was veiled with 
thin hazy clouds. The air was mild and still, and the 
woods, like brave men, putting the best face upon falling 
fortunes. Some trees were already dropping their leaves ; 
the greater part standing in all the varied splendour which 
the late frosts had given them. The road, an excellent 
one, sloped gently up and down across a wide arable coun- 
try, in a state of high cultivation and now shewing all the 
rich variety of autumn. The reddish buckwheat patches, 
and fine wood-tints of the fields where other grain had 
been; the bright green of young rye or winter wheat, then 
soberer-coloured pasture or meadow lands, and ever and 
anon a tuft of gay woods crowning a rising ground, or a 
knot of the everlasting pines looking sedately and stead- 
fiistly upon the fleeting glories of the world around them ; 
these were mingled and interchanged and succeeded each 
other in ever-varying fresh combinations. With its high 
picturesque beauty the whole scene had a look of thrift and 
plenty and promise which made it eminently cheerftil. So 
Mr. Kinggan and his little granddaughter both felt it to be. 
For some distance the grounds on either hand the road 
were part of the old gentleman's farm ; and many a remark 
was exchanged between him and Fleda as to the excellence 
or hopefulness of this or that crop or piece of soil ; Fleda 
entering into all his enthusiasm, and reasoning of clover 
leys and cockle and the proper harvesting of Indian com 
and other like matters, with no lack of interest or intelli- 
gence. 

" O grandpa," she exclaimed suddenly, ^ wonH you stop 
a minute and let me get out. I want to get some of that 
beautiful bittersweet." 
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" What do you want ihat for ?" said he. " You can't 
get out very well." • 

" O yes I can — ^please, grandpa ! I want som0 of it very 
much — just one minute I" 

He stopped, and Fleda got out and went to the roadside, 
where a bittersweet vine had climbed into a young pine 
tree and hung it as it were with red coral. But her one 
minute was at least four before she had succeeded in break- 
ing off as much as she could carry of the splendid creeper ; 
for not until then could Fleda persuade herself to leave it. 
She came back and worked her way up into the wagon 
with one hand full as it could hold of her brilliant trophies. 

" Now what good'U that do you ?" inquired Mr. Ring- 
gan good-humouredly, as he lent Fleda what help he could 
to her seat. 

" Why grandpa, I want it to put with cedar and pine in 
a jar at home — ^it will keep for ever so long, and look 
beautiful. Isn't that handsome*? — only it was a pity to 
break it." 

" Why yes, it's handsome enough," said Mr. Ringgan, 
" but you've got something just by the front door there at 
home that would do just as well — ^what do you call it 1 — 
that flaming thing there ?" 

" What, my burning bush ? O grandpa ! I wouldn't cut 
that for any thing in the world ! It's the only pretty thing 
about the house ; and besides," said Fleda, looking up with 
a softened mien, " you said that it was planted by my mo- 
ther. O grandpa ! I wouldn't cut that for any thing." 

Mr. Ringgan laughed a pleased laugh. '^ Well, dear !" 
said he, 'Mt shall grow till it's as big as the house, if it 
will." 

" It won't do that," said Fleda. " But I am very glad I 
have got this bittersweet — this is just what I wanted. 
Now if I can only find some holly — '' 

" We'll come across some, I guess, by and by," said Mr. 
Ringgan; and Fleda settled herself again to enjoy the 
trees, the fields, the roads, and all the small handiwork of 
nature, for which her eyes had a curious intelligence. But 
this was not fated to be a ride of unbroken pleasure. 

" Why what are those bars down for 1" she said as they 
came up with a field of winter grain. "Somebody's been 
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in here with a wagon. O grandpa ! Mr. Didenhover has 
let the Shakers have my butternuts ! — ^the butternuts that 
you told him they mustn't have." 

The old gentleman drew up his horse. ^'So he has!" 
said he. 

Their eyes were upon the far end of the deep- lot, where 
at Ihe edge of one of th» pieces of woodland spoken of, a 
picturesque group of men and boys in frocks and broad- 
brimmed white hats were busied in filling their wagon under 
a clump of the now thin and yellow leaved butternut trees. 

" The scoundrel !" said Mr. Ringgan under his breath. 

" Would it be *any use, grandpa, for me to jump down 
and run and tell them you don't want them to take the 
butternuts 1 — I shall have so few." 

"No, dear, no," said her grandfather, "they have got 
'em about all by this time ; the mischief's done. Diden- 
hover meant to let 'em have 'em unknown to me, and 
pocket the pay himself. Get up !" 

Fleda drew a long breath, and gave a hard look at the 
distant wagon where her butternuts were. going in by.hand- 
fuls. She said no more. 

It was but a few fields further on that the old gentleman 
came to a sudden stop again. 

" Ain't there some of my sheep over yonder there, Fleda, 
— ^along with Squire Thornton's 1" 

" I don't know, grandpa," said Fleda, — " I can't see — 
yes, I do see — yes, they are, grandpa ; I see the mark." 

" I thought so !" said Mr. Ringgan bitterly ; " I told 
Didenhover, only thrce'days ago, that if he didn't make up 
that fence the sheep would be out, or Squire Thornton's 
would be in ;— only three days ago ! — Ah well !" said he, 
shaking the reins to make the mare move on again, — " it's 
all of a piece. — ^Every thing goes — I can't help it." 

" Why do you keep him, grandpa, if he don't behave 
right f Fleda ventured to ask gently. 

"'Giuse I can't get rid of him, dear," Mr. Ringgan 
answered rather shortly. 

And till they got to the post-office he seemed in a dis- 
agreeable kind of muse, wbich Fleda did not choose to 
break in upon. So the mile and a half was driven in sober 
■ilence. 
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" Shall I get out and go in, grandpa 1" said Fleda when 
he drew up before the house. 

" No, deary," said he in his usual kind tone ; " you sit 
still. Holloa there ! — Grood-day, Mr. Sampion---haye you 
got any thing for me ?" 

The man disappeared and came out again. 

" There's your paper, grandpa," said Fleda. 

"Ay, and something else," said Mr. Ringgan : "I declare ! 
— ' Miss Fleda Ringgan — care of E. Ringgan, Esq.' — ^There, 
dear, there it is." 

" Paris 1" exclaimed Fleda, as she clasped the letter and 
both her hands together. The butternuts and Mr. Diden- 
hover were foi^otten at last. TTie letter eould not be read 
in the jolting of the wagon, but, as Fleda said, it was all 
the pleasanter, for she had the expectation of it the whole 
way home. 

" Where are we going now, grandpa ?" 

" To Queechy Run." 

** That will give us a nice long ride. I am very glad. 
This has been a good day. With my letter and my bitter- 
sweet I have got enough, haven't I, grandpa ?" 

Queechy Run was a little village, a very little village, 
about half a mile from Mr. Ringgan's house. It boasted 
however a decent brick church of some size, a school-house, 
a lawyer's office, a grocery store, a dozen or two of dwell- 
ing-houses, and a post-office ; though for some reason or 
other Mr. Ringgan always chose to have his letters come 
through the Sattlersville post-office, a mile and a half fur- 
ther off. At the door of the lawyer's office Mr. Ringgan 
again stopped, and again shouted ^^ Holloa !" — 

"Goo5-day, sir. Is Mr. Jolly within?" 

*' He is, sir." 

^* Will you ask him to be so good as to step here a mo- 
ment 1 I cannot very well get out." 

Mr. Jolly was a comfortable-looking little man, smooth 
and sleek, pleasant and plausible, reasonable honest too, 
as the world goes; a nice man to have. to do with, the 
world went so easy with his affairs that you were sure 
he would make no unnecessary rubs in your own. He 
came now fresh and brisk to the side of the wagon, with 
that uncommon hilarity which people sometimes assume 
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when they have a disagreeable matter on hand that must 
be spoken of. 

" Good-morning, sir ! Fine day,' Mr. Jolly." 

" Beautiful day, sir I Splendid season ! How do you 
do, Mr. Ringgan?" 

" Why, sir, I never was better in my life, barring this 
lameness, that disables me very much. I can't go about 
and see to things any more as I used to. However — we 
must expect evils at my time of life. I don't complain. I 
have a great deal to be thankful for." 

" Yes, sir, — we have a great deal to be thankful for," said 
Mr. Jolly rather abstractedly, and patting the old mare 
with kind attention. 

" Have you seen that fellow McGowan ?" said Mr. Ring- 
gan abruptly, and 4n a lower tone. 

" I have seen him," said Mr. Jolly, coming back from 
the pl(^ mare to business. 

" He's a hard customer 1 guess, aint he ?" 

" He's as ugly a cur as ever was whelped !" 

" What does he say ?" 

" Says he must have it." 

" Did you tell him what I told you ?" 

" I told him, sir, thali you had not got the returns from 
your farm that you expected this year, owing to one thing 
and 'nother ; and that you couldn't make up the cash for 
him all at once ; and that he would have to wait a spell, 
but that he'd be sure to get it in the long run. Nobody 
ever suffered by Mr. Ringgan yet, as I told him." 

" Well ?" 

" Well, sir, — ^he was altogether refractible — ^he's as pig- 
headed a fellow as I ever see." 

" What did he say ?" 

'* He gave me names, and swore he wouldn't wait a day 
longer — said he'd waited already six months." 

" He has so. I couldn't meet the last payment. There's 
a year's rent due now. I can't help it. There needn't 
have been an hour, — if I could go about and attend to 
things myself. — ^I have been altogether disappointed in 
that Didenhover." 

" I expect you have." 
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^ What do you suppose he'll do, Mr. JoUy 1 — ^MoGowaa, 
I mean." 

^l expect he'll do what the law'll let him, Mr. Ringgan; 
I don't know what'll hinder him." 

" It's a worse turn than I thought my infirmities would 
ever play me," said the old gentleman after a short pause, 
— " first to lose the property altogether, and then not to be 
permitted to wear out what is lefl of life in the old place — 
there won't be much." 

'' So I told him, Mr. Ringgan. I put it to him. Says 
I, 'Mr. McGowan, it's a cruel hard business; there ain't a 
man in town that wouldn't leave Mr. Ringgan the shelter 
of his own roof as long as he wants any, and think it a 
pleasure, — ^if the rent was anyhow.' " 

" Well — ^well !" said the old gentleman, with a mixture 
of dignity and bitterness, — " it doesn't much matter. My 
head will find a shelter somehow, above ground or under 
it. The Lord will provide. — Whey ! stand still, can't ye ! 
what ails the fool 1 The creature's seen years enough to be 
steady," he added with a miserable attempt at his usual 
cheerful laugh. 

Fleda had turned away her head and tried not to hear 
when the lowered tones of the speakers seemed to say that 
she was one too many in the company. But she could not 
help catching a few bits of the conversation, and a few bits 
were generally enough for Fleda's wit to work upon ; she 
had a singular knack at putting loose ends of talk together. 
If more had been wanting, the tones of her grandfather's 
voice would have filled up every gap in the meaning of the 
scattered words that came to her ear. Her heart sank &st 
as the dialogue went on, and she needed no commentary or 
explanation to interpret the bitter little laugh with which 
it closed. It was a chill upon all the rosy joys and hopes 
of a most joyfiil and hopeful little nature. 

The old mare was in motion again, but Fleda no longer 
cared or had the curiosity to ask where they were going. 
The bittersweet lay listlessly in her lap ; her letter, clasped 
to her breast, was not thought of; and tears were quietly 
running one after the other down her cheeks and filling on 
her sleeve ; she dared not lift her handkerchief nor turn her 
face towards her grandfather lest they should catch his eye. 
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Her grand&tfaer? — could it be possible that he must be 
turned out of his old home in his old age ? could it be 
possible ? Mr. Jolly seemed to think it might be, and her 
grandfather seemed to think it must. Leave the old house ! 
But where would he go ? — Son or daughter he had none 
left ; resources he could have none, or this heed not happen. 
Work he could not ; be dependent upon the charity of any 
kin or friend she knew ho would never ; she remembered 
hearing him once say he could better bear to go to the 
almshouse than do any such thing. And then, if they 
went, he would have his pleasant room no more where the 
sun shone in so cheerfully, and they must leave the dear 
old kitchen where they had been so happy, and the mead- 
ows and hills would belong to somebody else, and she 
would gather her stores of butternuts and chestnuts under 
the loved old trees never again. • But these things were 
nothing, though the image of them made the tears come 
hot and fast, these were nothing in her mind to the knowl- 
edge or the dread of the effect the change would have upon 
Mr. Ringgan. Fleda knew him and knew it would not 
be slight. Whiter his head could not be, more bowed it 
well might, and her own bowed in anticipation as her child- 
ish fears and imaginings ran on into the possible future. 
Of McGowan's tender mercies she had no hope. She had seen 
him once, and being unconsciously even more of a physiog- 
nomist than m6st children are, that one sight of him was 
enough to verify all Mr. Jolly had said. The remembrance 
of his hard sinister face sealed her fears. Nothing but evil 
oould come of having to do with such a man. It was 
however still not so much any foreboding of the future 
that moved Fleda' s tears as the sense of her grandfather's 
present pain, — the quick answer of her gentle nature to 
every soitow that touched him. His griefs were doubly 
hers. Both from his openness of character and her pene- 
tration, they could rarely be felt unshared ; and she shared 
them always in more than due measure. 

In beautiful harmony, while the child had forgotten her- 
self in keen sympathy with her grand&ther's sorrows, he on 
the other hand had half lost sight of them in caring for 
her. Again, and this time not before any house but in a 
wild piece of woodland, the little wagon came to a stop. 
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" Ain't there some holly berries that 1 see yonder'?" said 
Mr. Ringgan, — 'Hhere, through those white biroh stems? 
That's what you were wanting, Fleda, ain't it ? Give your 
bittersweet to me while you go get some, — ^and here, 
take this knife dear, you can't break it. Don't cut your- 
self." 

. Fleda's eyes were too dim to see white birch or holly, 
and she had no longer the least desire to have the latter ; 
hut with that infallible tact which assuredly is the gifl of 
nature and no other, she answered, in a voice that she forced 
to be clear, " O yes ! thank you, grandpa ;" — and stealthily 
dashing away the tears clambered down from the rickety 
little wagon and plunged with a cheerful step at least 
through trees and underbrush to the clump of holly. But 
if any body had seen Fleda's face ! — ^while she seemed to be 
busied in cutting as large a quantity as possible of the rich 
shining leaves and bright berries. Her grandfather's kind- 
ness and her effort to meet it had wrung her heart ; she 
hardly knew what she was doing, as she cut off sprig after 
sprig and threw them down at her feet ; she was crying 
sadly, with even audible sobs. She made a long job of 
her bunch of holly. But when at last it must come to an 
end she choked back her tears, smoothed her face, and came 
back to Mr. Ringgan smiling and springing over the stones 
and shrubs in her way, and exclaiming at the beauty of 
her vegetable stores. If her cheeks were red he thought it 
was the flush of pleasure and exercise, and she did not let 
him get a good look at her eyes. 

" Why youVe got enough to dress up the front room 
chimney," said he. " That!ll be the best thing you can do 
with 'em, won't it ?" 

" The front room chimney ! No, indeed I won't, grandpa. 
I don't want 'em where nobody can see them, and you know 
we are never in there now it is cold weather." 

" Well, dear ! anyhow you like to have it. But you 
ha'n't a jar in the house big enough for them, have you ?" 

" O I'll manage — I've got an old broken pitcher without 
a handle, grandpa, that'll do very well." 

" A broken pitcher ! that isn't a very elegant vase," said 
he. 

" O you wouldn't know it is a pitcher when I have fixed 
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it. I'll cover up all the broken part with green, jou know. 
Are we going hotne now, grandpa ?" 

" No, I want to stop a minute at uncle Joshua's." 

tJncle Joshua was a brother-in-law of Mr. Ringgan, a 
substantial farmer and very well to do in the world. He 
was found not in the house but abroad in the field with his 
men, loading an enormous basket- wagon with corn-stalks. 
At Mr. Ringgan's shout he got over the fence and came to 
the wagon-side. His face shewed sense and shrewdness, 
but nothing of the open nobility of mien which nature had 
stamped upon that of his brother. 

" Fine morning, eh V* said he. " I'm getting in my corn- 
stalks." 

" So I see," said Mr. Ringgan. " How do you find the 
new wiay of curing them answer ?" 

" Fine as ever you see. Sweet as a nut. The cattle are 
mad after them. How are you going to be off for fodder 
this winter V 

" It's more than I can tell you," said Mr. Ringgan. 
"There ought to be more than plenty; but Didenhover 
contrives to bring every thing out at the wrong end. I 
wish I was rid of him." 

" He'll never get a berth with m«, I can tell you," said 
uncle Joshua laughing. 

" Brother," said Mr. Ringgan, lowering his tone again, 
" have you any loose cash you could let me have for six 
months or so ?" 

Uncle Joshua took a meditative look down the road, 
turned a quid of tobacco in his cheek, and finally brought 
his eyes again to Mr. Ringgan and answered. 

" Well, I don't see as I can," said he. " You see. Josh 
is just a going to set up for himself at Kenton, and he'll 
want some help of me ; and I expect that'll be about a^ 
much as I can manage to lay my hands on." 

" Do you know who has any that he would be likely to 
lend ?" said Mr. Ringgan. , 

" No, I don't. Money is rather scarce. For your rent, 
ehr 

" Yes, for my rent ! The farm brings me in nothing but 
my living. That Didenhover is ruining me, brother Joshua." 

" He's feathering his own nest, I reckon." 
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" You may swear to that. There wa'n't as many bush- 
els of grain, by one fourth, when they were threthed out 
last year, as I had calculated there would be in the field. 
I don't know what on earth he could have done with it. I 
I suppose it'll be the same thing over this year." 

" Maybe he has served you as Deacon Travis was served 
by one of his help last season — the rascal bored holes in 
the granary floor and let out the com so, and Travis couldn't 
contrive how his grain went till the floor was empty next 
spring, and then he see how it was." 

" Ha !— did he catch the fellow?" 

" Not he — he had made tracks before that. A word in 
your ear — I wouldn't let Didenhover see much of his salary 
till you know how he will come out at the end." 

" He has got it already !" said Mr. Ringgan, with a ner- 
vous twitch at the old mare's head ; " he wheedled me out 
of several little sums on one pretence and another, — he had 
a brother in New York that he wanted to send some to, 
and goods that he wanted to get out of pawn, and so on, — 
and I let him have it ! and then there was one of those 
fatting steers that he proposed to me to let him have on 
account, and I thought it was as good a way of paying him 
as any ; and that made up pretty near the half of what was 
due to him." 

** I warrant you his'n was the fattest of the whole lot. 
Well, keep a tight hold of the other half, brother Elzevir, 
that's my advice to you." 

" The other half he was to make upon shares.*' 

" Whew ! — well — ^l wish you well rid of him ; and don't 
make such another bai^ain again. Good-day to ye !" 

It was with a keen pang that little Fleda saw the down- 
hearted look of her grandfather as again he gave the old 
mare notice to move on. A few minutes passed in deep 
thought on both sides. 

"Grandpa," said Fleda, "wouldn't Mr. Jolly perhaps 
know of somebody that might have some money to lend ?" 

" I declare !" said the old gentleman aftettV a moment, 
"that's not a bad thought. I wonder I didn't have it 
myself." 

They turned about, and without any more words measured 
back their way to Queechy Run. Mr. Jolly came out 
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again, brfftk and alert as ever ; but after seeming to rack 
Jiis braids in search of any actual or possible money-lender 
w^ obliged to confess that it was in yaip ; he could not 
think of one. 

"But I'll tell you what, Mr. Ringgan," he concluded, 
" I'll turn it over in my mind to-night and see if I can think 
of any thing that'll do, and if I can I'll let you know. If we 
hadn't such a nether millstone to deal with, it would be 
easy enough to work it somehow." 

So they set forth homewards again. 

" Cheer up, dear !" said the old gentleman heartily, lay- 
ing one hand on 'his little granddaughter's lap, — "it will be 
arranged somehow. Don't you worry your little head 
with business. God will take care of us." 

"Yes, grandpa!" said the little girl, looking up with an 
instant sense of relief at these words; and 3ien looking 
down again immediately to burst into tears. 



CHAPTER II. 



HftTe you seen but a bright lily grow. 
Before rude hands have toach'd it? 

Ha' you mark'd but the fiill o' the snow, 
Before the soil hath amutch'd it? 

Bbn JOMOM. 



¥UERE a ray of light can enter the future, a child's 
hope can find a way— ^a way that nothing less airy and 
spiritual can travel. By the time they reached their own 
door Fleda's spirits were at par again. 

" I am very glad we have got home, aren't you, grand- 
pa?" she said as she jumped down; "I'm so hungry. I 
guess we are both of us ready for supper, don't you think so?" 

She hurried up stairs to take off her wrappings and then 
came, down to the kitchen, where standing on the broad 
hearth and warming herself at the blaze, with all the old 
associations of comfort settling upon her heart, it occurred 
to her that foundations so established could not be shaken. 
The blazing fire seemed to welcome her home aad bid her 
dismiss fear; the kettle singing on its accustomed hook 
lookfed as if quietly ridiculing the idea that they could be 
parted company; her grandfather was in his cushioned 
•chair at the corner of the hearth, reading the newspaper, as 
she had seen him a thousand times ; just in the same posi- 
tion, with that collected air of grave enjoyment, one leg 
crossed over the other, settled back in his chair but up- 
right, and scanning the columns with an intent but most 
un-careful face. A face it was that always had a rare union 
of fineness and placidness. The table stood spread in the 
usual place, warmth and comfort filled every comer of the 
room, and Fleda began to feel as if she had been in an un- 
comforjtable dream, which was very absurd, but from which 
she was very glad she had awoke. 



♦ 
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*' What have you got in this pitcher, Cynthy f said she. 
"Muffins! — O let me bake them, will youl I'll bake 
Ihem." ' ' 

** Now Flidda," said Cynthy, "just you be quiet. There 
ain't no place where you can bake 'em. I'm just going to 
clap 'em in the reflector — that's the shortest way I oail take* 
to do 'em. You keep yourself out o' muss." 

" They y^pn't be muffins if you bake 'em in the reflector, 
Cynthy ; they aren't half so good. Ah, do let me ! I won't* 
make a bit of muss." 

" Where'll you do '^^mf 

" In grandpa's room — ^if you'll just clean off the top of the 
stove for me — ^now do, Cynthy ! I'll do 'em beautifuyy, 
and you won't have a bit of trouble. — Com'fe !" 

"It'll make an awful smoke, Flidda; you'll fill your 
grandpa's rQom with the smoke, and he won't like that, I 
guess." 

" O he won't mind it," said Fleda. " Will you, grandpa ?" 

"What, dear?" — said Mr. Ringgan, looking up at h^ 
from his paper with a relaxing face which indeed promised 
to take nothing amiss that she might do. 

" Will you mind if I fill your room with smoke ?" 

" No, dear !" said he, the strong heartiness of his acquies- 
cence almost reaching a laugh, — "No, deaf! — fill it with 
anything you like !" / 

There was nothing more to be said ; and while Fleda in 
triumph put on an apron and made her preparations, Cyn- 
thy on her part, and with a very good grace, went to get 
ready the stove ; which being a wood stove, made of sheet 
iron, with a smooth even top, afforded in Fleda's opinion 
the very best possible field for muffins to come to their, 
perfection. Now Fleda cared little in comparison for the 
eating part of the business ; her delight was by the help of 
her own skill and the stove-top to brings the muffins to this 
state of perfection ; her greatest pleasure in them was over 
whop they were baked. 

A little whi>e had passed, '^r. Ringgan was still busy 
with his newspaper, Miss Cynthia Gall going in and out on 
various errands, Fleda shut up in the distant room with ti^e 
muffins and the smoke ; when there came a knock at the 
door, and Mr. Ringgan's " Come in !" — ^was followed by the 
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entrance of V^o strangers, young, well-dressed, and oomelj. 
They wore the usiul ba^es of seekers after game, but 
'thefr guns were left outside. 

The old gentleman's look of grave expectancy told his 
want of enlightening. 

' *' I Ibar you do not remember me, Mr. Hinggan," said 
the foremost of the two coming up to him, — ^^ my 'name is 
Bossitur — Charlton Rossitur — a cousin of your little grand- 
daughter. I have only" — 

"0 1 know you now!" said Mr. Binggan, rising and 
grasping his hand heartily, — " you are very welcome, sir. 
How do you do ? I recollect you perfectly, but you took 
me by surprise. — ^How do you do, sir? Sit down — sit 
donn." 

And the old gentleman had extended his frank welcome 
to the seo(9id of his visitors almost b^fbre the first had 
time to utter, 

" My frigid Mr.^Carleton." 

'*! couldn't imagine what was coming upon me," said 
Mr. Binggan cheerfully, " for you weren't anywhere very 
near my thoughts ; and I don't often see much of the gay 
world that is passing by me* You have grown since I saw 
you last, Mr^ Bossitur. You are studying at West Point, 
I believe." 

" No sir ; I was studying there, but I had the pleasure 
of bringing that to an end last June." 

" Ah ! — ^Well, what are you now ? not a cadet any lon- 
ger, I suppose." . 

'' No ^sii^^we hatch ouji of that shell lieutenants." 

" Hum. — ^And do you intend to remain in the an^y 1" 

'' Certainly sir, that is my purpose and hope." 

" Your mother would not like that, I should judge. I do 
not understand how she ever made up her mind to let you 
become that thing nkich hatches out into a lieutenant; 
Gentle creatures she and her sister both were. — How was it 
Mr. Bossitur? were you a wild young gentleman thiftt 
wanted training ?" , 

" I have had it sir, whether I wanted it or no." 

"Hum! — ^How is he, Mr. Carleton? — sob^r enough to 
command men?" 

" I have not seen him tried, w," said this gentleman smi- 

8 
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ling ; ^ but firom the inoonsistencY of the orders he issoes to 
his dogs I doubt it exceedingly." 

*' Why Carletoa would have no orders issued to thetn at 
all, I believe," said young Rossitur; '^he has been saying 
' hush' to me all day." 

The old gentleman laughed in a way that indicated intel- 
ligence with one of the speakers, — ^which, appeared not. \ 

^^So youVe been following the dogs to-day," said he. 
" Been successful ?" I 

^ Not a bit of it," said Bossitur. '^ Whether we got on | 

the wrong grounds, or didn't get on the right (mes, or the 
dogs didn't mind their business^ or there was nothing to 
fire at, I don't know ; but we lost our patience and got noth- 
ing in exchange." 

'^ Speak for yourself^" said the other. '^ I assure you I was 
sensible of no ground of impatience while going over such a 
superb country as this." 

^ It iff a fine country," said Mr. Binggan, — ^ all this tract ; 
and I ought to know it, for I have hunted every mile of it 
for many a mile around. There used to be more game than 
partridges in these hills when I was a young man ; — ^beam 
and wolves, and deer, and now and then a panther, to say 
nothing of rattlesnakes." 

^'That last-mentioned Is an irregular sort of game, is it 
not ?" said Mr. Carleton smiling. 

^^ Well, game is what you dioose to make it," said the old 
gentleman. '' I have seen worse days' sport than I saw once 
when we were out after rattlesnakes and nothing else. 
There was a cave sir, down under a mountain a few miles 
to the south of this, right at the foot of a bluff some four or 
five hundred feet sheer down, — ^it was known to be a resort 
^f those creatures; and a party of us went out, — ^it's many 
years ago now, — ^to see if we couldn't destroy the nest- 
exterminate the whole horde. We had one dog with us, — 
a little dog, a kind of spanid ; a little white and yellow fel- 
low, — and he did the wor]^ ! WeU, sir, — how man^ of those 
vermin do you guess that little creature made a finish of that 
day ?— of large and small, sir, there were two hundred and 
twelve." 

^ He must have been a gallant little fellow." 

^Tou never saw a creatine, air, take to a sport better; 
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be just dadlied in among them, from one to another, — ^he 
would catch a snake by the neck and give it a shake, and 
throw it down and rush at another ; — poor fellow, it was his 
last day's sport, — he died almost as soon as it was over ; he 
must have received a great many bites. The place is known 
as the rattlesnakes' den to this day, though there are none 
there now, I believe." 

^' My little cousin is well, I hope," said Mr. Kossitur. 

'* She ? yes, bless her ! she is always well. Where is she 1 
Fairy, where are you 1 — Cynthy, just call Elfleda here." 

^^ She's just in the thick of the muffins, Mr. Ringgan." 

" Let the muffins burn ! Call her.'' 

Miss Cynthia accordingly opened a little way the door 
of the passage, from which a blue stifling smoke immedi- 
ately inade its way into the room, and called out to Fleda, 
whose little voice was heard &intly responding from the 
distance. 

'^ It's a wonder she can hear through all that smoke," re- 
marked Cynthia. 

" She," said Mr. Ringgan laughing, — " she's playing cook 
or housekeeper in yonder, getting something ready for tea. 
She's a busy little spirit, if ever there was one. Ah ! there 
she is. Come here, Eledar— here's your cousin Rossitur 
from West Point — ^and Mr. Carleton." 

Fleda made her appearance flushed with the heat of the 
stove and the excitement of turning the muffins, and the 
little iron spatula she used for that purpose still in her hand ; 
and a fresh and larger puff of the unsavoury blue smoke ac- 
companied her entrance. She came forward however grave- 
ly and without the slightest embarrassment to receive her 
cousin's somewhat unceremonious " How do, Fleda?" — and 
keeping the spatula stiU in one hand shook hands with him 
with the other. But at the very different manner in which 
Mr. Carleton rose and greeted her, the flush on Fleda's cheek 
deepened, and she cast down her eyes and stepped back to 
her grandfather's side with the demureness of a young lady 
just undergoing the ceremony of presentation. 

" You come upon us out of a cloud, Fleda," said her 
cousin. " Is that the way you have acquired a right to the 
name of Fairy ?" 

^Ism sure, no,'^ said Mr. Carleton. 
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Fleda did not lift up her eyes, but her mounting colour 
shewed that she understood both speeches. 

" Because if you are in general such a misty personage," 
Mr. Rossitur went on half laughing, "I woidd humbly 
recommend a choice of incense." 

"01 forgot to open the windows !" exclaimed Fleda in- • 

genuously. " Cynthy, won't you please go and do it? And " 

take this with you," said she, holding out the spatula. 

" She is as good a fairy as / want to see," said her grand- 
father, passing his arm fondly round her. " She carries a | 
ray of sunshine in her right hand ; and that's as magic-work- 
ing a wand as any fairy ever wielded, — ^hey , Mr. Carleton ?" i 

Mr. Carleton bowed. But whether the sunshine of affec- 
tion in Fleda's glance and smile at her grand&ther made I 
him feel that she was above a compliment, or whether it put 
the words out of his head, certain it is that he uttered none. 

" So you've had bad success to-day," continued Mr. Ring- 
gan. "Where have you be^i? and what after? par- | 

tridges ?" 

" No sir," said Mr. Carleton, " my friend Rossitur promis- 
ed me a rare bag of woodcock, which I understand to be the 
best of American feathered game ; and in pursuance of his 
promise led me over a large extent of meadow and swamp 
land this morning, with which in the course of several hours I 
became extremely familiar, without flushing a single bird." 

"Meadow and swamp land?" said the old gentleman. 
" Whereabouts ?" 

" A mile or more beyond the little village over here where 
we left our horses," said- Rossitur. "We beat the ground 
well, but there were no signs of them even." 

" We had not the right kind of dog," said Mr. Carleton. 

" We had the kind that is always used here," said Rossi- 
tur; "nobody knows anvthing about a Cocker in America." 

" Ah, it was too wet,'' said Mr. Ringgan. " I could have 
told you that. There has been too much rain. You wouldn't 
find a woodcock in that swamp after such a day as we had 
a few days ago. But speaking of game, Mr. Rossitur, I don't 
know anything in America equal to the grouse. It is far be- 
fore woodcock. I remember, many years back, going a 
grouse shooting, I and a friend, down in Pennsylvania, — ^we 
went two or tbee days running, and the birds we got were 



worth a whole season of woodcock. — But gentlemen, if you 
are not discouraged with your day's experience and want to 
try again, FU put you in a way to get as many woodcock 
as will satisfy you — ^if you'll come here to-morrow morning 
I'll go out with you far enough to shew you the way to the 
best ground /know for shooting that game in all this coun- 
try ; you'll have a good chance for partridges too in the 
course of the day ; and that ain't bad eating, when you can't 
get better — ^is it. Fairy ?" he said, with a sudden smiling 
appeal to the little girl at his side. Her answer again was 
only an intelligent glance. 

The young sportsmen both thanked him and promised to 
take.adyantage of his kind ofier. Fleda seized the oppor- 
tunity to steal another look at the strangers ; but meeting 
Mr. Carleton's eyes fixed on her with a remarkably soft and 
gentle expression she withdrew her own again as fast as pos- 
sible, and came to the conclusion that the only safe place 
for them was the floor. 

" I wish I was a little younger and I'd take my gun and 
go along with you myself," said the old gentleman pleas- 
antly ; "but," he added sighing, "there is a time for every 
thing, and my time for sporting is past." 

" You have no right to complain, sir," said Mr. Carleton, 
with a meaning glance and smile which the old gentleman 
took in excellent good part. 

. " Well," said he, looking half proudly, half tenderly, upon 
the little demure figure at his side, " I don't say that I have. 
I hope I thank God for his mercies, and am happy. But in 
this world, Mr. Carleton, there is hardly a blessing but what 
draws a care after it. Well — ^well — ^these things will all be 
arranged for us !" 

It was plain, however, even to a stranger, that there was 
some subject of care not vague nor undefined pressing upon 
Mr. Ringgan's mind as he said this. 

" Have you heard from my mother lately, Fleda 1" said 
her cousin. 

" Why yes," said Mr. Ringgan, — " she had a letter from 
her only to-day. You ha'n't read it yet, have you, Fleda ?" 

" No g^pandpa," said the little girl ; " you know I've been 
busy." 

" Ay," said the old gentleman ; " why couldn't you let 



80 QWBSOST. 

Cynthia bake the cakes, and not roast yourself over Ite 
stove till you're as red as a turkey-cock ?" 

^' This morning I was like a chicken," said Fleda laud- 
ing, " and now like a turkey-cock." 

'' Shall I tell mamma, Fleda," said young Bosdtur, ^ that 
you put off reading her letter to bake muffins?" 

Flpda answered without looking up, " Yes, if he pleased." 

" What do you suppose she will think 1" 

'* I don't know." 

" She will think that you love muffins better than her." 

"No," said Fleda, quietly but firmly, — ^"she will not 
think that, because it isn't true." 

The gentlemen laughed, but Mr. Garleton declared that 
Fleda's reasoning was unanswerable. 

"Well, I will see you to-morrow," said Mr. Rossitur, 
** afber you have read the letter, for I suppose you will read 
it some time. You should have had it before, — it came en- 
closed to me, — ^but I forgot unaccountably to mail it to yofi 
till a few days ago." 

" It will be just as good now, sir," said Mr. Ringgan. 

" There is a matter in it though," said Rossitur, " about 
which my mother has given me a charge. We will see you 
to-morrow. It was for that partly we turned out of our way 
this evening." 

" I am very glad you did," said Mr. Rinsgan. " I hope 
your way will bring you here often. Won't you stay and 
try some of these same muffins before you go ?" 

But this was declined, and the gentlemen departed ; Fleda, 
it must be confessed, seeing notibing in the whole leave-ta- 
king but Mr. Garleton's look and smile. The muffins were 
a very tame affair after it. 

When supper was over she sat down fairly to her letter, 
and read it twice through before she folded it up. By this 
time the room was clear both of the tea equipage and of 
Cynthia's presence, and Fleda and her grand&ther were alone 
in the darkening twilight with the blazing wood fire ; he in 
his usual place at the side, and she on the hearth directly 
before it ; both silent, both thinking, for some time. At 
length Mr. Ringgan spoke, breaking as it were the silence 
and his seriousness with the same effort. " 

" Well dear I" said he cheerAilly,— " what does she say 1" 



" O ske says a great many thiogs, grandpa; shall I read 
you the letter ?" 

'' No dear, I don't care to hear it ;' only tell me what she 

says." 

^ She says they are going to stay in Paris yet a good 
while longer," 

" Hum !"— said Mr. Rmggan. " Well— Uiat ain't the 
wisest thing I should like to hear of her doing." 

'^ Oh but it's because uncle Bossitur likes to stay there, 
I suppose, isn't it, grandpa ?" 

"I don't know, dear. Maybe your aunt's caught the 
French fever. She used to be a godd sensible woman ; but 
when people will go into a whirligig, i tMnk some of their 
wits get blown away b^or« they oome out. Well — ^what 
else V 

" I am sure ^e is very kind,^' said Fleda, ** She wants 
to have me go out lliere and live with her very much. She 
says I shall have everything I like and do just as I please, 
and she will make a pet of me and give me all sorts of 
pleasant things. She says she will t»ke as good care of 
me as ever 1 took of the kittens. And there's a long piece 
to you about it, that I'll give you to read as soon as we 
have a light, it is very good of her, isn't it, grandpa % I 
k)ve aunt Lucy very much." 

" Well," said Mr. Ringgan after a pause, " how does she 
propose to get you there 1" 

" Why," said Fleda, — "iai't it curious 1 — she says there 
IS a Mrs. Carleton here who is a friend of hers, and she is 
going to Paris in a little while, and aunt Lucy ai^ed her if 
she wouldn't bring me, if you would let me go, and she 
said she would with great pleasure, and aunt Lucy wants 
me to oome out with her." 

"Carleton! — Hum — ^" said Mr. Ringgan; "that must 
be this young man's mother ?" 

" Yes, aunt Lucy says she is here with her son, — at least 
she says they were coming." 

"A very gentlemanly young man, indeed," said Mr. 
Ringgan. 

There was a grave silence. The old gentleman sat look- 
iii^ on the floor ; Fleda sat looking into the fire, with all 
her might. 
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<' Well," said Mr. Rlnggan after a little, ^how wotdd 

you like it, Fleda?" ' 
. « What, grandpa ?" 

'' To go out to Paris to your aunt, with this Mrs. Carle- 
ton T 

'' I shouldn't like it at all,'' sud Fleda smiling, and letting 
. her eyes go back to the fire. But looking after the pause 
of a minute or two agun to her grand&ther's face, she was 
struck with its expression of stem an^ety. She rose in- 
stantly, and coming to him and laying one hand gently on 
his knee, said in tones that fell as light on the ear as the 
touch of a moonbeam on the water, "Pbu do not want me 
to go, do you, grandpa?" 

^^No dear!" said the old gentleman, letting his hand 
fall upon hers, — ^^ no dear ! — that is the last thing I want !" 

But Fleda's keen ear discerned not only the deep afieo- 
tion but something of regret in the voice, which troubled 
her. She stood, anxious and fearing, while her grand&ther 
lifting his hand again and again let it fall gently upon hers ; 
and amid all the fondness of the action Fleda somehow 
seemed to feel in it the same regret. 

" You'll not let aunt Lucy, nor anybody else, take me 
away from you, will you, grandpa ?" said she after a little, 
leaning both arms affectionately on his knee and looking 
up into his &ce. 

"No indeed, dear!" said he, with an attempt at his 
usual heartiness, — " not as long as I have a place to keep 
you. While I have a roof to put my head under, it shall 
cover yours." 

To Fleda's hope that would have said enough ; but her 
grandfather's &ce was so moved from its wonted expres- 
sion of calm dignity that it was plain his hope was tasting 
bitter things. Fleda watched in silent grief and amaze- 
ment the watering eye and unnerved lip ; till her grand- 
father indignantly dashing away a tear or two drew her 
close to his breast and kissed her. But she well guessed 
that the reason why he did not for a mmute or two say 
anything, was because he could not. Neither could she. 
She was fighting with her woman's nature to keep it down, 
— ^learning the lesson early ! ^ 

" Ah well," — said Mr. Binggan at length, in a kind of 
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tone that might indicate the giving up a struggle which he 
had no means of carrying on, or the endeavour to conceal 
it from the too keen-wrought feelings of his little grand- 
daughter, — " there will be a way opened for us somehow. 
We must let our Heavenly Father take care of us.'' 

" And he will, grandpa," whispered Fleda. 

"Yes dear! — We are selfish creatures. Your father's 
and your mother's child will not be forgotten." 

" Nor you either, dear grandpa," said the little girl, laying 
her soil cheek alongside of his, and speaking by dint of a 
great effort. 

"No," said he, clasping her more tenderly, — "no — ^it 
would be wicked in me to doubt it. He has blessed me all 
my life long with a great many more blessings than I de- 
served ; and if he chooses to take away the sunshine of my 
last days I will bow my head to his will, and believe that 
he does all things well, though I cannot see it." 

" Don't, dear grandpa," said Fleda, stealing her other 
arm round his neck and hiding her face there, — "please 
don't !— " 

He very much regretted that he had said too much. 
He did not however know exactly how to mend it. He 
kissed her and stroked her sofl hair, but that and the man- 
ner of it only made it more difficult for Fleda to recover 
herself, which she was struggling to do ; and when he tried 
to speak in accents of cheering his voice trembled. Fleda's 
heart was breaking, but she felt that she was making 
matters worse, and she had already concluded on a mature 
review of circumstances that it was her duty to be cheerful. 
So after a few very heartfelt tears which she could not 
help, she raised her head and smiled, even while she wiped 
the traces of them away. 

" After all, grandpa," said she, " perhaps Mr. Jolly will 
come here in the morning with some good news, and then 
we should be troubling ourselves just for nothing." 

" Perhaps he will," said Mr. Ringgan, in a way that 
sounded much more like " Perhaps he won't !" But Fleda 
w^ determined now not to seem discouraged again. She 
thought the best way was to change the conversation. 

" It is very kind in aunt Lucy, isn't it, grandpa, what she 
has written to me 1" 
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<* Why no," said Mr. Rmggaii, deddedlj, "*! on't say 
I think it is aaj Tery extraordinary manifestatioii of kind- 
ness in anybody to want you." 

Fleda smiled her thanks for this compliment. 

^ It might be a kindness in me to give you to her." 

^ It wouldn't be a kindness to me, grandpa." 

^ I don't know about that," said he gravely. They were 
getting back to the old subject. Fleda made another great 
efibrt at a diversion. 

'^ Grandpa^ was my &tfaer like my unde Bossitur in any 
tiling 1" 

Ij^e diversion was eflfected. 

'^Not he, dear!" said Mr. Rinnan. ^Tour &ther had 
ten times the man in him that ever your unde was." 

^ Why what kind of a man is uncle Bossitur, grandpa?" 

^ Ho dear ! I can't tell. I ha'n't seen mud^ of him. 
I wouldn't judge a man without knowing more of him than 
I do of Mr. Rossitur. He seemed an amiable kind of man. 
But no one would ever have thought of looking at him, no 
more than at a shadow, when your father was by." 

The diversion took effect on Fleda herself now. She 
looked* up pleased. 

" You remember your father, Fleda ?" 

" Yes grandpa, but not very well always ; — ^I remember 
a great many things about him, but I can't remember 
exactly how he looked, — except once or twice." 

" Ay, and he wa'n't well the last time you remember him. 
But he was a noble-looking man — ^in form and face too— 
and his looks were the worst part of him. He seemed 
made of different stuff from all the people around," said 
Mr. Ringgan sighing, '*and they felt it too I used to 
notice, without knowing it. When his cousins were ' Sam' 
.and 'Johnny' and 'Bill,' he was always, that is, afler he 
grew up, * Mr, Walter? I believe they were a little afeard 
of him. And with all his bravery and fire he could be as 
gentle as a woman." 

*' I know that," said Fleda, whose eyes were dropping 
soft tears and glittering at the same time with gratified 
feeling. " What made him be a soldier, grandpa T 

" Oh I don't know, dear ! — ^he was too good to make a 
farmer of— or his high sp' ' " to rise in the world — 



he couldn't rest without trying to be something more than 
other folks. I don't know whether people are any happier 

" Did he go to West Point, grandpa 1" 

" No dear ! — ^he started without having so much of a push 
as that ; but he was one of those that don't need any push- 
ing ; he would have worked his way up, put him anywhere 
you would, and he did, — over the heads of West Pointers and 
all, and would have gone to the top, I verily believe, if he 
had lived long enough. He was as fine a fellow as there 
was in all the -army. / don't believe there's the like of 
him left in it." 

" He had been a major a good while, hadn't he, grandpa V* 

'^ Yes. It was just after he was made captain that he 
went to Albany, and there he saw your mother. She and 
her sister, your aunt Lucy, were wards of the patroon. I 
was in Albany, in. the legislature, that winter, and I knew 
them both very well ; but your aunt Lucy had been mar- 
ried some years before. She was staying there that winter 
without her husband — ^he was abroad somewhere." 

Fleda was no stranger to these details and had learned 
long ago what was meant by 'wards' and 'the patroon.' 

" Your father was made a major some years afterwards," 
Mr. Binggan went on, " for his fine behaviour out here at 
the West — ^what's the name of the place ? — ^I forget it just 
now — ^fighting the Indians. There never was anything finer 
done." 

" He was brave, wasn't he, grandpa?" 

" Brave ! — ^he had a heart of iron sometimes, for as soft as 
it was at others. And he had an eye, when he was rouse3, 
that I never saw anything that would stand against. But 
your father had a better sort of courage than the common 
sort — ^he had enough of that — but this is a rarer thing — ^he 
never was afraid to do what in his conscience he thought 
was right. Moral courage I call it, and it is one of the 
very noblest qualities a man can have." 

" That's a kind of courage a woman may have," said Fleda. 

"Yes — you may have that; and I guess it's the only 
kind of courage yow'U ever be troubled with," said her 
grandfather looking laughingly at her. " However, any man 
may walk up to the cannon's mouth, but it is only one here 
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and there tbat ivill walk out against men's opinions becaose 
he thinks it is right. That was one of the things I admired 
most in your father." 

" Didn't my mother have it too V* said JFleda. 

" I don't know — she had about everything that was 
good. A sweet, pretty creature she was, as ever I saw." 

" Was she like aunt Lucy?" 

'^ No, not much. She was a deal handsomeif than your 
aunt is or ever could have been. She was the handsomest 
woman, I think, that ever I set eyes upon ; and a sweet, 

fentle, lovely creature. Pbtt'll never match her," said Mr. 
linggan, with a curious twist of his head and sly laughing 
twist of his eyes at Fleda ; — " you may be as good as she 
was, but you'll never be as good-looking." 

Fleda laughed, nowise displeased. 

" You've got her hazel eyes though," remarked Mr. Ring- 
gan, afler a minute or two, viewing his little granddaughter 
with a sufficiently satisfied expression of countenance. 

" Grandpa," said she, " don't you think Mr. Carleton has 
handsome eyes?" 

" Mr. Carleton 1 — ^hum — I don't know ; I didn't look at 
his eyes, A very well-looking young man though — ^very 
gentlemanly too." 

Fleda had heard all this and much more about her pa- 
rents some dozens of times before ; but she and her grand- 
father were never tired of going it over. If the conversa- 
tion that recalled his lost treasures had of necessity a char- 
acter of sadness and tenderness, it yet bespoke not more 
regret that he had lost them than exulting pride and de- 
light in what they had been, — ^perhaps not so much. And 
ibleda delighted to go back and feed her imagination with 
stories of the mother whom she could not remember, and 
of the father whose fair bright image stood in her memory 
as the embodiment of all that is high and noble and pure. 
A kind of guardian angel that image was to little Fleda. 
These ideal likenesses of her father and mother, the one 
drawn from history and recollection, the other from history 
only, had been her preservative from all the untoward in- 
fluences and unfortunate examples which had surrounded 
her since her father's death some three or four years before 
had left her almost alone in her grandfather's house. They 
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had created in her mind a standard of the tnie and beautiful 
in charaater, which nothing she saw around her, after of 
course her grandfather, and one other exception, seemed at 
all to meet ; and partly from her own innate fineness of na- 
ture, and partly from this pure ideal always present with 
her, she had shrunk almost instinctively from the few va- 
rieties of human nature the country-side presented to her, 
and was in fact a very isolated little being, living in a world 
of her own, and clinging with all her strong out-^oings of afi^- 
tion to her grandfkther only ; granting to but one other 
person any considerable share in her regard or esteem. Lit- 
tle Fleda was not in the least misanthropical ; she gave 
her kindly sympathies to all who came in her way on whom 
they could possibly be bestowed ; but these people were 
nothing to her; her spirit fell off from them, even in their 
presence ; there was no affinity. She was in truth what 
her grandfather had affirmed of her father, made of different 
stuff from the rest of the world. There was no tincture of 
pride in all this ; there was no conscious feeling of superi- 
ority ; she could merely have told you that she did not care 
to hear these people talk, that she did not love to be with them ; 
though she would have said so to no earthly creature but 
her grandfather, if even to him. 

"It must be pleasant," said Fleda, afler looking for some 
minutes thoughtfully into the fire, — " it must be a pleasant 
thing to have a fether and mother." 

"Yes dear !" said her grandfather, sighing, — "you have 
lost a great deal ! But there is your aunt Lucy — ^you are 
not dependent altogether on me." 

"Oh grandpa !" said the little girl laying one hand again 
plead'iLsJy on his knee; — "I didn't mean — ^I mean — ^I was 
speaking in general — ^I wasn't thinking of myself in par- 
ticular." 

" I know, dear !" said he, as before taking the little hand 
in his own and moving it soflly up and down on his knee. 
But the action was, sad, and there was the same look of sor- 
rowful stem anxiety. Fleda got up and put her arm over 
his shoulder, speaking from a heart filled too full. 

" 1 don't want aunt Lucy — ^I don't care about aunt Lucy ; 
I don't want anything but you, grandpa. I wish you wouldn't 
talk so," 

4 
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^ Ah well, dear/' said he, without looking at her^ — he 
couldn't bear to look at her, — ^*' it's well it is so. I sha'n't 
last a great while— it isn't likely — ^and I am glad to know 
there is some one you can Ml bade upon when I am 
gone." 

Fleda's next words were scarce audible, but they contain- 
ed a reproach to him for speakmg so. ^ 

'*We may as well look at it, dear," said he gravely; 
*' it must come to that — sooner or later — but you mustn't 
distress yourself about it beforehand. Don't cry— don't, 
dear !" said he, tenderly kissing heiu "" I didn't mean to 
trouble you so. There — ^there — ^look up, dear — diet's take 
the good we h^ve and be thankful for it. Grod wfll ar- 
range the rest, in his own good way. Fleda ! — I wouldn't 
have said a word if I had thought it would have worried 
you so." 

He would not indeed. But he had spoken as men so oft- 
en speak, out of the depths of their own passion or bittemessj 
forgetting that they are wringing the cords of a delicate harp, 
and not knowing what mischief they have done till they 
find the instrument all out of tune, — ^more ^ften not know- 
ing it ever. It is pity, — ^for how frequently a discord is left 
that jars all life long ; and how much more frequently still 
the harp, though retaining its sweetness and truth of tone 
to the end, is gradually unstrung. 

Poor Fleda could hardly hold up her head for a long 
time, and recalling bitterly her unlucky innocent remark 
which had led to all this trouble she almost made up her 
mind with a certain heroine of Miss Edgeworth's, that " it 
is best never to mention things." Mr. Ringgan, now tho- 
roughly alive to the wounds he had been inflicting, held his 
little pet in his arms, pillowed her head on his breast, and 
by every tender and soothing action and word endeavoured 
to undo what he had done. And after a while the agony 
was over, the wet eyelashes were lifted up, and the meek sor- 
rowful little face lay quietly upon Mr. Ringgan's breast, 
gazing out into the fire as gravely as if the Panorama of 
life were there. She little heeded at first her grandfather's 
cheering talk, she knew it was for a purpose. 

" Ain't it most time for you to go to bed 1" whispered 
Mr. Ringgan when he thought the purpose was effected. 
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"Shall I tell Cynthy to get you your milk, grandpa t" 
said the little girl rousing herself. 

" Yes dear. — Stop, — what if you and me was to have 
some roast apples 1 — ^wouldn't you Hke it ?" 

" Well — ^yes, I should, grandpa," said Fleda, understand- 
ing perfectly why he wished it, and wishing it herself for 
that same reason and no other. 

" Cynthy, let's have some of those roast apples," said 
Mr. Ringgan, " and a couple of bowls of milk here." 

" No, ril get the apples myself, Cynthy," said Fleda. 

" And you needn't take any of the cream off, Cynthy," 
added Mr. Ringgan. 

One comer of the kitchen table was hauled up to the 
fire, to be comfortable, Fledsf said, and she and her grand- 
&ther sat down on the opposite sides of it to do honour to 
the apples and milk ; each with the simple intent of keep- 
ing up appearances and cheating the other into cheerfulness. 
There is however, deny it who can, an exhilarating effect in 
good wholesome food taken when one is in some need of 
it ; and Fleda at least found the supper relish exceeding 
well. Every one ftirthermore knows the relief of a hearty 
flow of tears when a secret weight has been pressing on the 
mind. She was just ready for anything reviving. After 
the third mouthful she began to talk, and before the bot- 
tom of the bowls was reached she had smiled more than 
once. So her grandfather thought no harm was done, and 
went to bed quite comforted ; and Fleda climbed the steep 
stairs that led from his door to her little chamber just over 
his head. It was small and mean, immediately under the 
roof, with only one window. Ihere were plenty of better 
rooms in the house, but Fleda liked this because.it kept 
her near her grandfather ; and indeed she had always had 
it ever since her father's death, and never thought of taking 
any other. 

She had a fashion, this child, in whom the simplicity of 
practical life and the poetry of imaginative life were cu- 
riously blended, — she had a fashion of going to her window 
every night when the moon or stars were shining to look 
out for a minute or two before she went to bed ; and some- 
times the minutes were more than any good grandmother 
or aunt would have considered wholesome for little Fleda 
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in the fresh night air.. But there was no one to watch or 
reprimand ; and whatever it was that Fleda read in earth 
or sky, the charm which held her one bright night was sure 
to bring her to her window the next. Ihis evening a faint 
young moon lighted up but dimly the meadow and what 
was called the '' east-hill," over-against which the window 
in question looked. The air was^calm and mild; there 
W8B no frost to-night; the stillness was entire, and the 
stars shone in a cloudless sky. Fleda set open the win- 
dow and looked out with a face that again bore tokens of 
the experiences of that day. She wanted the soothing 
sp^ch of nature's voice ; and child as she was she could 
hear it. She did not know, in her simplicity, what it was 
that comforted and soothed her, but she stood at her win- 
dow enjoying. 

It was so perfectly still, her fancy presently went to all 
thosQ people who had hushed their various work and were 
now resting, or soon would be, in the unconsciousness and 
the helplessness of sleep. The helplessnesSy — ^and then that 
Eye that never sleeps ; that £[and that keeps them all, that 
is never idle, that is the safety, and the strength alike of all 
the earth and of them that wake or sleep upon it, — 

'^ And if he takes care of them all, will he not take care 
of poor little me 1" thought Fleda. " Oh how glad I am 
I know there is a God ! — ^How glad I am I know he is such 
a God! and that I can trust in him; and he will make 
everything go right. How I foi^et this sometimes ! But 
Jesus does not forget his children. Oh. I am a happy little 
girl ! — Grandpa's saying what he did don't make it so — 
perhaps I shall die the first — but I hope not, for what would 
beoome of him ! — ^But thb and everything will all be 
arranged right, and I have nothing to do with it but to 
obey God and please him, and he will take care of the rest. 
He has forbidden us to be careful about it too." 

With grateful tears of relief Fleda shut the window and 
began to undress herself, her heart so lightened of its bur- 
den that her thoughts presently took leave to go out again 
upon pleasure excursions in various directions ; and one of. 
the last things in Fleda's mind before sleep surprised her 
was, what a nice thing it was for any one to bow and smile 
so as Mr. Carleton did ! 
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OHAPTEE III. 



I know each lane, and every alley green, 
Dingle or bnaby dell of thia wild wood, 
And every bosky bourn from aide to aida^ 
My daily walks and ancient neighbourhood. 

MiLTOR. 



FLEDA and her grandfather had but just risen from a 
tolerably early breakfast the next morning, when the 
two young sportsmen entered the room. 

" Ha !" said Mr. Binggan, — " I declare ! you're stirring 
betimes. Come five or six miles this morning already. 
W^U — that's the stuff to make sportsmen of. Off for the^ 
woodcock, hey ? — And I was to go with you and shew you 
the. ground. — ^I declare I don't know how in the world I can 
do it this morning, I'am so very stiff — ten times as bad as 
I was yesterday. I had a window open in my room last 
night, I expect that must have been the cause. I don't see 
how I could have overlooked it, but I never gave it a 
thought, till this morning I found myself so lame I could 
hardly get out of bed.— I am very sorry, upon my word I" 

" I am very sorry we must lose your company, sir," said 
the young Englishman, *^ and for such a cause ; but as to the 
rest ! — I dare say your directions will guide us sulBciently." 

" I don't know about that," said the old gentleman. *^ It 
is pretty hard to steer by a chart that is only laid down in 
the imagination. I set out once to go in New York from 
one side of the city over into the other, and the first thing 
I knew I found myself travelling along half a mUe out of 
town. I had to get in a stage and ride back and take a 
fresh start. Out at the West they say when you are in the 
woods you can tell which is north by the moss growing 
on that side of the trees ; but if you're lost you'll be pretty 
apt to find the moss grows on all sides of the trees. I 
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oouldn't make out any waymarks at all, in sndi a labyrinth 
of brick comers. Well, let us see — SS I tell you now it is 
so easy to mistake one hill for another — Fleda, child, 
you put on your sun-bonnet and take these gentlemen back 
to the twenty-acre lot, and from there you can tell 'em how 
to go so I guess they won't mistake it." 

*^ By no means !'' said Mr. Carleton ; '' we cannot give 
her so much trouble ; it would be buying our pleasure at 
much too dear a rate." 

^ Tut, tut," said the old gentleman ; '* she thinks nothing 
of trouble, and the walk'U do her good. She'd like to be 
out all day, I believe, if she had any one to go along with, 
but I'm rather a stupid companion for such a spry little 
pair of feet Fleda, look here, — ^when they get to the lot 
they can find their own way after that i ou know where 
the place is — ^where your cousin Seth shot so many wood- 
cock last year, over in Mr. Hurlbut's land, — ^when you get 
to the biff lot you must tell these ffentlemen to go straight 
over the hill, not Squire Thornton s hill, but mine, at the 
back of the lot, — they must go straight over it till they come 
to cleared land on the other side ; then they must keep 
along by the edge of the wood, t<5 the right, till they come 
to the brook ; they must cross the brook^ and follow up the 
opposite bank, and they'll know the ground when they 
oome to it, or they don't deserve to. Do you miderstand? 
--Hdow run and get your hat for they ought to be o£" 

Fleda went, but neither her step nor her look shewed 
any great willingness to the business. 

*M am sure, Mr. Ringgan," said Mr. Oarleton, ^your 
little granddaughter has some reason for not wishing to 
take such a long walk this morning. Pray allow us to go 
without her." 

** Pho, pho," siud the old gentleman, " she wants to go." 

** I guess she's sheered o' Uie guns," said Cynthy, happy 
to get a chance to edge in a word before such company ; — 
** it^s that ails her." 

*^ Well, well,— she must get used to it," said Mr. Ringgan. 
"Here she is!" 

Fleda had it in her mind to whbper to him a word of 
hope about Mr. Jolly ; but she recollected that it was at 
best an uncertain hope, and that if her grand&ther's thoughts 



were off the subject it was better to leave them so. She 
only kissed him for good-by, and went out with the two 
gentlemen. 

As they took up their guns Mr. Carleton caught the 
timid shunning glance her eye gave at them. 

'* Do you dislike the company of these noisy friends of 
ours, Miss Fledal" said he. 

Fleda hesitated, and finally said ^ she didn't much like 
to be very near them when they were fired." 

" Put tiat fear away then," said he, " for they shall keep 
a respectful silence so long as they have the honour to be 
in your company. If the woodcock come about us as tame 
as quails our guns shall not be provoked to say anything 
tillyour departure gives them leave." 

fieda smiled her thanks and set forward, privately much 
confirmed in her opinion that Mr. Carleton had handsome 
eyes. 

At a little distance from the house Fleda left the meadow 
for an old apple-orchard at the left, lying on a steep side 
hill. Up this hill-side they toiled ; and then found them- 
selves on a ridge of table-land, stretching back for some 
distance along the edge of a little valley or bottom of per- 
fectly flat smooth pasture-ground. Ihe valley was very 
narrow, only divided into fields by fences running from 
side to side. Ihe table-land might be a hundred feet or 
more above the level of the bottom, with a steep fece to- 
wards it. A little way back from the edge the woods began ; 
between them and the brow of the WU the ground was 
smooth and green, planted as if by art with flourishing 
young silver* pines and once in a while a hemlock, some 
stan&g in all their luxuriance alone, and some in groups. 
With now and then a smooth grey rock, or large boulder- 
stone which had somehow inexplicably stopped on the brow 
of the hill instead of rolling down into what at some for- 
mer time no doubt was a bed of water, — all this open strip 
of £he table-land might have stood with very little coaxing 
for a piece of a gentleman's pleasure-ground. On the op- 
posite side of the little valley was a low rocky height, 
coveffed with wood, now in the splendour of varied red and 
green and purple and brown and gold ; between, at their 
feet, lay the soft quiet green meadow ; and off to the left, 
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beyond the &r end of the yftlley, was the glory of the 
autumn woods again, softened in the distance. A trae 
October sky seemed to pervade all, mildly blue, transpa- 
rently pure, with that clearness of atmosphere that no other 
month gives us ; a sky that would have conferred a patent 
of nobility on any landscape. The scene was certainly con- 
tracted and nowise remarkable in any of its features, but 
Nature had shaken out all her colours over the land, and 
drawn a veil from the sky, and breathed through the woods 
and over the hill-side the very breath of health, enjoyment, 
and vigour. 

When they were about over-against the middle of the 
.valley, Mr. Qurleton suddenly made a pause and stood for 
some minutes silently looking. His two companions came 
to a halt on either side of him, one not a little pleased, the 
other a little impatient. 

^ BeautiM t" Mr. Carleton said at length. 

" Yes," said Fleija gravely, " I think it*s a pretty place. 
I like it up here." 

'* We sha'n't catch many woodcock among these pines," 
said young Rossitur. 

" I wonder," said Mr. Carleton presently, " how any one 
should have called these ' melancholy days.' " 

" Who has 1" said Rossitur. 

''A countryman of yours," said his friend glancing at 
him. '^ If he had been a countryman of mine there would 
have been less marvel. But here is none of the sadness of 
decay — ^none of the withering — ^if the tokens of old age are 
seen at all it is in the majestic honours that crown a glo- 
rious life — ^the graces of a matured and ripened character. 
This has nothing in common, Rossitur, with those dull 
moralists who are always dinning decay and death into 
one's ears; — ^this speaks of Life. Instead of freezing all 
one's hopes and energies, it quickens the pulse with the 
desire to cfo. — 'The saddest of the year* — ^Bryant was 
wrong." 

" Bryant 1— oh !" — ^said young Rossitur ; " I didn't know 
who you were speaking of" 

'* I believe, now I think of it, he was writing of a some- 
what later time of the year, — ^I don't know how all this 
will look in November." 



QUXEOSr. 45 

'^ I think it is very pleasant in November," said little 
Fleda sedately. 

" Don't you know Bryant's ' Death of the Flowers,' Ros- 
siturf said his friend smiling. ''What have you been 
doing all your life 1" 

'' Not studying the fine arts at West Point, Mr. Carle- 
ton." 

''Then sit down here, and let me mend that place in 
your education. Sit down ! and I'll give you something 
better than woodcock. You keep a game-bag for thoughts, 
don't you 1" * 

Mr. Rossitur wished Mr. Carleton didn't. But he sat 
down however, and listened with an unedified face ; while 
his friend, more to please himself it must be confessed 
than for any other reason, and perhaps with half a notion 
to try Fleda, repeated the beautiful words. He presently 
saw they were not lost upon one of his hearers ; she lis- 
tened intently. 

"It is very pretty," said Rossitur when he had done. 
" I believe I have seen it before somewhere." 

"There is no ' smoky light' to-day," said Fleda. 

" No," said Mr. Carleton, smiling to himself. " Noth- 
ing but that could improve the beauty of ail this, Miss 
Fleda." 

"/ like it better as it is," said Fleda. 

"I am surprised at that," said yoimg Rossitur. "I 
thought you lived on smoke." 

There was nothing in the words, but the tone was not 
exactly polite. Fleda granted him neither smile nor look. 

" I am glad you like it up here," she went on, gravely 
doing the honours of the place. " I came this way because 
we shouldn't have so many fences to climb." 

" You are the best little guide possible, and I have no 
doubt would always lead one the right way," said Mr. 
Carleton. 

Again the same gentle, kind, appreciating look. Fleda 
unconsciously drew a step nearer. There was a certain 
undefined confidence established between them. 

" There's a little brook down there in spring," said she, 
pointing to a small grass-groMm water-course in the mea- 
dow, hardly discernible from the height, — " but there's no 
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wBter in it now. It runs quite full for a while after the 
snow breaks up ; but it dries away by June or July." 

'*What are those trees so beautifully tinged with red 
and orange 1 — down there by the fence in the meadow." 

"I am not woodsman enough to inform you," replied 
Rossitur. 

" Those are maples," said Fleda, ^' sugar maples. The 
one all orange is a hickory." 

^^How do you know?" said Mr. Garleton, turning to 
her. " By your wit as a fairy 1" 

" I know by the colour," said Fleda mddestly, — " and by 
the shape too." 

" Fairy," said Mr. Rossitur, " if you have any of the 
stuff about you, I wish you would knock this gentleman 
over the head with your wand and put the spirit of moving 
into him. He is going to sit dreaming here all day." 

" Not at all," said his friend springing up, — ^'^ I am ready 
for you — ^but I want other game than woodcock just now I 
confess." 

They walked along in silence, and had near reached the 
extremity of the table-land, which towards the end of the 
valley descended into ground of a lower level covered with 
woods; when Mr. Carleton who was a little ahead was 
startled by Fleda's voice exclaiming in a tone of distress, 
" Oh not the robins !" — ^and turning about perceived Mr. 
Rossitur standing still with levelled gun and just in the act 
to shoot. Fleda had stopped her ears. In the same 
instant Mr. Carleton had thrown up the gun, demanding of 
Rossitur with a singular change of expression — '' what he 
meant !" 

^' Meani" sud the young gentleman, meeting with an as- 
tonished face the indignant fire of his companion's eyes, — 
" why I mean not to meddle with other people's guns, Mr. 
Carleton. What do you mean ?" 

" Nothing but to protect myself." 

''Protect yourself!" said Rossitur, heating as the other 
cooled, — " from what, in the name of wonder 1" 

" Only from having my word blown away by your fire," 
said Carleton, smiling. '' Come Rossitur, recollect yourself 
— remember our compact." 

^'Compact! one isn't bound to keep compacts with im- 
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earthly personages," sud Bossitur, half sulkily and hal£- 
angrily ; " and besides I made none." 

Mr. Garleton turned from him very coolly and walked 
-on. 

They left the tableland and the wood, entered the valley 
again, and passed through a lai^e orchard, the last of the 
succession of fields which stretched along it. Beycmd ti^ 
orchard the ground i^ose suddenly, and on the steep hill-side 
there had been a large plantation of Indian com. The com 
was harvested, but the ground was still covered with num- 
berless little stacks of the cornstalks. Half way up the 
hill stood three ancient chestnut trees ; veritable patriarchs 
of the nut tribe they were, and respected and esteemed as 
patriarchs should be. 

"' There are no ' dropping nuts' to-day, either," said Fleda, 
to whom the sight of her forest friends in the distance proba- 
bly suggested the thought, for she had not spoken for some 
time. '^ I suppose there hasn't been frost enough yet." 

" Why you have a good memory, Fairy," said Mr. Garle- 
ton. *' bo you give die nuts leave to fall of themselves ?" 

** O sometimes grandpa and I go a nutting," said the lit- 
tle girl getting lightly over the fence, — "but we haven't 
been this year." 

" Then it is a pleasure to come yet 1" 

" No," said Fleda quietly, " the trees near the house have 
been stripped ; and the only other nice place there is for us 
to CO to, Mr. Didenhover let the Shakers have the nuts. I 
shaji't get any this year." 

" Live in the woods and not get any nuts ! that won't do, 
Fairy. Here are some fine chestnuts we are coming to — 
what should hinder our reaping a good harvest from 
these?" 

"I don't think there will be any on them," said Fleda ; 
'^Mr. Didenhover has been here lately with the men get- 
ting in the com, — I guess they have cleared the trees." 

" Who is Mr. Didenhover ]" 

" He is grandpa's man." 

*' Why didn't you bid Mr. Didenhover let the nuts 
alone ?" 

" O he wouldn't mind if he was told," said Fleda. " He 
does everything just as he has a mind to, and nobody can 
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hinder him. Yes — ^they've cleared the trees — ^I thought 
so." 

^ Don't you know of any other trees that are out of this 
Mr. Didenhover's way T 

" Yes," said Fleda, — " I know a place where there used 
to be beautiful hickory trees, and some chestnuts too, I 
think ; but it is too far off for grandpa, and I couldn't go 
there alone. This is the twenty-acre lot," said she, looking 
though she did not say it, " Here I leave you." 

" I am glad to hear it," said her' cousin. " Now give us 
our directions, Fleda, and thank you for your services." 

" Stop a minute," said Mr. Carleton. " What if you 
and I should try to find those same hickory trees, Miss 
Fleda? Will you take me with you % — or is it too long a 
walk ?" 

" For me % — oh no !" said Fleda with a &ce of awaken- 
ing hope ; " but," she added timidly, " you were going a 
shooting, sirl" 

" What on earth are you thinking of, Carleton ?" said 
young Bossitur. " Let the nuts and Fleda alone, do !" 

" ^Y your leave, Mr. Rossitur," said Carleton. " " My 
murderous intents have all left me. Miss Fleda, — ^I suppose 
your wand has been playing about me — ^and I should like 
nothing better than to go with you over the hills this morn- 
ing, f have been a nutting many a time in my own woods 
at home, and I want to try it for once in the New World. 
Will you take me *?" 

** Oh thank you, sir !" said Fleda, — '' but we have passed 
the turning a long way — we must go back ever so &r the 
same way we came to get to the place where we turn off to 
go up the mountain." 

^" I don't wish for a prettier way, — ^if it isn't so far as to 
tire you. Fairy ?" 

" Oh it won't tire me !" said Fleda overjoyed. 

" Carleton !" exclaimed young Bossitur. " Can you be 
80 absurd ! Lose this splendid day for the woodcock, when 
we may not have another while we are here !" 

" You are not a true sportsman, Mr. Bossitur," said the 
other coolly, "or you would know what it is to have some 
sympathy with the sports of others. But you will have the 
day for the woodcock, and bring us home a great many I 
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hope. Miss Fleda, suppose we gfve this impatient young 
gentleman his orders and despatch him." 

" I thought you were more of a sportsman/' said the 
vexed West Pointer, — " or your sympathy would he with 
me." 

" I tell you the sporting mania was never stronger on 
me," said the other carelessly. "Something less than a 
rifle however will do to bring down the game I am after. 
We will rendezvous at the little village over yonder, unless 
I go home before you, which I think is more probable. Au 
revoir !" 

With careless gracefulness he saluted his disconcerted 
companion, who moved off with ungraceful displeasure. 
¥*leda and Mr. Carleton then began to follow back the road 
they had come, in the highest good humour both. Her 
sparkling face told him with even greater emphasis than her 
words, 

" I am so much obliged to you, sir." 

** How you go over fences !" said he, — ^** like s sprite, as 
yon are." 

"01 have climbed a great many," said Fleda, accepting 
however, again with that infallible instinct, the help which 
she did not need. — " I shall be so glad to get some nuts, for 
1 thought I wasn't going to have any this year ; and it is so 
pleasant to have them to crack in the long winter evenings." 

"You must find them long evenings indeed, I should 
think.-" 

"O no we don't," said Fleda. "I didn't mean they 
were long in that way. Grandpa cracks tJie nuts, and I 
pick them out, and he tells me stories ; and then you know 
he likes to go to bed early. The evenings never seem 
long." 

" But you are not always cracking nuts." 

" no, to be sure not ; but there are plenty of other 
pleasant things to do. I dare say grandpa would have 
bought some nuts, but I had a great deal rather have those 
we get ourselves, and then the fiin of getting them, besides^ 
fs the best part." 

Fleda was tramping over the ground at a furious rate. 

" How many do you oount upon securing to-day T" aaid 
Mr. Carleton gra^ly. 



^ I don^t krow," smd Fleda with a business &ce, — '' tiier« 
are a good many trees, and fine large ones, and I don't 
believe anybody has found them out — ^they are so far out 
of the way ; there ought to be a good parcel of nuts." 

"But," said Mr. Carleton with perfect gravity, "if we 
should be lucky enough to find a supply for your winter's 
store, it would be too much for you and me to bring home. 
Miss Fleda, unless you have a broomstick in the service of 
&iry4om." 
. " A broomstick !" said Fleda. 

"Yes, — did you never hear of the man who had 8 
broomstick that would fetch pails of water at his bid- 
ding 1" 

"No," said Fleda laughing. "Wh*t a eonvenient 
broomstick ! I wish we had one. But I know what I can 
do, Mr. Carleton, — ^if there should be too many nuts for us 
to bring home I can take Cynthy afterwards and get the 
rest of them. ' Cynthy and I could go — ^grandpa couldn't, 
even if he was as well as usual, for the trees are in a hol- 
low away over on the other side of the mountain. It's a 
beautiful place." 

" Well," said Mr. Carleton smiling curiously to himself 
"in that case I shall be even of more use than I had hoped. 
But sha'n't we want a basket. Miss Fleda T 

"^Yes indeed," said Fleda, — "a good large one — I am 
going to run down to the house for it as soon as we get to 
the tuming-off place, if you'll be so good as to sit down and 
wait for me, sir,— I- won't be long after it." 

" No," said he ; "I will walk with you and leave my gun 
In safe quarters. You had better not travel so fast, or I 
am afraid you will never reach the hickory trees," 

Fleda smiled and said there was no danger, but she 
slackened her pace, and they proceeded at a more reason- 
able rate till they reached the house. 

Mr. Carleton would not go in, placing his gun in an outer 
shelter. Fledik dashed into the kitchen, and afler a few 
minutes' delay came out agam with a huge basket, which 
Mr. Carleton took from her without suffering his inward 
am sement to reach his face, and a little tin pail which she 
kept under her own guardianship. In vain Mr. Carleton 
offered to take it with the basket or even to put it in the 



l|9§k6^ wh^« bd atowod her it would go veiy well; it 
must go nowhere but in Fl^b'a own handL 

Fleda was in restless haste till they had passed over the 
already twice-tarodden ground and entered upon the moan- 
tain road. It was hardly a road ; in some places a beaten 
track was visible, in otJbers Mr« Carleton wondered how 
his little coQipanion found her way, where nothing but 
fresh-fallen leaves and scattered rocks and stones could be 
&|een, covering the whole «irface. But her foot never 
faltered, her eye read way-marks where his saw none, she 
^&a% on, he did iptot doubt unerringly, over the leaf-strewn 
and rook-strewn way, over ridge and hollow, with a steady 
light swiflness that he could not help admiring. (!)nce 
they ca^e to a little brawling stream of spring water, 
hai^ly three inches deep anywhere but making quite a 
wide bed for itself in its bright way to the lowlands. Mr. 
Carleton wqs con«dering how he should contrive to get his 
l^ttie guide over it in safety, when quick,-— over the little 
round stones which lifted their .heads above the surfiice of 
tile water, on t^e tips of her toes, Fleda tripped across 
before be had done thinking about it. He told her he had 
no doubt Aow that she was a fiiiry and had powers of walk- 
ing that did not belong to other people. Fleda laughed, 
and on her little demure figure went picking out the way, 
always with that little tin pail hanging at her side, like — 
Mr. Carleton busied himjadf in finding out similes for her. 
lit wasn't very e^-sy. 

For a long distance their way was tiurough il thick wood- 
land, clear of underbrush and very pleasant walking, but 
permitting no look at the distant country. They wound 
about, now up hill and now dpwn, till at last they began 
to ascend in good earnest ; the road became better marked, 
and Mr. Carleton came up with his guide again. Both 
were obliged to walk more slowly. He had overcome a 
good deal of Fleda's reserve and she talked to him now 
quite freely, without however losing the grace of a most 
exquisite modesty in everything she said or did. 
.. "What do you suppose I have been amuking myself 
with all this while. Miss Fleda?'' said he, after walking for 
some time alongside of her in silence. " I have been try- 
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ing io fiincy what you looked like as you travelled on 
before me with that mysterious tin pail." 

« Well what did I look like T said Fleda laughing. 

" Little Red Riding-Hood, the first thing, carrying her 
grandmother the pot of butter." 

" Ah but I haven't got any butter in this as it happens," 
said Fleda, *'and I hope you are not anything like the 
wolf, Mr. Carleton V 

"I hope not," said he laughing. "Well, then I thought 
you might be one of those young ladies the fairy-stories tell 
T>f, who set out over the world to seek their fortune. That 
might hold, you know, a little provision to last for a day 
or two till you found it." 

" No," said Fleda, — ^" I should never go to seek my for- 
tune." 

" Why not, pray ?" 

" I don't think I should find it any the sooner." 

Mr. Garleton looked at her and could not make up his 
mind whether or not she spoke wittingly. 

"Well, but after all are we not seeking our fortune?'* 
said he. " We are doing something very like it. Now up 
here on the mountain top perhaps we shall find only empty 
tree^ — ^perhaps trees with a harvest of nuts on them." 

"Yes, but that wouldn't be like finding a fortune," said 
Fleda ; — " if we were to come to a great heap of nuts all 
picked out ready for us to carry away, that would be a for- 
tune; but now if we find the trees full we have got to 
knock them down and gather them up and shuck them." 

" Make our own fortunes, eh ?" said Mr. Garleton smi- 
ling. " Well people do say those are the sweetest nuts. 
I don't know how it may be. Ha ! that is fine. What an 
atmosphere !" 

They had reached a height of the mountain that cleared 
them a view, and over the tops of the trees they looked 
abroad to a very wide extent of country undulating with 
hill and vale^ — ^hill and valley alike far below at their feet. 
Fair and rich, — ^the gently swelling hills, one beyond anoth- 
er, in the patchwork dress of their many-coloured fields,-^ 
tlie gay hues of the woodland softened and melted into a 
rich autumn glow, — ^and far away, beyond even where this 
g)ow was sobered and lost in the distance, the faint blue 



line of the Catskill ; faint, but clear and distinct through 
the transparent air. Such a sky !— of such etherialized 
purity as if made for spirits to travel in and tempting 
them to rise and free themselves from the soil ; and the 
stillness, — ^like nature^s hand laid upon the soul, bidding it 
think. In view of all that vastness and grandeur, man's 
littleness does bespeak itself. And yet, for every one, the 
voice of the scene is not more humbling to pride than rous- 
ing to all that is really noble and strong in character. Not 
only "What thou art,"— but "What thou may est be I" 
What place thou oughtest to fill — what work, thou hast to 
do,: — in this magnificent world. A very extended land- 
scape however genial is' also sober in its effect on the mind. 
One seems to emerge from the narrowness of individual 
existence, and take a larger view of Life as well as of Crea- 
tion, 

Perhaps Mr. Carleton felt it so, for after his first expres- 
sion of pleasure he stood silently and gravely looking for a 
long time. Little Fleda's eye loved it too, but she looked 
her fill and then sat down on a stone to await her com- 
panion's pleasure, glancing now and then up at his &oe 
which gave her no encouragement to interrupt him. Jt 
was gravely and even gloomily thoughtful. He stood 90 
long without stirring that poor Fleda began to have sad 
thoughts of the possibility of gathering aJl the nuts from 
the hickory trees, and she heaved a very gentle sigh once 
or twice; but the dark blue eye which she with reason 
admired remained fixed on the broad scene below, as if it 
were reading or trying to read there a difficult lesson. And 
when at last he turned and began to go up the path agaiin 
he kept the same face, and went moodily swinging his ana 
up and down, as if in disturbed thought. Fleda was too 
happy to be moving to care for her companion's silence ; 
she would have compounded for no more conversation so 
they might but reach the nut trees. But before they had 
got quite so far Mr. Carleton broke the silence, speaking in 
precisely the same tone and manner he had Used the last 
time. 

^ Look here, Fairy," said he, pointing to a small heap of 
chestnut burs piled' at the foot of a tree, — ^'* here's a little 
fortune for you already." 

5» 



^That^s a squirrel!" said Fleda, looking at tlie place 
very attentively. ^ There has been nobody else here. He 
has 0ut them together, ready to be carried off to his nest." 

** We'll save him that trouble," said Mr. Carleton. 
^ Little rascal ! he's a Didenhover in miniature." 

^ Oh no !" said Fleda ; *^ he had as good a right to the 
nuts I am sure as we have, poor fellow. — ^Mr. C^rleton— ^ 

Mr. Garleton was throwing the nuts into the l^ket. At 
the anxious and undecided tone in whidi his name was pro- 
nounced he stopped and looked up, at a very wistful face. 

^ Mightn't- we leave these nuts till we come back ? ff 
we find the trees over here foil we sha'n't want them ; and 
if we don't, these would be only a handful — ^" 

• ^'And tne squirrel would be disappointed 1" sfdd Mi'. 
Garleton smiling. '^You would rather we ^ould leavd 
them to him ?" 

Fleda said yes, with a relieved &ce, and Mr. GEarieton 
idll smiling emptied his basket of the few nuts he had put 
in, and they widked on. 

• In a hollow, rather a deep hollow, behind the crest of the 
hill, as Fleda had said, tliey came at last to a noble group 
ef large hickory trees, wit£ one or two diestnuts standing 
In attendance on the outskirts. And also as Fleda had 
said, or hoped, the place was so &r from convenient access 
that nobody had visited them ; they were thick hung with 
fruit. If the spirit of the game had been wanting or filing 
in Mr. Gbrleton, it must hiftve roused again into full life at 
Ihe joyous heartiness of Fleda's exclamations. At any rate 
iio boy could have taken to the business better. He cut, 
with her permission, a stout long pole in the woods ; and 
swinging himself lightly into one of the trees diewed that 
he was a master in the art of whipping them. Fleda was 
delighted but not surprised ; for from the first moment of 
Mr. Oa^leton's proposing to go with her she had been pri- 
vately sure that he would not prove an inactive or ineffi- 
cient ally. By whatever slight tokens she might read this, 
ki whatsoever fine characters of the eye, or speech, or man- 
ner, she knew it ; and knew it just as well before tiiey 
reached the hickory trees as she ^d afterwards. 

When one of tl» larees was well stripped the young wsca^ 
tleman mounted into another,, while flMa set herself to null 
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li&d gafcer sp Hie nuts under the one fir8t.beaten. She could 
enake but litt}e headway however compared with her com* 
panion ; the 'nuts fell a great deal faster than she could 
put them in her ha^et. The trees were heavf laden and 
Mr. Carleton seemed determined to have the whole crop ; 
firom the second tree he went to the third. Eleda was he^ 
wildered wifli her happiness ; this was doing business in 
style. She tried to calculate what the whole quautity would 
be, but it went beyond her^ one basketful would not take 
it, nor two, nor three, — it wouldn't begin io, Fleda said to 
herself. She went on hulling and gathering with all possi- 
ble industry. 

After the third tree was finished Mr. Carletom tiirew 
^wn haa pole, and resting himself upon the ground at the 
foot told Fleda he would wait. a few moments before ha 
began a^ain. Fleda thereupon left off her work too, and 
going for her little tin pail presently offered it to him tempt- 
ingly stocked with pieces of apple-pie. When he had smi-- 
ingly taken one, she next brought him a sheet of white paper 
wi1% slices of young eheese. 

" No, thank you, said he. 

" Qieese is very good with apple-pie,^ siud Fleda com- 
j^tortly. 

"" Is it r said he laughing. <' Well— upon that— I think 
50U would teach me a good many thin^ Miss Fleda, if I 
were to stay here long enough.*' 

** I wish you would stay and try, sir," said Fleda, who 
^id not know exactly what to make of the shade of seri- 
ousness whi^ crossed his &o^ It was gone almost in 
Btantly; 

" I think anything is better eaten out in the woods than 
ttt Is at home," said Fleda. 

'< Well I don't know," swd her friend. ''I have no douhi 
/that is the (^se with cheese and apple-pie, and especially 
tmdcr hidLOry trees which one has been contending with 
pretty sharply. If a touch of your wand, Fairy, could 
transform one of these sihells into a goblet of Lafitte or 
Amontillado we should have nothing to wish for." 

* Amontillado* was Hebrew to !^eda, but 'goblet' was 
inlfemgiUe. 

'* I am sorry f ^ aaidf — ^' I don't know where tihere is 
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saj spring up here, — ^but we shall oome to one going down 
the mountain." 

" Do you know where all the springs are V^ 

"No, not all, I suppose,'^ said Fleda, " but I know a good 
many. I have gone about through the woods so much, and 
I always look for the springs." 

•" And who roams about through the woods with you 1" 

" Oh nobody- but grandpa," sud Fleda. " He used to be 
out with me a great deal, but he can't go much now^ — ^thia 
year or two." 

" Don't you go to school % " 

" O no !" said Fleda smiling. 

"Then your grandfather teaches you at home?" 

" No," — said Fleda, — " &ther used to teach me ; — grandpa 
doesn'^t teach me much." 

" What do you do with yourself all day long ?" 

" O plenty of things," said Fleda, smiling again. " I read^ 
and talk to grandpa, and go riding, and do a great many 
things." 

"Has your home always been here, Fairy 1"" said Mr. 
Carleton after a few minutes' pau^e. 

Fleda said "No sir,", and there stopped ; and then seem- 
ing to think that politeness called upon her to say more, aha 
added, 

" I have lived with grandpa ever since &ther lel^ mehe^e 
when he was going away among the Indians, — ^I used to be 
always with him before." 

" And how long ago is that V^ 

*^ It is — ^four years, sir ; — ^more, I believe. He was sick 
when he came back, and we never went away from, Quee- 
cby again." 

Mr. Carleton looked again silently at the chUd, who had 
given him these pieces of information with a singular grave 
propriety of manner, and even as it were reluctantly. 

" And what do you read, Fairy ?" he said after a minute ; 
— ^ stories of fairy-land ?" 

" No," said Fleda, " I haven't any. We haven't a great 
many books — there are only a few up in the cupboard, and 
the Encyclopaedia ; &ther had some books, but they are 
locked up in a chest But there is a great deal in tho 
Encydopiedia." 
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^ Th6 Ea<^dop8^ia r said Mr. Carleton ;— '' what do 
you read in that ? what can you find to like there f 

*•'' I like all about the insects, and birds and animals ; and 
about flpwerSy — ^and lives of people, and curious things. 
Hiere are a great many in it" 

** And what are the other books in the cupboard, which 
you read ?" 

"There's Quentin Durward," said Fleda,— "and Bob 
Roy, and Guy Mannering in two little bits of yolumes ; 
and the Knickerbocker, and the Christian's Magazine, and an 
odd volume of Redgauntlet, and the Beauties of Scotland.** 

" And have you read all these, Miss Fleda 1" said her 
companion, commanding his countenance with difficulty. 

" I haven't read quite all of the Christian's Magazine, nor 
all of the Beauties of Scotland." 

"All the rest?" 

" O yes," said Fleda, — " and two or three times over. 
And there are three great red volumes besides, Robertson's 
history of something, I believe. I haven't read that either." 

" And which of them all do you like the best ?" 

" I don't know," said Fleda,—" I don't know but I like 
to read the Encyclopaedia as well as any of them. And 
then I have the newspapers to read too." 

" I think. Miss Fleda," said Mr. Carleton a minute after, 
" you had better let meutake you with my mother over the 
sea, when we go back again, — ^to Paris." 

"Why, sir 1" 

"You know," said he half smiling, "your aunt wants 
you, and has ei^aged my mother to bring you with her if 
she can." 

" I know it," said Fleda. " But I am not going." 

It was spoken not rudely but in a tone of quiet deter* 
mination. 

" Aren't you too tired, sir ?" said she gently, when she 
saw Mr. Carleton preparing to launch into the remaining 
hickory trees. 

"Not I!" $aid he. "I am not tired till I have done, 
Fairy. And besides, cheese is working man's fare, you 
know, isn't itl" 

"No," said Fleda gravely,—" 1 don't think it is." 

" What then f e^aid Mr. Carleton, stopping as he was 



tilbottt to i^i|^ into the tree, and kK>ldiig rt 
of comie^ amusemeat. 

*'It isn't what our men lire on," said Heda^ demurelj 
.eying the Mien jmts, ^tit a head fUIl of buaineas. • 
. They set both to work again with renewed enei^y, and 
itested not till die treasures ci the trees had be^i all brought 
to the ground, and as lai^e a portion of them as could be 
<eoaKed and shaken into Fleda's basket had been cleared 
from the hulls and becitowed there. But there remained a 
vast quantity. These with a good deal of labour Mr. 
Carleton and Eleda gaithesed . into a large heap in rather « 
•Weltered pla<^ by tlu3 side of a rook, ai^ took what meas- 
ures they mi^ to conceal them. This was entirely at 
•Fleda's instance. 

" You and your maid Cynthia will hare to make a good 
many journeys. Miss Fleda, to get all these home, imtess. 
you can muster a laiver basket." 

''O ^/'f nothing,^ said Eleda. ""It wiB be aUfun. I 
dpn't care how many times we have to come. You are 
wr^ good, Mr. Carleton." 

. ^^Do yon think sol" said he. '^I wish I did. I wish 
you would make your wand rest on me, Fairy.'' 

« My wand ?" said Fleda. 

" Yes — ^you know your grandfiither says you are a fiiry 
and ciurry a wand. Whi^ does he say that for, Miss 
Fledal" 

Fleda said she supposed it was because he loved her so 
much; but the rosy smile with which she said it would 
have let her hearer, if he had needed enlightening, far more 
into the secret than she was herself. And if the simplicity 
in her &ee had not been equal to the wit, Mr. Carletcm 
would never bave ventured the look of admiration he be- 
stowed on her. He knew it was safe. Approbation she 
sttw, and it made her smile the rosier ; but the admira- 
tion was a step beyond her; Fleda could make nothing 
of it. 

They descended the mountain now with a hasty step, for 
the day was wearmg well on. At the spot where he had 
stood so long when they went up, Mr. CarleUm paused 
again for a minute. In mountain scenery every hour makes 
9'eluuogc^ llie son was lower now, the lighls and shadows 



more ^roi^y contrasted, the sky of a y^t ealmer bitie, 
oool und^lear towards the horizon. The scene said still the 
same that it had said a few hours before, with a touch more 
of sadness^ it seemed to whisper, ^^ All things have an end 
— ihy time may mot be for ever— do what thou wouldest 
do — ^ while je hav« light bdieve in the light that ye may 
be children of the light.' " 

Whether Mr. Garleton read it so or not, he stood for a 
minute motionless and went doMm the mountain looking so 
grave that Fleda did not venture to speak to him, till mey 
reached the neighbourhood of the spring. 

^' What are you . searching for. Miss Fledaf said her 
IHend. 

'She was making a b«sy <|uest here and there by the sidn 
of the little sti«am. 

^ I was looking to see if I could find a mullein lea^" said 
Fleda. 

^' A mullein leaf? what do you want it- fori'* 

^' I want it — to nmke a drinking-c«p of," said Fleda, htt 
intent bright eyes peering k«en2y about in every direction* 
^ '^ A mullein leaf ! tliat is too rough ; one oi these golden 
leaves—what are they I — ^will do better, woft't it f* 

^' That 18 tnckory," said Fleda. '' No ; the mullein leaf 
l8 the best because it holds the water so nicely. — ^Here it 

And folding up one of like largest leaves into a moat 
4rti8t*lik^ cup, she preseated it to Mr. Garleton. 

''For me, was all that troubled' said he. '^I don't do- 
serve It." 

" You wanted something, sir," said Fleda. " The water 
is very cold and nice." 

He stooped to the brigiit little stream and filled his rural 
9>blet several times. 

. ^ I never imew what it was to have a fiury for my cu]^ 
bearer bdlbre," said he. '* That was better than anything 
Bordeauic or Xeres ever sent Ibrth." 

He seemed to have swallowed his seriousness, or throw;i» 
it away with the mullein leaf. It was qinte gone. 

" This is the best spring in all grandpa's ground," sai4 
I>^lada. '' The water is as good as can be." 
- ^ lii»w 4M>me you i» be such a wood an4 water spiritl 



you must live out of doors. Do the trees ever talk to 
jou % I sometimes think they do to me." 

^' I don't know— I think /talk to thern^^ said Fleda. 

''It's the same thing," said her compam(Xi soqiling* 
" Such beautiful woods !" 

" Were you never in the country before in the &B, sirl" 

" Not here — ^in my own country often enough — ^but thtf 
woods in England, do not put on such a gay &oe, Miss 
Fleda, when they are going to be stnpped of their summer 
dress — they look sober upon it — ^the leaves wither and 
grow brown and the woods have a dull russet colour. 
Your trees are true Yankees — ^they ' n^ver say die !' " 

'' Why, are the Americans more obstinate than the En* 
glish r' said Fleda. 

'' It is difficult to compare unknown quantities," said Mr* 
Carl^ton laughing and shaking his bead. '' I see you have 
good ears for the key-note of patriotism." 

Fleda looked a little hard at him, but he did not explam ; 
and indeed they were hurrying along too much for talking ; 
leaping from stone to stone, and running down the smootli 
orchard slope. When they reached tl^ last fence, but a 
little way from the house, Fleda ^uade a resolute pause. 

" Mr. Carleton— " said she. 

. Mr. Carleton put down his basket, and lodged in some 
surprise at the hesitating anxious little £ioe that looked up 
at him. 

^ Won't you please not say anything to grandpa aboul 
my ^oing away f" 

« Why not, Fairy 1" said he kindly. 

^ Because I don't think I ought to go." 

'' But may it not be possible," said he, '' that your grand- 
&tker eaii judg^ better in the matter than you can do ?" 

" No," said Fleda, " I don't thmk he can. He would do 
anything he thought would be^most for my happiness; 
but it wouldn't be for my happiness," she said with an un- 
steady lip, — " I don't know what he would do if I went I" 

^ You think he would have no sunshine if your wand 
didn't touch him 1" said Mr. Oarleton smiling. 

** No sir," said Fleda gravely,—" I don't think that,— 
but won't you please, Mr. Carleton, not to speak about it V* 

^^But are you sure," he said, siting down on a etena 
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iiard b;^ and taking one of her hands, ''are you sure that 
you would not like to go with us 1 I wish you would 
change your mind about it. My mother will love you very 
much, and I will take the especial charge of you till we 
give you to your aunt in Paris ; — ^if the wind blows a little 
too rough I will always put myself between it and you," 
he added smiling. 

. Elecja smiled faintly, but immediately begged Mr. Carle- 
t<m '' not to say anything to put it into her grand&ther's 
head." 

'' It' must be there already, I think. Miss Fleda ; but at 
any rate you know my mother must perform her promise 
to your aunt Mrs. Bossitur ; and she would not do that 
without letting your grand&ther know how glad she would 
be to take you," 

fleda stood silent a moment, and then with a touching 
look of waiting patience in her sweet face suffered Mr. 
Carleton to help her over the fence ; and they went home. 

To Fleda's unspeakable surprise it was found to be past 
four o'clock, and Cynthy had supper ready. Mr. Ring^an 
with great cordiality invited Mr. Gsirleton to stay with them, 
but he could not ; his mother would expect him to dinner* . 

'* Where is your mother f 

''At Montepoole, sir; we have been to Niagara, and 
came this way on our return ; partly that my mother might 
fulfil the promise she made Mrs. Rossitur — to let you 
know, sir, with how much pleasure she will take charge of 
your little granddaughter and convey her to her friends in 
Paris, if you can think it best to let her go." 

" Hum ! — she is very kind," said Mr. Kinggan, with a 
look of grave and not unmoved consideration which Fleda 
did not in the least like ; — " How long will you stay at 
Montepoole, sir]" 

It might be several days, Mr. Carleton said. 

"Hum — ^You have given up this day to Fleda, Mr. 
Carleton, — suppose you take to-morrow for the game^ and 
come here and try cur country fare when you have got 
through shooting? — ^you and young Mr. Rossitur "l—^and 
I'll think over this question and let you know about it." 

Fleda was delighted to see that her friend accepted this 
invitation with apparent pleasure. 



"You win be kind enough to give my Tespeiets to yonii 
mother," Mr. Einggan went on, "and tlmnks for her kkid 
offer. I may perhaps — ^I don't know — avail myself of it. 
If anything should bring Mrs. Garleton this way we shonki 
like to see her. I am glad to see my friends," he said, 
shaking the young gentleman's hand, — "as long as I have 
a hou^e to ask 'em to !" 

"That will be for many years, I trust," said Mr. Garle- 
ton respectfiilly, struck with something in the old gentle- 
man s manner, 

"I don^t know sir!" said Mr. Bin^an, with agftin the 
d^nified look of trouble 5 — "it may not be! — ^I "vdah yoa 
good day, sir.'* 



Qiatmir. 



CHAPTBB IV. 



A' mind ttiat in ft ealm angelle mood 
^ bappy wlidom, mediUtinf good, 
IMhnMi, of ail fh>m lier Ugh powen roqvlred, 
Much dono, ind much dorignM^ aad mora d«iMd,< 

Wo 



^ T'V E had such a delidoiis day, ^ear grandpa,'*— «aid little 

X Fleda as they sat at supper; — ^'•yott can't think how 
Mad Mr. Garleton has been.'' 

« Has he 1 — ^Well deai^— rm gkd on't, — he seems a very 
Dace young man." 

"He's a smart-Iookin' feller," said Cynthy, who was 
poming out the tea. 

** And we have got the greatest quantity of nuts !" Ileda 
went on, — ^ enough for all winter. Cynthy and I win have 
t6 make ever so many journeys to fe/tck 'em all ; and they 
are splendid big ones. Don't you say anything to Mr. 
Pidenhover, Cynthy." 

''I don't desire to meddle wfth Mr. Didenhover unless 
Fve got to," said Cynthy with an expression of consider- 
able disgust. "You needn't give no cnarges to me." 

" But youHl go with me, Cynthy 1" 

"I s'lKM^ 111 have to," said Miss Gall dryly, after a short 
interval of tapping tea and helping herself to sweetmeats. 

This lady had a pervading acidity efface and temper, but 
it was no more. To take her name as standing for a Mt 
settmg forth of her diaracter would be highly injurious to a 
really respectable composition, whidi the world's n^eet 
(iSiere was no other imaginable cause) had soured a lit&e. 

Almost Fleda's first thought on coming home had been 
about Ml'. Jolly. But she knew very well, without askiiur, 
that he had not been there ; she would not toudi the sob* 
ject. 



^' I haven't had such a fine day of nutting in a great 
while, grandpa," she said again ; " and you never saw sudi 
a good hand as Mr. Carleton is at whipping the trees." 

" How came he to go with you ?" 

'^ I don't know, — ^I suppose it was to please me, in the 
first place; but I am sure he enjoyed it liimself; and he 
liked the pie and cheese, too, Cynthy." 

" Where did your cousin go ?" 

^ O he went off after the woodcock. I hope he didn't 
find any." 

" What do you think of those two young men, Fairy?'* 

" In what way, grandpa ?" 

" I mean, whidi of them do you like the best 1" 

" Mr. Carleton." 

'' But t'other one's your cousin," said Mr. Mngsan, bend- 
ing forward and examining his little granddau^ter's face 
with a curious pleased look, as he often did when expecting 
an answer from* her.* 

*' Yes,"- said Fleda, " but he isn't so much of a gentle- 
man." 

" How do you know that ?" 

^'I don't think he is," said Fleda quietly. 

" But why. Fairy f 

*' He doesn't know how to keep his word as well, grand- 
pa." 

^ Ay, ay 1 let's hear about that," said Mr. Rinnan. 

A little reluctantly, for Cyntiiia was present, Meda told 
the story of the robins, and how Mr. Carleton would not 
let the gun be fired. 

" Wa'n't your cousin a little put out by that?" 

*' They were both put out," said Fleda ; '' Mr. Carleton 
was very angry for a minute, and then Mr. Rossitur was 
angry, but I think he could have been angrier if he had 
chosen." 

Mr. Ringgan laughed, and then seemed in a sort of 
amused triumph about something. 

" Well dear !" he remarked after a while, — " you'll never 
buy wooden nutmegs, I expect." 

Fleda laughed and hoped not, and asked him why he 
said 80; But he didn't tell her. 

**Mr. Ringgan," said Cynthy, '^hadn't I better run up 



the hill after supper, and ask W^ Plumfield to come down 
and help to-morrow 1 I s'pose you'll want considerable of 
a set-oQt ; and if both them young men comes you'll want 
some more help to entertain 'em than I can give you, it's 
likely." 

"Do so— do so," said the old gentleman. "Tell her 
who I expect, and ask her if she can come and help you, 
and me too." 

" O and rn go with you, Cynthy," said Fleda. " I'U 
get aunt Miriam to come, I know.'' 

"I should think you'd be run off your legs already, 
Flidda," said Miss Cynthia; " what ails you to want to be 
going again 1" 

But this remonstrance availed nothing. Supper was hur- 
ried through, and leaving the table standing Cynthia and 
Fleda set off to " run up the hill." 

They were hardly a few steps from the gate when they 
heard the clatter of horses' hoofs behind them, and the two 
young gentlemen came riding hurriedly past, having joined 
company and taken their horses at Queechy Run. Rossi- 
tur did not seem to see his little cousin and her compan- 
ion ; but the doffed cap and low inclination of the other 
rider as they flew by called up a smile and blush of pleas- 
ure to Fleda's fiice ; and the sound of their horses' hoofs 
had died away in the distance before the light had faded 
from her che^s or she was quite at home to Cynthia's 
observations. She was possessed with the feeling, what a 
delightful thing it was to have people do thii^ in such a 
manner. 

"That was your cousin, wa'n't itf said Cynthy, when 
the spell was off. 

" No," said Fleda, " the other one was my cousin." 

" Well— I mean one of them fellers that went by. He's 
a soldier, ain't he ]" , 

" An officer," said Fleda. 

" Well, it does give a man an el^ant look to be in the 
militie, don't it? 1 should admire to have a cousin like 
that. It's dreadful becoming to have that — ^what is it 
they call it? — to let the beard grow over the mouth. I 
s'pose they can't do that without they be in the army, can 
they ?" 
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«'I don't know," said f^leda. ''I bope not I think it is 
very ugly." 

'^ Do you ? Oh ! — ^I admire it. It makes a man look so 
epry !" 

A few hundred yards from Mr. Rlnggan's gate the road 
b^an to wind up a very long heavy hill. Just at the hill's 
fbot it crossed by a nide bridge the bed of a noisy brook 
that came roaring down from the higher grounds, turning 
sundry mill and &ctory wheels in its way. About half 
way up the hill one of these was placed, belonging to a mill 
for sawing boards. The little building stood alone, no other 
in sight, with a dark baekgroundof wood rising behind it on 
the other aide of the brook ; the stream itself running 
smoothly for a small space above the mill, and leaf»ng down 
madly below, as if it disdained its bed and would dear at 
a bound every impediment in its way to the sea. When 
the mill was not going the quantity of water that found its 
way down the hUl was indeed very small, enough only to 
keep up a pleasant chattering with the stones ; but as soon 
as the stream was allowed to gather all its force and run free 
its loquacity was such that it would prevent a traveller from 
suspecting his approach to the mill, until, very near, the 
monotonous hum of its saw could be heard. This was a 
|»laee Fleda dearly loved. The wild sound of the waters^ 
and the lonely keeping of tiie scene, with the delicious smell 
of tlie new-sawn boards, and the fiiscination of seeing tho 
great logs of wood walk up to the relentless tirel^s up-and- 
down-going steel ; as the generations of men in tsm pre-' 
sent themselves to the course of those sharp events wluok 
are the teeth of Time's saw; until all of a sudden the maa» 
ter spirit, the man-regulator of this madiinery, would peiu 
form some oonjforatioa <m lever and wheel, — and at once, as 
sit the touch <^ an enchanter, the log would be still and tihe 
saw stay its work ; — ^the business of life came to a standi* 
and the romance of the little brook s^ang up again. Fleda 
never tired of it*— never. She would watch the saw play 
and stop, and go on again ; she would have her ears dinned 
with the hoarse clang of the machinery, and then listen to 
the laugh of the mill-stream ; she would see with untiring^ 
fstienee <me board after another cut and cast aside, and log* 
sueoBsd to log ; and never turned weary away from thafr 
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myMmfCfOB image of Time's doings. Eleda hsd besidesi 
without knowing it, the eje of a painter. In the lonely hsil. 
side, the odd-shaped little mill with its aooompaoiments of 
wood and water, and the great logs of timber lying about 
the ground in all directions and varieties of position, there 
was a pictaresque charm for her, where the eountry pe<^e * 
saw nothing but business and a place fit. for it. llieir hands 
grew hard where her mind was re&uiig. Where they made 
dollars and cents, she was growing rich in stores of thoughi 
afid associations of beauty. How many purposes the same 
tiling serves ! ' 

'^ That had ought to be your grandpa's mill this minute^" 
ebserved Cynthy. 

''I wish it was!" ngjhed Fleda. "< Who's got it now, 
Cynthy f ' 



^ O it's that diap Mc Gowan, I eomeet ; — he's got preltF 
ilEiuoh the hull of everything. I told Mr. Binmm I woiildn^t 
let him have it if it was me, at the time, ^ur gnuidpa'd 
be glad to get it back now, I guess." 

Fleda guessed so too: but also guessed that Miss Gall 
wus prolNibly very ^r from being possessed of tiie whole 
rationale of Uie matter. So she made her no answer. 

After reaching the brow of the hill the road continued on 
a very gentle ascent towards a little settlement half a quar- 
ter of a iniie off; passing now and then a few scatt^ed cot- 
tages or an occasional imll or turner's shop. Several mills 
and Victories, ^ith a store and a very few dwelling-houses 
were all the settlement; not enough to entitle it to the 
name of a village. Beyond diese and the mill*ponds, of 
which in the course of the road there were three or four, 
md witii a brief intervening space of cultivated fields, a 
itogie &#tn-house s^ood alone ; just upon liie borders of a 
liirge and very fair i^ieet of water from which all the 
khers had their supply. — So lai^ and fhir that nobody 
cavilled at its taking Uie style of a lake and giving its own 
pretty name of Deepwater both to the settlement and the 
Mrm that half embraced it. This farm was Seth Plum- 
field's. 

' At the garden gate Fleda quitted Cynthy and rushed 
forward to meet her aunt, whom she saw coming round the 
iNMftiei< of the house with h^r gown f^ed oap behind her, 
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from attending to .some domestic concern ambng the pfg9^ 
the cows, or the poultry. 

" O aunt Miriam," said Fleda eagerly, " we are going to 
have company to tea to-morrow — won't you come and help 
usT 

Aunt Miriam laid her hands upon Fleda's shoulders and 
looked at Cynthy. 

'^ I came up to see if you wouldn't come down to-mor* 
row. Mis' Plumfield," said that personage, with her usual 
dry business tone, always a little on the wrong side of sweet ; 
— '^ your brother has taken a notion to ask two young fellers 
from the Pool to supper, and they're grand folks I s'-pose, 
and have got to have a fuss made for 'em. I don't know 
what Mr. Rinnan was thinkin' of, or whether he thinks I 
have got anything to do or not ; but anyhow they're a 
cpmin , I s'pose, and must have somethin' to eat ; and I 
thought the best thing I could do would be to come and get 
you into the works, if I could. J should feel a little queer 
to have nobody but me to say nothin' to them at the table." 

'* Ah do come, aunt Miriam !" said Fleda ; " it will be 
twice as pleasant if you do ; and besides, we want to have 
everything very nice, you know." . 

Aunt Miriam smiled at Fleda, and inquired of Miss Gall 
what she had in the house. 

" Why I don't know. Mis' Plumfield," said the lady, 
while Fleda threw her arms round her aunt and thanked 
her, — ^*' there ain't nothin' particler — pork and beef and the 
old story. I've got some -first-rate pickles. I calculated to 
make some sort o' cake in the morning." 

" Any of those small hams left ?" 

'^ Not a bone of 'em — ^these six weeks, /don't see how 
they've gone, for my part I'd lay any wager there were 
two in the smoke-house when I took the last one out. If 
Mr. Dldenhover was a little more like a weasel I diould 
think he'd been in." 

^^ Have you cooked that roaster I sent down ?" 

'' No, Mis' Plumfield, I ha'n't—it's such a plaguy sight 
of trouble !" said Cynthy with a little apologetic giggle ;— 
^ I was keepin' it for some day when I hadn't much to 
do." 

"^ I'll take the trouble of it. I'll be down bright and 
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early in die morning, and we'll see what's best to do. 
How's your last diurning, Cynthy ?" 

" Well— I guess it's pretty middlin', Mis' Plumfield." 

'' 'Tisn't anything very remarkable, aunt Miriam," said 
Fleda shaking her head. 

" Well, well," said Mrs. Plumfield smiling, " run away 
down home now, and I'll come to-morrow, and I guess we'll 
fix it. But who is it that grandpa has asked ?" 

Fleda and Cynthy both opened at once. 

^' One of them is my cousin, aunt Miriam, that was at 
West Point, and the other is the nicest English gentleman 
you ever saw — ^you will like him very much — ^he has been 
with me getting nuts all to-day." 

"They're a smart enough couple of chaps," said Cynthia ; 
** they>look as if they lived where money was plenty." 

" Well I'll come to-morrow," repeated Mrs. Plumfield, 
" and we'll see about it. Good night, dear !" 

She took Fleda's head in both her hands and gave her a 
most affectionate kiss; and the two petitioners set off 
homewards again. 

Aunt Miriam was not at all like her brother, >in feature, 
though the moral characteristics suited the relationship 
sufficiently well. There was the expression of strong sense 
and great benevolence ; the unbending uprightness, of mind 
and body at once ; and the dignity of an essentially noble 
character, not the same as Mr. Rinnan's, but such as well 
became fais sister. She had been brought up among the 
Quakers, and though now and for many years a staunch 
Presbyterian; she still retained a tincture of the calm 
efficient gentleness of mind and manner that belongs so 
inexplicably to them. More womanly sweetness than was 
in Mr. Ringgan's blue eye a woman need not wish to have ; 
and perhaps his sister's had not so much. There was no 
want (^ it in her heart, nor in her manner, but the many 
and singular excellencies of her character were a little over- 
shadowed by super-excellent housekeeping. Not a taint of 
the littleness that sometimes grows therefrom, — ^not a. trace 
of the narrowness of mind that over-attention to such pur- 
suits is too apt to bring ; — on every important occasion 
aunt Miriam would come out free and unshackled from all 
the oobweb entanglements of housewifery \ she would have 
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toised housewifery to the winds i# need were (b«t ft never 
was, for in a new sense she always contrived to make both 
ends meet.) It was only in the unbroken everyday course 
of afiaiTs that aunt Miriam's &ce shewed any tokens of 
that incessant train of smaU cares which had never left their 
impertinent footprints upon the broad high brow of her 
brother. Mr. Rinnan had no affinity with small cares ; 
deep serious matters received Ms deep and serious consid- 
eration ; but he had as dignified a disdain of triffing annoy- 
ances or eohcemments as any great mastiff or Newfound- 
lander ever had for the yelping of a little cur. 
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CHAPTER V. 



Tone London citye was t bornei 

Of parents of grate note ; 
ytf fedre dydd a nobile anna 

Emblasou onne liya cote. 

CHAtVKfttOiC. 



IN t^ snu^est and best private room of the House at 
Montepoole a party of ladies and gentlemen were 
gathered, awaiting the return of t^e sportsmen. The room 
had been made as comfortable as any place could be in a 
house built for " the season," afler the season was past. A 
splendid fire of hickory logs was burning brilliantly and 
making amends for many deficiepcies ; the closed wooden 
shutters gave the reality if not the look of warmth, ibr 
though the days might be fine and mild the mornings and 
evenings were always very cool up there among the moun- 
tains ; and a table stood at the last point of readiness for 
having dinner served. They only waited for the lingering 
woodcock-hunters. 

It was rather an elderly party, with the exception of one 
young man whose age might match that of the absent two. 
He was walking up and down the ro6m with somewhat the 
air of having nothing to do with himself. Another gentle- 
man, much older, stood warming his back at the fire, feel- 
ing about his jaws and chin with one hand and looking at 
the dinner-table in a sort of expectant reverie. The rest, 
three ladies, sat quietly chatting. All these persons were 
extremely different from one another in individual charac- 
teristics, and all had the unmistakeable miurk of the habit of 
good society ; as difficult to locate and its easy to recognise 
as the sense of fireshnesB which some ladies have the secret 
of diffusing around themselves ; — no definable sweetness, 
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nothing in particular, but making a verj agreeable impres- 
sion. 

One of these ladies, the mother of the perambulating 
young officer, (he was a class-mate of Rossitur's) was 
extremely plain in feature, even more than ordinary. This 
plainness was not however devoid of sense, and it was 
relieved by an uncommon amount of good-nature and kind- 
ness of heart. In her son the sense deepened into acute- 
ness, and the kindness of heart retreated, it is to be hoped, 
into some hidden recess of his nature ; for it very rarely 
shewed itself in open expression. That is, to an eye keen 
in reading the natural signs of emotion ; for it cannot be 
said that his scanner had any want of amenity or polite- 
ness. 

The second lady, the wife of the gentleman on the 
hearth-rug, or rather on the i^t where the hearth-rug 
should have been, was a strong contrast to this mother and 
son ; remarkably pretty, delicate and even lovely ; with a 
black eye however that though in general soft could shew a 
mischievous sparkle upon occasion; still young, and one 
of those women who always were and always will be 
pretty and delicate at any- age. 

The third had been very handsome, and was still a very 
elegant woman, but her face had seen more of the world s 
wear and tear. It had never known placidity of expression 
beyond what the habitual command of good-breeding ! im- 
posed. She looked exactly what she was, a perfect woman 
of the world. A very good specimen, — ^for Mrs. Carleton 
had sense and cultivation and even feeling enough to play 
the part very gracefu^y ; yet her mind was bound in the 
shackles of ^ the world's " tyrannical forging and had never 
been free ; and her heart bowed submissively to the same 
authority. 

" Here they are ! Welcome home," exclaimed this lady, 
as her son and his friend at length made their appearance ; 
— "Welcome home— 'We. are all fkmishing; and I don*t 
know why in the world we wafted for you fbr I am sure 
you don't deserve it. What success ? W hat success, Mr, 
Kossitur ?'* 

" 'Faith ma'am, there^s little enough to boast of, as ihr 
as I am ooneemed. Mr. Carleton may speak for himselC^ 
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" I am very «prry, ma'am, you waited for me," said that 
gentleman. " I am a delinquent I acknowledge. The day 
came to an end before I was at all aware of it." 

" It would not do to flatter you so far as to tell you why 
we waited," said Mrs. Evelyn's soft voice. And then per- 
ceiving that the gentleman at whom she was looking gave 
her no answer she turned to the other. "How many 
woodcock, Mr. Rossiturl" 

" Nothiiig to shew, ma'am," he replied. " Didn't see a 
solitary one. I heard some partridges, but I didn't mean 
to have room in my bag for them." 

" Did you find the right ground, Kossitur?" 

" I had a confounded long tramp after it if I didn't," said 
the discomfited sportsman, who did not seem to have yet 
recovered his good humour. 

" Were you not together ?" said Mrs. Carleton. " Where 
. were you, Guy ?" 

" Following the sport another way, ma'am ; I had very 
good success too." 

" What's the total T said Mr. Evelyn. " How much 
^ game did you bag 1" 

" Really sir, I didn't count. I can only answer for a bag 
full." 

" Ladies and gentlemen !" cried Rossitur, bursting forth, 
— " What will you say when I tell you that Mr. Carleton 
deserted me and the sport in a most unceremonious man- 
. uer, and that he, — ^the cynical philosopher, the reserved 
English gentleman, the gay man of the world, — ^you are all 
. of 'era by turns, aren't you, Carleton % — he ! — has gone and * 
made a very cavaliero servante of himself to a piece of n^ 
ticity, and spent all to-day in helping a little girl pick up 
chestnuts !" 

"Mr. Carleton would be a better man if he were to 
Impend a good many more days 'in the same manner," said 
that gentleman, dryly enough. But the entrance of dinner 
put a stop to both laughter and questioning for a time, all 
of the part^ being well disposed to their meat. 

When the pickerel from the lakes, and the poultry and 
half-kept joints had had their share of attention, and a pair 
of fine wild ducks were set on the table, the tongues of the 
pftTtr found something to do besides eating. 
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" We have bad a verj satisfactory day among the Sba- 
Itiers, (jruy," said Mrs. Carleton ; " and we have arranged to 
clrive to Kenton to-morrow — I suppose you will go with 
usf 

*' With pleasure, mother, but that I am engaged to dinner 
about five or six miles in the opposite direction." 

«]Elngaged to dinner! — what with this old gentleman 
where you went last night? And you too, Mr. Bdssi- 
turr 

" I have made no promise, ma'am, but I take it I must 

go." 

" Vexatious ! Is the little girl going with us, Guy ?" 

".I don't know yet — ^I half apprehend, yes ; there seems 
to be a doubt in her grandfather's mind, not whether he 
can let her go, but whether he can keep hdr, and that looks 
Hke it." 

" Is it your little cousin who proved the successful rival 
of the woodcock to-day, Charlton V said Mrs. Evelyn, 
** What is she T 

" I don't know, ma'am, upon my word. I presume 
Carleton will tell you she is something uncommon and 
quite remarkable." 

" Is she, Mr. Carleton f 

" What, ma'am T 

" Uncommon 1" 

« Very." 

" Come ! That t> soniething, from yo»," said Bossitur's 
brother officer, Lieut. Thorn. 

^' What's the uncommonness ?" siud Mrs. Thorn, address- 
ing herself rather to Mr. Rossitur as she saw Mr. Carleton's 
averted eye ; — " Is she handsome, Mr. Rossitur 1" 

" I can't tell you, I am sure, ma'am. I saw nothing but 
a nice child enough in a Qalico frock, just such as one would 
see in any farm-house. She rushed into the room when she 
was first called to see us, from somewhere in distant regions, 
with an immense iron ladle a foot and a half long in her 
hand with which she had been performing unknown feats of 
housewifery ; and they had left her head still encircled with 
9 halo of kitchen-smoke. If as they say ' coming events oast 
their shadows before,' she was the shadow of supper." 

^' Oh Charlton, Oiaflton !" said Mrs. Evelyn, but in a tone 



^ ^erj f«ii%1e weA kughhig reproof, — ^' ibr sh&me t What 
a jMctnre f and of yoar cousin !" 

** b she a pMtty okild, Ou j V* said Mra. Gaiieton, who 
did not r^sh her son's grave face. 

^ Ko raaHtm-HBoiBetfaiag more tiian that." 

^Howoldr 

** About ten or eleven." 

" That's an ugly age." 

^ She will never be at an u^j ftge." 

•* What style of beauty ?" 

^ The highest — ^that degree of mould and finish whi<^ b^ 
lottgs only to the finest material." 

^ That is hardly the kind of beauty one would expect to 
see in such a pl^," said Mrs. Carleton. '' From one side 
af her fiimily to be sure «he has a right to it." 

" I have seen very few examples of it anywhere," said 
her son. 

" Who were her parents «" said Mrs. Evelyn. 

" Her mother was Mrs. Rossitur's sister, — ^her fiither "— 

** Amy Charlton !" exclaimed Mrs. Evelyn, — ** O I knew 
herl Was Amy (%arlton her mother? O I didn't know 
whom you were talking of. She was one of my dearest 
friends. Her daughter may well be handsome — she was 
one of the most lovely persons I ever knew; in body and 
mind both. O I loved Amy CSiarlton very mudi. I must 
«ee this child." 

" I don't know who her father was," Mrs. Carleton went 
on. 

^ O her father was Major Ringgan," said Mrs. Erelyn. 
^I never saw him, but I have heard him spoken of in veiy 
high terms. I always heard that Amy married veiy 
well." 

^*Mi^r Buiggan!" said Mrs. Thorn; — ^''his name ia 
Tery well known ; he was very distinguished." 

^ He was a * self-made man entirely," said Mrs. Evelyn, 
in a tone that conveyed a good deal more than the simple 
fiict. 

" Yes, he was a self-made man," said Mrs. Hiora, <^ hni I 
should never think of that where a man distingui^es him- 
self so much ; he was very distinguished." 

" Yes, and for more than officer-like qualities," said Mrs. 
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Evelyn. " I have heard his personal aoo(»npl]flhmeiito as a 
gentleman highly praised.^' 

"So that little Miss Ringgan's right to be a beauty may 
be considered clearly made out," said Mr. Thorn. 

" It is one of those singular cases," said Mr. Gsrleton, 
"' where purity of blood proves itself, and one has no need 
to go back to past generations to make any inquiry eon- 
cehiing it." 

'' Hear him !" cried Rossitur ; — ^^ and for the life of me I 
could see nothing of all this wonder. Her fiiee is not at all 
striking." 

" The wonder is not so mudi in what it w as in what it 
indicates," said Mr. Carleton. 

" What does it indicate 1" said his motl\,er. 

" Suppose you were to ask me to count the shades of 
colour in a rainbow," answered he. 

" Hear him !" cried Thorn again. 

" Well I hope she will go with us and we shall have a 
chance of seeing her," said Mrs. Carleton. 

" If she were onlj- a few years older it is mv belief you 
would see enough of her, ma'am," said young tlossitur. 

The haughty coldness of Mr. Garleton's look at this 
speech could not be surpassed. 

" But she has beauty of feature too, has she not ?" Mrs, 
Carleton asked again of her son. 

" Yes, in very high degree. The contour of the eye and 
brow I neter saw finer." 

'^ It is a little odd," said Mrs. Evelyn with the slightest 
touch of a piqued air, (she had some daughters at home) — 
^ that is a kind of beauty one is apt to associate with high 
breeding, and certainly you very rarely see it anywhere 
else ; and Major Ringgan, however distinguished and esti- 
mable, as I have no doubt he was, — ^And this child must 
have been brought up with no advantages, here in the 
country." 

''My dear madam," said Mr. Carleton smiling a little, 
" this high breeding is a very fine thing, but it can neither 
be given nor bequeathed ; and we cannot entail it." 

" But it can be'taught, can't it ?" 
' '' If it could be taught it is to be hoped it would be 
oftener learned," said the young man dryly. 



'' But what do we mean, then, when we talk of the hi(^ 
breeding of certain classes — and families 1 and why are we 
not disappointed when we look to find it in connection with 
certain names and positions in society T 

*' I do not know," said Mr. Carleton. 

" You don't mean to say, I suppose, Mr. Carleton," said 
Thorn bridling a little, '^ that it is a thing independmt of 
circumstances, and that there is no value in blood 1" 

"Very nearly — answering the question as you under- 
stand it." 

" May I ask how you understand it 1" 

" As you do, shr." 

" Is there no high breeding then in the world 1" asked 
good-natured Mrs. Thorn, who could be touched on this 
point of family.' 

" There is very little of it. What is commonly current 
under the name is merely counterfeit notes which pass from 
hand to hand of those who are bankrupt in the article." 

" And to what serve then," said Mrs. Evelyn colourii^r, 
V the long lists of good old names which even you, Mr. 
Carleton, 1 know, do not disdain ?" 

" To endorse the counterfeit notes," said Mr. Carleton 
smiling. 

" Guy you are absurd !" said his mother. " I will not 
sit at the table and listen to you if you talk such stuff. 
What do you mean 1" 

" I beg your pardon, mother, you have* misunderstood 
me^" said he seriously. " Mind, I have been talking, not 
of ordinary conformity to what the world requires, but of 
that fine perfection of mental and moral constitution which 
in its own natural necessary acting leaves nothing to be 
desired, in every occasion or circumstance of life. It is the 
pure gold, and it knows no tarnish ; it is the true coin, and 
it gives what it proffers to give ; it is the living plant ever- 
blossoming, and not the cut and art-arranged flowers. It 
18 a thing of the mind altogether ; and where nature has not 
curiously prepared the soil it is in vain to try to make it 
grow. Tim is nof very often met with 1" 

*'No indeed" said Mrs. Carleton; — "but you are so 
iastidioosly nice in all your notions ! — at this rate nothing 
will ever satisfy you." 



" I doii't think it is so very rnicomraoo," said Mfs. Thorn. 
^ It seem* to nie one sees as much of it as can be expected^ 
Mr. Carleton." 

Mr. Carleton pared his apple with an engrossed air. 

" O no, Mrs. Thorn," said Mrs. Evelyn, " I don't agree 
with you — ^I don't think you often see sndl a oorahinatlon 
as Mr. Carleton has been speaking of — ^very rarely ! — but, 
Mr. Carleton, don't you think it is generaUy fbund in that 
cliass of society where the habits of life are constantly the 
most polished and refined 1" . 

" Possibly," answered he, diving into the core of his 
apple. 

'^ No, but tell me ; — I want to know what you tWnk.'* 

*' Cultivation and refinement have taught people to reoog* 
nise and analyze and imitate it ; the oounterieits are most 
eurrent in that society, — ^but as to the reality I don't know 
•^t is nature's work and she is a little freaky about it." 

" But Guy !" said his mother impatiently ; — " this is not 
sdlilDg but giving away one's birthright. Where is the 
advantage of birth if breeding is not supposed to go along 
vnth it. Where the parents have had mtelligence and re- 
ft^ment do we not constantly see them inherited by the 
children ? and in an increasing degree from generation to 
generation ?" 

** Very extraordinary !" said Mrs. Thorn. 

'^ I do not undervalue the blessings of Inhaiitance, ftiother, 
believe me, nor deny the general dootrine ; though intel- 
R^noe does not always descend, and mannen die out, and 
1»at invaluable legacy, a name, may be thrown away. But 
this delicate thing we are speaking of is not intelligence m>r 
fefinement, but comes rather from a happy eomlABaitioii of 
qualities, together with a peculiarly fine nervous constitii' 
tion ; — ^the essence of it may consist with an omission, even 
with an awkwardness, and with a sad ignoraaoe of conven- 
tionalities." 

*^ But even if that be so, do you think it can ever reaoh 
its ftdl development but in the drcumstances that ave 
fitvourable to it ?" said Mrs. Evelyn. 

*^ Probably not ofben ; the diamond in some instances 
Ipants the graver ; — ^but it is the diamond. Nature seema 
now and then to have taken a princess's child and droppei 



\k ill ^me odd ooraer of the kingdom, wkile ohe hM l^ft thi 
Clown in the palace." 

" From all which I understand,'^ said Mr. Thorn, ^ that 
this little cbf^stnut girl is a princess in disguise." 

" Really, Carleton !" — Rossitur h^;an. 

Mrs. Evelyn leaned back in her chair and quietly eating 
a piece of apple eyed Mr. Carleton with a look half amused 
and half dLsoontented, and behixid all that, keenly att^* 
tive. 

'' Take for eii^unple those two miniatures you were look^ 
ing at last uight, Mrs. Evelyn," the young n^an went on ; 
— ^* Louis XVI. and Marie Antoinette — what would you 
have more i^nrefined, more heavy, more imknaly than the 
lace of that destcendant of a line of kingi; V* 

JVJtrs. Evelyn bo^ed her head aoquieadogly and eeemed 
tp ^joy her apple. 

'^ BJs had a pretty bad lot of an inheritwace s^fe enougfay 
take it all together," said Rossitur. 

^'Well," said Ihorn, — ^''is this little stray prinoeas as 
well-looking as t'other miniature *?" 

"Qettei?, in soipae respects," said Mr, Carleton oooUy. 

" Better !" cried Mrs. Carleton-. 
, ^ Not in the balliaacy of her beauty, l^ut lo 9pme of its 
characteristics ; — better in its promise." 

^Make yourself intelligible, for the sake of my nerves, 
C^fiy," Bai4 bis mother. '' Better looking than Marie An- 
ti;a9«t^tel" 

^^My unhappy cpnain is 9aid to be a fairy, ma'am," said 
ytXf^ Bosftl^^r 'i ^^aad I presume all this may be referred to 
enchantment." 

''71^ fi^ of Mane Antoinette's," said Mr. Carleton 
fl)n^ji^9 " i? an undisdplined one — uneducated." • 

" Uneducated !" exclaimed Mrs. Carleton. 

'^Dcin't ogijstake me, mother, — I do not mean that it 
oihows any iifrant of reding or writing, but it does indioate 
an untrained character — a mind unprepared for the exigenelea 
ofPe;' 

'^ She met those exigencies indifferent well too," observed 
)frr Thoim. 

<' ^y.^l^ut prid^ and the dignity oi rank, and undoubtadlf' 
|Qn»a 9i the ^«r qualities of a woman's nature, might au^ 



iioe for that, and yet leave her utterly unfitted to play wiaelj 
and gracefully a part in ordinary life.'' 

^ Well, she had no such part to play," said Mrs. Garleton. 

'^ Certainly, mother — ^but I am comparing fiiees." 

« Well— the other face T 

^ It has the same style of refined beauty of feature, biil-^ 
to compare them in a word, Marie Antoinette looks to me 
like a superb exotic that has come to its brilliant perfection 
of bloom in a hothouse — ^it would lose its beauty in the 
strong free air — ^it would change and droop if it lacked 
careful waiting upon and constant artificial excitement ;— * 
the other," said Mr Carleton musingly, — ^" is a flower of the 
woods, raising its head above frost and snow and the rugged 
soil where fortune has placed it, with an air of quiet patient 
endurance; — a storm wind may bring, it to the ground, 
easily, — ^but if its gentle nature be not broken, it will look 
up again, unchanged, and bide its time in unrequited beauty 
and sweetness to the end." 

"The exotic for me !" cried Bossttur, — "if I only had a 
place for her. I don't like pale eleganmes." 

" Fd make a piece of poetry of that if I was you, Carleton,*' 
said Mr. Thorn. 

" Mr. Carleton has done that already," said Mrs. Evelyn 
smoothly. 

" I never heard you talk so before, Guy," said his mother 
looking at him. His eyes had grown dark with intensfty 
of expression while he was specking, gazing at vinonarj 
flowers or beauties through the dinner-table mahogany. 
He looked up and laughed as she addressed him, and rising 
turned off lightly with his usual air. 

" I congratulate you, Mrs. Carleton," Mrs. Evelyn whia- 
pered as they went from the table, " iJiat this little beautj 
is not a few years older." 

"Why?" said Mrs. Carleton. "If she is all that Guy 
says. I would give anything in the world to see bim mar- 
ried." 

"Time enough," said Mrs. Evelyn with a knowing 
smile. 

" I don't know," said Mrs. Carleton, — " I think he would 
be happier. He is a restless spirit — nothing -satisfies him 
— nodung fixea him. He cannot rest at home — he abhors 
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poHticfl — he flits awsj from country to country and doen't 
remain long anywhere." 

" And you with him." 

'' And I with him. I should like to see if a wife conld 
not persuade him to stay at home." 

^1 guess you have petted him too much," said Mrs. 
Evelyn slyly. 

" I cannot have petted him too much, for he has never 
disappointed me." 

*' No-— of course not ; but it seems you find it difficult 
to lead him." 

"• No one ever succeeded in doing that," sud Mrs. Garl^ 
ton, with a smile that was anything but an ungratified one. 
^ He never wanted driving, and to lead him is impossible, 
Tou may try it, and while you think you are going to gain 
your end, if he thinks it worth while, you will suddenly find 
that he is leading you. It is so with everybody — ^In some 
inexplicable way." 

' Mrs. Evelyn thought the mystery was very easUy ex- 
plicable as far as the mother was concerned ; and changed 
m cohversadon. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



To them life was a Bimfde art 

Of duties to be done, 
A game where each man took his part, 

A raee where all most nm ; 
A battle whose great scheme and acopv 

They little cared to know, 
Oontent, as men-at-arms, to cope 

Sa^ witk Us fronting fo«. 



ON 80 great and uncommon an occasion as Mr. Btnggaii's 
giving a dinner-party the disused flont parlour was 
opened and set in onto ; the women^folks, as he called theflti 
wanting the whole back part of the house for tiieir opesi^ 
tions. So when the visiters arrived, in good time, they 
were ushered into a large square bare-looking room-— a 
strong contrast even to their dining-room at the Pool — 
which gave them nothing of the wdfcome of the pleasant 
fiirm-house kitchen, and where nothing of the comfort of 
the kitchen found its way but a very strong smell of roast 
pig. There was the cheerless air of a place where ik^ 
Ix^y lives, or thinks of living. The very diairs looked as 
if they had made up their minds to be forsaken for a term of 
months ; it was impossible to imagine that a cheerful sap- 
per had ever been laid upon the stiff cold-looking table tiiat 
stood with its leaves down so primly against the wall. All 
that a blazing fire could do to make amends for deficienciefl) 
it did ; but the wintry wind that swept round the house 
shook the paper window-shades in a remorseless way ; and 
the utmost efforts of said fire could not prevent it from 
coming in and giving disagreeable impertinent whispers at 
liie ears of everybody. 

Mr. Ringgan's welcome however, was and would haT^a 
been the same thing sBy where - -genia], tmik^md digDifal; 
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Qf^^ttier lie nor it could be changed by jpuxnimstai^oe^. Vfx. 
C^rleton admired anew, as he came forward, the fine pres- 
ence and noble look of his old host ; a look that it was 
E}ain had never needed to seek the ground ; a brow that in 
krge or small things had never been crossed by a shadow 
of shame. And to a discerning eye the face was not a 
surer index of a lofly than of a peaceful and pure mind \ 
too peace-loving and pure perhaps for the best good of his 
afiairs In the conflict with a selfish and unscrupmous world. 
At least now, in the time of his old age and infirmity ; in 
former days his straightforward wisdom backed by an in- 
domitable courage and strength had made Mr. Ringgan no 
sa^ subject for either braving or overreaching. 

Fleda's keen-sighted affection was heartily gratified by thi^ 
manner in which her grandfather was greeted by at least 
one of his guests, and that the one about whose opinion she 
cared the most. Mr. Carleton seemed as little sensible of 
the cold room as Mr. Binggan himself. Fleda felt sure that 
her grandfather was appreciated ; and she would have sat 
delightedly listening to what the one and the other were 
presently saying, if she had not taken notice that her cousin 
looked astray. He was eveing the fire with a profound air 
an4 she fancied he thought it poor amusement. Little as 
Fleda in secret really cared about that, with an instant sac- 
rifiee of her own pleasure she quietly changed her pdbition 
for one from which she could more readily bring to bear 
upon Mr. Bossitur^s distraction the very light artillery of 
her conversation ; and attacked him on the subject of the 
game he had brought home. Her motive and her manner 
both must have been lost upon the young gentleman. He 
forthwith set about amusing himself in a way his little en- 
tertainer had not counted upon, namely, with giving a chase 
to her wits ; partly to pass away the time, and partly tp 
gratify his curiosity, as he said, " to see wh^t Fleda was 
made of." By a curious system of involved, startling, or 
absurd questions, he endeavoured to puzzle or confound or 
entrap her. Fleda however steadily presented a grave fropt 
to the enemy, and would every now and then surprise him 
with an unexpected turn or clever doubling, and soQietimes 
when he thought he had her in a comer, jump over the feiice 
and laa^ at >im frozj^ the other ^de. Mr- 9t»^1^i'^* f^ 



speot for his little adversary gradually increased, mid find* 
ing that she had rather the best of the game he at last gave 
it up, just as Mr. Ringgan was asking Mr. Garleton if he 
was a judge of stock ? Mr. Carleton saying with a stnile 
'^ No, but he hoped Mr. Ringgan would grve him his first 
lesson,*' — ^the old gentleman immediately arose with that 
alacrity of manner he always wore when he had a visiter 
that pleased him, and taking his hat and cane led the 
way out ; choosing, with a man's true carelessness of house- 
wiiery etiquette, the kitchen route, of all oth«^. Not even 
admonished by the sight of the bright Dutch oven before 
the fire that he was introducing his visiters somewhat too 
early to the pig, he led the whole party through, Cynthia 
scuttling away in haste across the kitchen with something 
that must not be seen, while aunt Miriam looked out at the 
company through the crack of the pantry door^ at which 
fleda ventured a sly glance of intelligence. 

It was a fine though a windy and cold afternoon ; the 
lights and shadows were driving across the broad upland 
and meadows. 

"This is a fine arable country," remarked Mr. Qtrleton. 

" O&pital, sir, — capital, fi)r many miles round, if we were 
not so far from a market. I was one of the first that broke 
ground in this township,— one of the very first settlers — 
rve seen the rough and the smooth of it, amd I never had 
but one mind about it from the first. All this — ^as far as 
you can see — I cleared myself; most of it with my own 
hand." 

"That recollection must attach you strongly to the place, 
I should think, sir." 

*' Hum — ^perhaps I cared too much for it," he replied, 
" for it is taken away from me. Well — ^it don't matter 
now." 

•* It is not yours ?" 

" No sir ! — ^Lt VHU mine, a great many years ; but I was 
obliged to part with it, two years ago, to a scoundrel of s 
fellow — McGrowan up here — he got an advantage over me. 
I can't take care of myself any more as I used to do, and 
I don't find that other people deal by me just as I could 
wisfc^" 

He was sileDt £» a moment and tlwn went <»,«— . 



^ Yes sir ! vhen I first set myself down here, or -a little 
further that way my first house was, — a pretty rough liouse 
toe, — ^there wa'n't two settlers beside within somewinglike 
ten miles round. — ^IVe seen the whole of it cleared, from 
the cutting of the first forest trees till this day.'** 
. *' You have seen the nation itself spring up within that 
time," remarked his guest. 

'^ Not exactly— that question of our nationality was set- 
tled a little before I came here. I was bom rather too late 
to see the whole of that play — ^I saw the best of it l^ough 
— ^boys were men in those days. My &ther was in the 
thick of it from beginning to end." 

** In the army, was he V* 

'^ Ho yes, sir ! he and every child he had that wasn't a 
girl — ^there wasn't a man of the name that wa'n't on the 
right side. I was in the army myself when I was fifteen. 
I was nothing but a fifer — ^but I tell you sir ! there wasn't a 
general officer in the country that played his part with a 
prouder heart than I did mine !" 

" And was that the general spirit of the ranks 1" 

'^ Not altogether," replied the old gentleman, passing his 
hand several times abstractedly over his white hair, a 
favourite gesture with him, — " not exactly that — ^there was 
a good deal of mixture of different materials, especially in 
this state ; and where the feeling wasn't pretty strong it 
was no wonder if it got tired out ; but the real stuff, the 
true Yankee blood, was pretty firm ! Ay, and some of the 
rest ! There was a good deal to try men in those days. 
Sir, I have seen many a time when I had nothing to dine 
upon but my fife, and it was more than that could do to 
keep me from feeling very empty !" 

^' But was this a common case? did this happen often?" 
said Mr. Carleton. 

" Pretty often — ^pretty often, sometimes," answered the 
old gentleman. "Things were very much out of order, 
you see, and in some parts of the country it was almost 
impossible to get the supplies the men needed. Nothing 
would have kept them together, — ^nothing under heaven — ' 
but the love and confidence they had in one name. Their 
love of right and independence wouldn't have been etroitt 
enough, and besides a good many <Mf th&m got dishearteima. 



A bungiy stoznaoh is a pretty stout arguer afaniat abstract 
questions. I have seen my father crying like a child fo^ 
the wants and sufferings he was obliged to see and couldn't 
relieve," 

"And then you used to relieve yourselves, grandpa," 
said Fleda. 

" How was that, Fairy T 

Fleda looked at her grandfather, who gave a little pre- 
paratory laugh and passed his hand over his^head again. 

"Why yes," said he, — "we used to think the tones, 
King George's men you know, were &ir gmne ; and when 
we happened to be in the neighbourhood of some of them 
that we knew were giving all the help they could to the 
enemy, we used to let them cook our dinners for us once in 
a while." 

" How did you manage that sirl" 

" Why, they used to have little bake-ovens to cook theif 
meats and so on, standing some way out from the house,-* 
did you never see one of them 1 — raised on four little heaps 
of stone ; the bottom of the oven is one large flat stone, 
and the arch built over it; — ^they look like a great bee- 
hive. Well — we used to watch till we saw the good 
woman of the house get her oven cleverly heated, and put 
in her batch of bread, or her meat pie, or her pumpkin and 
apple pies! — ^whichever it was — ^tnere didn't any of 'em 
come much amiss — and when we guessed they were pretty 
nigh done, three or four of us would creep in and whip off 
the whole— oven and all! — to a safe place. I tell you," 
said he with a knowing nod of his h^ at the laughing 
Fleda,*-*'' those were first-rate pies !" 

" And then did you put the oven back agam afterwards, 
grandpa ?" 

" I euess not often, dear !" replied the old gentleman. 

" What do you think of such lawless proceedings. Miss 
Fleda 1" said Mr. Garleton, laughing at or with her. 

" O I like it," said Fleda. " You liked those pies all the 
better, didn't you, grandpa, because you had got them from' 
the tones *?" 

"That we did! }£ we hadn't got them maybe Kintf 
Georip's men would, in some s&pe. But we wereii^ 
4wi|jw SQ In^kj 9^ la gut Mdof a^ovstML Iidmem^ 



httrcni time flwviiwl of nskftd been out on ft fonigiag exp*- 
4kioQ~r-T— 4hm«, «y, ivliat do you think of that finr a two 
ftodfthftlfyeftroldr 

TbBy liad oome up with the chief fkyourite of Ids Imuh^ 
yard, & fine deep-ooloured Devon bulL 

^ I dcm't know what one mi^t see in Devonshire," he 
remaHced presently, ^but I know HUt county can't shew 
the like of him r 

A diseowioiL followed of the yaiious beauties aad exoek- 
kneies of the aoiHial ; a diseussion in wbidi Mr. Oarieton 
eerteialy took little part, while Mr. Bingggan deacaiited 
sntkitnastically upon ^hide' and 'brisket' and 'bone,' and 
Rossitar stood in an abstraction, it might be soorafiil, it 
might be maaed. Little Fleda quietly listening and look- 
ing at the beautiful creature, which from being such a trea* 
•lire to her grandfatiier was in a sort one to her, more than 
hatf understood them all ; but Mr. Bin^;an was too well 
aatislied with llie attention of one of his guests to miss that 
of the other. 

" That fellow don't look as if he had ever known short 
commons," was Roasitur's single remark as they turned 
away. 

'^ You did not give ub the result of your foraging expedi- 
tion, sir," said Mr. Carleton in a diflforent manner. 

'' Do, granipa," said Fleda softly. 

^ Ha U—Ok it is not worth telling," said the old gende- 
man, looking gratified ; — ^' Fleda has heard my stories till 
she knows them by heart — she eould tdl it as well herself. 
What was M — about the pig 1 — We had been out, several 
of as, one afternoon to try to get up a supper*— or a diansTi 
fair we fasd had none--*and we had cauglit a pig. It hap- 
pened that I was the only one of the party that had a cloak, 
and so the pic was given to me to cany home, because I 
coold hide it the best. Well sir ! — ^we were coming home, 
and had set our mouths for a prime 8U|^)er, wlwn just as 
we were within a flew rods of our shanty who should come 
along but our captain! My heart sank as it never has 
d<»ie at the thought of a supper before or since, I believe t 
I held my doak together as well as I could, and kept my- 
aislf bask |iiililie,«o t^ i£ the pig sbOTSsd * doven foot 
behind me, the contain might not seb it But I idmoM 
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gare up dl finr lost when I saw the captain going into the 
hut ^th us. There was a kmd of a rude bedstead standU 
ing there ; and I set myself down upon the side of it, and 
gently worked and eased my pig off under my doak till I 
got him to roll down behind the bed. I knew," said Mr. 
Rinnan laughing, ^^I knew by the captain's eye as well as 
I knew anything, J^hat he smelt a rat; but he kept our 
counsel, as well as his own ; and when he was gone we 
took the pig out into the woods behind the shimty and 
roasted him findy, and we sent and asked Gapt. Sears to 
supper; and he came and helped us eat the pig with a 
great deal of appetite, and never asked no questions how 
we came by him !" 

^^I wcmder your stout-heartedness did not fail, in the 
course of so long a time," said Mr. Qarleton. 

"" Never sir !" said the old gentleman. "^ I never doubted 
for a moment what the end would be. My &tlier never 
doubted for a momoit. We trusted in God and in Wash* 
ington!" 

*^ Did you see actual service yourself 1" 

^^ No sir — ^I never did. I wish- 1 had. I should like to 
have had the honour of striking one blow at the rasoais* 
However they were hit pretty welL I ou^t to be con^ 
tented. My fiither saw enough of fighting—^ was colonel 
of a regiment— he was at the aflbir of Buigoyne. 7%at 
gave us a lift in good time. What rejoicing there was 
everywhere when that news came ! I could have fifed all 
day upon an empty stomach and felt satisfied. People 
zeckcmed everywhere that the matter was settled when that 
great piece of good fortune was given us. And so it wasl 
-— wa'n't it, dear 1" said the old gentleman, with one of those 
Ibnd, pleased, sympathetic lookis to Heda with which he 
often brought up what he was saying. 

^ General Gates commanded there 1" said Mr. Gaileton. 

^ Yes sir — Gates was a poor stick — ^I never thought much 
of him. That fellow Arnold distinguished himself in the 
actions before Bui|;oyne's surrender. He fought like a 
brave man. It seems strance that so mean a scamp should 
have had so mudi blood in him 1" 

** Why, are great fighters generally good men, grandpa 1** 
•aidFleda. 
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• ^Not eacaotly, dear!" replied her gnmd&ther; — ^'but 
suoh little-minded rascality is not just the vice one wonld 
expect to find in a gallant soldier." 

''Those were times that made men," said Mr. Carletonf 
musingly. 

"Yes," answered the old gentleman gravely, — ^*'they 
were times that called for men, and God raised them up. 
But Washington was the soul of the country, sir!" 

" Well, the time made him," said Mr. Carleton. 

" I b^ your pardon," said the old gentleman with a very 
decided little turn of his head, — ^'^ 1 think he made the time. 
I don't know what it would have been, sir, or what it would 
have come to, but for him, After all, it is rather that the 
things which try people shew what is in them ; — ^I hope 
there are men enough in the country yet, though they 
haven't as good a chance to shew what they are." 

'^ £ither way," said his guest smiling ; " it is a happiness, 
Mr. Ringgan, to have lived at a time when there was some- 
thing worth living for." 

"Well — I don't know — " said the old gentleman; — 
"those times would make the prettiest figure in a story or 
ft ro'manoe, 1 suppose ; but I've tried both, and on the whole," 
said he with another of his looks at Fleda, — " I think I like 
these times the best !" 

Fleda smiled her acquiescence. His guest could not help 
tanking to himself that however pacific might be Mr. 
Ringgan's temper, no man in those days that tried men 
eould have brought to the issue more stern inflexibility and 
gallant fortitude of bearing. His frame bore evidence of 
great personal strength, and his eye, with all its mildness, 
had an unflinching dignity that cofdd never have quailed be* 
fbre danger or duty. And now, while he was recalling 
with great animation and pleasure the scenes of his more 
active life, and his blue eye was shining with the fire of other 
days, his manner had the self-possession and quiet sedate- 
ness of triumph that bespeak a man always more ready to 
do 'than to say. Perhaps the contemplation of the noble 
Roman-like old figure before him did not tend to lessen the 
feeling, even the sigh of regret, with whidi the young man 
said, 

" There was something then for a man to do I" 



«(Ther9 it always that," said the old gentkonaii quktiv. 
^ Grod has given every man his work to do ; and 'tain't dioSh 
Gult for him to find out what. No man is put here to be 
idle." 

*' But," said his companion, with a look in whioh not a 
little haughty reserve was mii^led with a desire to ^peak 
out his thoughts, '^ half the world are busy about hum-drum 
concerns and the other half doing nothing, or worse." 

^' I don't know about that," said Mr. Kinggan ; — ^^ that 
d^ends upon the way you take things. 'Tain't always the 
men that make the most noise that are the most good ia 
the workL Hum-drum a£&irs needn't be hum-drum in die 
4ou)g of 'em. It is my maxim," said the old gentleman 
looking at his companion with a singularly open pleasanl 
smile, — '* that a man may be great about a'most anything 
— chopping wood, if he happens to be in that line. I used 
to go upon that plan, sir. Whatever I have set nay hai|d 
to do, I have done it as well as I knew how to ; and if yon 
follow that rule out youll not be idle, nor hum-dram 
neither. Many's the time that I have mowed what would 
be a day's work for another man, before break&st." 

Bossitur's smile was not meant to be seen. But Mr, 
Ckrlet^n's, to the credit of his politeness and his under-* 
standing both, was frank as the old gentleman's own, as he 
answered with a good-humoured shake of his head, 

"• I can readily believe it, sir, and honour both your maxim 
and your practice. But I am not exactly in that line." 

^ Why don't you try the army ?" said Mr. Binggan with 
a look of interest. 

"' There is not a cause worth fighting for," said the young 
man, hb brow changing again. ^^ It is only to add weight 
to the oppressor's hand, or throw away life in the vain en- 
deavour to avert it. I will do neither." 

^ But all the world is open before such a young man as 
you," said Mr. Ringgan. 

^ A large world," said Mr. Garleton with his former mix- 
tore of expression, — ^^ but there isn't much in it." 

«' Politics 1" said Mr. Rinnan. 

^ It is to lose oneself in a 8eething*pot, where the scum ia 
the most apparent thing." 

''But there it society 1" said Roasitar. 



**Notyii^ belter ot more noble thim the sueoesaran of 
aoles tJbafc flit tkpougb a sunbeam into obliTion." 

*' Well, why not then sit down quietly on one's eetstea 
and enjoy them, one who has enongh V* 

^' And be a worm in the heart of aa apple.'' 

^ Well thes,"^ said Bossitisr laughing, though not know- 
ing eacaetly how fiir he might venturo, " there is nothing 
leK^ ibr yoiii, as I don't suppose you would take to any of 
the kamed professions, but to strike out some new path for 
yourself — ^hlt upon some grand invention for benefitmg th« 
human raee and distinguishing your own name at onoe." 

But whije he s^oke his eompanion's face had gone back 
t» itB usual look of imperturbable coolness ; the dark eye 
was even haughtily unmoved, till it met Fleda's inquir- 
ing and somewhat anxious glance. He smiled. 

^^ The nearest aj^fuioaoh I ever made to that," said he, 
'^ was when I went chestnuting the other day. Can't yoit 
find some more work for me, Fairy ?" 

Tidying Fleda's hand with his wonted graceful lightness 
of manner he walked on witi^ her, leaving the other two to 
fellow together. 

^ You would like to know, perhaps," observed Mr. Bos* 
sitvr in rather a low tone, — ^^that Mr. Carleton is an 
Englishman." 

""Ay, ay?" said Mr.«Ringgan. ''An Eaglishmaa, is 
hii ?--Well sir,— what is it that I would like to know?" 

^ TAo^" said Bossatur. "^ I would have told you befbf« 
tf i could. I supposed you mi§^t not choose to speak 
quite so freely, perhaps, on American affiurs before him.'' 

^ I haven't two ways of speaking, sir, on anything," said 
the old gentleman a little dryly. -^^ Is your friend very ten* 
der on that chapter ?" 

'' O'not that I know of at all," said Bossttur; ^ but you 
blow ^ere is a great deal of feeling still among the En- 
glish about it — ^they have never foigiven us heartily fei 
whipping them ; and I know Carletesi is related to the no* 
bility and all that, you know ; so I diought — ^ 

^ Ah weli !" said the old gentleman, — '' we don't know 
much about nobility and sudi ghneradca in this country. 
I'm not much of a courtier. I am pretty much aocnstomed 
to spe» . my mind as I think it.— He's wealthy, i suppose V^ 
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''He's more than that, sir. Enormous estates! He's 
the finest fellow in the world — one of the first young mea 
in England." 

''You have been there yourself and know]'' said Mr. 
Binggan, glancing at his companion. 

"If I have not, sir, others have told me that do." muz 

" Ah well," said, Mr. Binggan placidly, — " we shaVt 
quarrel, I guess. What did he come out here for, eh ?" 

" Only to amuse himself. They are going back again in 
a few weeks, and I intend accompanying them to join mv 
mother in Paris. Will my little cousin be of the party? 
■ They were sauntering along towards the house. A loud 
calling of her name tiie minute before had summoned 
Fleda thither at the top of her speed ; and Mr. Garleton 
turned to repeat the same question. 

The old gentleman stopped, and striking his stick two or 
three times against the ground looked sorrowfully unda- 
termined. 

" Well, I don't know !— " he said at last,—" It's a pr^tv 
hard matter — she'd break her heart about it, I suppose,— ' 

" I d^re urge nothing, sir," said Mr. Carleton. " I will 
<Hi1y assure you that if you entrust your treasure to us sftie 
shall be cherished as you would wish, till we place her in 
the hands of her aunt." 

"I know that, su", — ^I do not doubt it," said Mr. Biomii, 
" but — ^I'll tell you by and by what I conclude upon/' he 
said with evident relief of manner as Fleda came bounding 
back to them. " Mr. Bossitur, have you made your peace 
with Fleda r 

" I was not aware that I had any to make, sir," replied 
the young gentleman. " I will do it with pleasure ii my 
little cousin will tell me how. But she looks as if she 
needed enlightening as much as myself." 

" She has something against you, I can tell you," said the 
old gentleman^ looking amused, and spealiing as if Fleda 
were a curious little piece of human mechanism which ooold 
hear its performances talked of with all the insensibility of 
any oth«r toy. " She gives it as her judgment that Mr. 
GBurletoQ is the most of a gentleman, because he keepe faM 
promise," 

"Oh grandpa !"-* 



Poor Fleda's cheek was hot with a distressftd blush. 
Bossitur coloured with anger. Mr. Garleton's smile had a 
very different expression. 

*' If Y\ei& will have the goodness to recollect,^ said Boa- 
situr, *' I cannot be charged with breaking a promise for I 
made none." 

"But Mr. Carleton did," saidMeda. 

^^ She is right, Mr. Bossitur, she is right," said that gen- 
tleman ; " a &llacy might as well elude Ithuriel's spear as 
the sense of a pure spirit — ^there is no need of written 
codes. Make your apologies, man, and confess yourself in 
the wrong." 

" Pho, pho," said the old gentleman, — ^" she don't take it 
very much to heart. I guess /ought to be the one to make 
the apologies," he added, looking at Fleda'd face. 

But Fleda commanded herself with difficulty, and an- 
nounced that dinner was ready. 

" Mr. Bossitur tells me, Mr. Carleton, you are an En- 
glishman," said his host. " I have some notion of that's pass- 
ing through my head before, but somehow I had entirely 
lost sight of it when I was speaking so freely to you a little 
while ago—about our national quarrel — I know some of 
your countrymen owe us a grudge yet." 

'^ Not I, I assure you," said the young Englishman. '* 1 
am ashamed of them for it. I congratulate you on being 
Washington's countryman and a sharer in his grand strug- 
gle for the right against the wrong." 

Mr. Binggan shook his guest's hand, looking very much 
pleased ; and having by this time arrived Ut the house the 
young gentlemen were formally introduced at once to the 
kitchen, their dinner, and aunt Miriam. 

It is not too much to say that the entertainment gave 
perfect satisfaction to everybody — ^better &te than attends 
most entertainments. Even Mr. Bossitur's ruffled spirit 
felt the soothing influence of good cheer, to which he hap- 
pened to be peculiarly sensible, and came back to its aver- 
age condition of amenity. 

Doubtless that was a most informal table, spread accord- 
ing to no rules that for many generations at least have been- 
known in the refined world ; an anomaly in the eyes of 
certainly one of the company. Yet the board had a char* 
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JU5tfer 6t\^ own, very fiir removed from vulgarity, and aoit- 
ing remarkably well with the condition and demeanour Of 
those who presided over it — a comfortable, well-to-do, «ib- 
dtantileil look, that could afford to dispense with minor 
graces; a self-respect that was not afraid of criticism. 
Aunt Miriam's successful efforts deserve to be celebrated. 

In the middle of liie table the polished amber of the 
pfg's arched back elevated itself, — a striking object,^-~but 
worthy of the place he filled, as the honours paid him by 
everybody abundantly testified. Aunt Miriam had sent 
down a basket of her own bread, made out of the new 
flour, brown and white,. both as sweet and fine as it is pos- 
sible for bread to be ; the piled-up slices were really beau- 
tiful. The superb butter had come from aunt Miriam^s 
dairy too, for on such an occasion she would not trust to 
the very doubtful <BXcellence of Miss Cynthia's doings. 
Every spare place on the table was filled with dishes of 
potatoes and pickles and sweetmeats, that fefb nothing to 
be desired in their respective kinds ; the cake was a d^- 
cious presentment of the finest of material ; and the pies, 
pumpkin pies, such as only aunt Miriam could make, rich 
compounds of everything &i</ pumpkin with enough of that 
to give them a name — Fleda smiled to think how pleased 
aunt Miriam must secretly be to see the homage paid her 
through them. And most happily Mrs. Plumfield had dis- 
covered that the last tea Mr. Ringgan had brought from 
the little Queechy store was not very good, and there was 
no time to send up on *Hhe hilP' for more, so she made 
coffee. Verily it was not Mocha, but the thick yellow 
cream with which the cups were filled really made up the 
difference. The most curious palate found no want. 

Everybody was in a high state of satisfaction, even to 
Miss Cynthia Gall; who having some lurking suspicion 
that Mrs. Plumfield might design to cut her out of her post 
of tea-making, had slipped herself into her usual chair be- 
hind the tea-tray before anybody else was ready to sit 
down. No one at table bestowed a thought upon Miss 
Cynthia, but as she thought of nothing else she may be 
said to have had her fhir share of attention. The most 
unqualified satisfaction however was no doubt little Fle- 
da*s. Forgetting with a child*s happy readiness the fears 
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Md doubts which had lately troubled her, she was ^11 of 
the present, enjoying with a most unselfish enjoyment 
everything that pleased anybody else. She was glad that 
the supper was a fine one, and so approved, because it was 
Imr grandfather's hospitality and her aunt Miriam's house- 
keeping ; little beside was her care for pies or coflSse. She 
saw with secret glee the expression of both her aunt's and 
Mr. Ringgan's fece; partly from pure sympathy, and 
partly because, as she knew, the cause of it was Mr. Carle- 
ton, whom privately Fleda liked very much. And after 
all perhaps he had directly more to do with her enjoyment 
than all other causes together. 

Certainly that was true of him with respect to the rest 
of the dinner-table. None at that dinner-table had ever 
seen the like. With all the graceful charm of manner with 
which he would have delighted a courtly circle, he came 
bat from his reserve and was brilliant, gay, sensible, enter- 
taining, and witty, to a degree that assuredly has very 
rarely been thrown away upon an old farmer in the coun- 
try and his un-polite sister. They appreciated him though, 
as well as any courtly circle could have done, and he knew 
It. In aunt Miriam's strong sensible face, when not full of 
some hospitable care, he could see the reflection of ev&tj 
play of his own ; the grave practical eye twinkled and 
btightened, giving a ready answer to every turn of sense 
or humour in what he was saying. Mr. Riugg^i, as much 
of a child for the moment as Fl^a herself, had lost every- 
thing disagreeable and was in the full genial enjoyment of 
talk, rather listening than talking, with his cheeks in a per- 
petual dimple of gratification, and a low laugh of hearty 
amusement now and then rewarding the conversational and 
kind efforts of his guest with a complete triumph. £ven 
the subtle charm which they could not quite recognise 
wrought fascination. Miss Cynthia declared afterwards, 
half admiring and half vexed, that he spoiled her supper, 
for she forgot to think how it tasted. Rossi tur — ^his good 
humour was entirely restored ; but whether even Mr. 
Oarleton's power could have achieved that without the per- 
fect seasoning of the pig and the smooth persuasion of the 
richly-creamed coffee, it "may perhaps be doubted. He 
star^, mentally, for he had never known his friend conde- 



96 QUEECUT. 

acend to bring himself out in the same manner befinre ; ai^d 
he wondered what he could see in the present ocoasioa. to 
make it worth while. 

But Mr. CarletOn did not think his efforts thrown away. 
He understood and admired his fine old host and hostess ; 
and with all their ignorance of conventionalities and ab- 
sence of what is called polUh of manner, he could enjoy the 
sterling sense, the good feeling, the true hearty hospitality, 
and the dignified couiliesy, which both of them shewed. 
No matter of the outside ; this was in the grain. If mind 
had lacked much opportunity it had also made good use of 
a little; his host, Mr. Carleton found, had been a great 
reader, was well acquainted with history and a very intel- 
ligent reasoner upon it ; and both he and his sister shewed 
a strong and quick aptitude for intellectual subjects of con- 
versation. No doubt aunt Miriam's courtesy had not been 
taught by a dancing-master, and her brown satin gown had 
seen many a fashion come and go since it was made, but a 
lady was in both ; ^nd while Rossitur covertly smiled, Mr. 
Carleton paid his sincere respect where he felt it was due. 
Little Fleda's quick eye hardly saw, but more than half 
felt, the difierence. Mr. Carleton had no more eager lis- 
tener now than she, and perhaps none whose unatifected 
interest and sympathy gave him more pleasure. 

When they rose from' the table Mr. Ringgan would not 
be insinuated into the cold front room again. 

" No, no," said he, — " what's the matter ? — ^the table ? 
Push the table back, and let it take care of itself, — oome, 
gentlemen, sit down-— draw up your chairs round the fire, 
and a fig for ceremony ! Comfort, sister Miriam, against 
politeness, any day in the year ;— don't you say so too, 
Fairy ? Come here by me." 

"• Miss Fleda," said Mr. Carleton. " will you take a ride 
with me to Montepoole to-morrow 1 I should like to make 
you acquainted with my mother," 

Fleda coloured and looked at her grand&ther. 

'• What do you say, deary ?" he inquired fondly ; ** will 
you go 1 — I believe, sir, your proposal will prove a yery 
acceptable one. You will go, won't you, Fleda ?" 

Fleda would very much rather not! But she was always 
exceedingly afraid of hurting people's feelings ; she could 
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not beftr that Mr. Garleton should think she disliked to go 
with him, so she answered yes, in her usual sober manner. 

Just then the door opened and a man unceremoniously 
walked in, his entrance immediately following a little sullen 
knock that had made a mockery of asking permission. An 
ill-looking man, in the worst sense ; his face being a mix- 
ture of cunning, meanness, and insolence. He shut the door 
and came with a slow leisurely step into the middle of the 
room ¥rithout speaking a word. Mr. Carleton saw the blank 
change in Fleda's face; She knew him. 

" Do you wish to see me, Mr. McGowan 1" said Mr. 
Rkiggan, not without something of the same change. 

** I guess I ha'n't come here for. nothing,'' was tiie gruff 
retort. 

** Wouldn't another time answer as well ?" 

" I don't mean to find you here another time," said the 
man chuckling, — '' I have given you notice to quit, and now 
I have come to tell you you'll clear out. I ain't a going to 
be kept out of my property for ever. If I can't get my 
money from you, Elzevir Ringgon, I'll see you don't get no 
more of it in vour hands." 

" Very well, sir," said the old gentleman ; — " You have 
said all that is necessary." 

" You have got to hear a little more, though," returned 
the oflier, '' I've an idee that there's a satisfaction in speaking 
one's mind. I'll have that much out of you ! Mr. Rinnan, 
a Than hadn't ought to make an agreement to pay what he 
doesn't mM.n to pay, and what he hae made an agree- 
ment to pay he ought to meet and be up to, if he sold his 
soul for it! You call yourself a Christian, do you, to stay 
in another man's house, month after month, when you know 
you ha'n't got the means to give him the rent for it ! That's 
what / call stealing, and it's what I'd live in the County 
House before I'd demean mjjself to do ! and so ought you.^' 

** Well, well ! neighbour," said Mr. Ringgan, with patient 
dignity, — " it's no use calling names. You know as well as 
I do how all this came about. I hoped to be able to pay 
you, but I haven't been able to make it out, without having 
more time." 

" Time I" said the other. " Time to cheat me out of a 
little more houseroom. If I was agoing to live on charity, 
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Mr. BionM, I'd come out and say so, and not put m v liaad 
to a man^ pocket this way. Youll quit the house by the 
day lAer to-morrow, or if you don't I'll let you hear a little 
more of me that you won't likel" 

He stalked out, shutting the door after him with a 
bang. Mr. Carleton had qmtted the room a moment be* 
fore him. 

Nobody moved or spoke at first, when the man was 
gone, except Miss Cynthia, who as she was taking some* 
thing from the table to the pantry remarked, probably for 
Mr. Rossitur's beneiit, that '^ Mr. Rinnan had to have that 
man punished for something he did a few years ago when 
he was justice of the peace, and she guessed likely that was 
the reason he had a grudge agin him ever since." Beyond 
this piece of dubious information nothing was said^ Little 
Fleda stood beside her grandfather with a face of quiet dis- 
tress ; the tears silently running over her flushed cheeks^ 
and her eyes fixed upon Mr. Ringgan with a tender touch* 
mg look of sympathy, most pure from self^recoliection. 

Mr. Carleton presently came in to take leave of the dis» 
turbed family. The old gentleman rose and returned hia 
shake of the band with even a degree more than usual of 
his manly dignity, oi' Mr. Carleton thought so. 

"Good day to you, sir!" he said heartily. "We have 
had a great deal of pleasure in your society, and I shall al 
ways be very happy to see you — wherever i am." And 
then following him to the door and wringing his hand with a 
force he was not at all aware of, the old gentleman added 
in a lower tone, " I shall let her go with you !" 

Mr. Carleton read his whole story in the stem self-com* 
mand of brow, and the slight eonTulsion of feature whidi 
all the selfVsommand could not prevent. He returned 
warmly the grasp of the hand answering merely, " I will 
see you again." 

Fleda wound her arms round her grand^thev^s neck when 
they were gone, and did her best to comfort him, aasuriiUB 
him that " they would be just as happy somewhere elae? 
And aunt Miriam earnestly proffered her own home. But 
Fleda knew that hef gr^tidfi^t^er was not comforted. He 
stroked her head with the same lopk pf stem gravity and 
troobled emotion which had grieved hei ac^ mudi the other 



daj. She oould not win him to a smile, and went to bed 
at last feeling desolate. She had no heart to look out at the 
night. The wind was sweeping by in wintry gusts ; and 
Heda cried herself to sleep thinking how it would whistle 
round the dear old house when their ears ^ould not be there 
to hear it. 



\ • 
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CHAPTER VII. 



He from bifl old hereditary nook 

Must part ; the •ammoiu camef-onr final leaTS we took. 

WoRsawoETa. 



MR. CARLETON came the next day, but not early, to 
take Fleda to Montepoole. She had told her grand* 
&ther that she did not think he would come, because after 
last night he must know that she would not want to go. 
About twelve o'clock however he was there, with a little 
wagon, and Fleda was fain to get her sun-bonnet and let him 
put her in. Happily it was her maxim never to trust to 
uncertainties, so she was quite ready when he came and 
they had not to wait a minute. 

Though Fleda had a little dread of being introduced to a 
party of strangers and was a good deal disappointed at 
being obliged to keep her promise, she very soon began to 
be glad. She found her fear gradually falling away before 
Mr. Carleton's quiet kind reassuring manner ; he took such 
nice care of her; and she presently made up her mind that 
he would manage the matter so that it would not be awk- 
ward. They hflMd so much pleasant talk too. Fleda had 
found before that she could talk to Mr. Carleton, nay she 
could not help talking to him; and she foi^ot to think 
about it. And besides, it was a pleasant day, and they 
drove &st, and Fleda's particular delight was driving ; and 
though the horse was a little gay she had a kind of Intuitive 
perception that Mr. Carleton knew how to manage him. 
So she gave up-every care and was very happy. 

When Mr. Carleton asked after her grand&ther, Fleda 
answered with great animation, *' O he's very well ! and 
such a happy thing — ^You heard what that man said last 
night, Mr. Carleton. didn't you?" 



" Well it is all arranged ; — ^this morning M} /oily — ^he'a a 
friend of grandpa's that lives over at Queechj Run and knew 
about all this — he's a lawyer — ^he came tfiis morning and 
told grandpa that he had found some one that could lend 
him the money he wanted and there was no trouble about 
it ; and we are so happy, for we thought we should have to 
go away from where we live now, and I know grandpa 
would have felt it dreadfully. If it hadn't been for that, — 
I mean, for Mr. Jolly's coming, — I couldn't have gone to 
Moiitepoole to-day." 

'' Then I am very glad Mr. Jolly made his appearance," 
said Mr. Carleton. 

'' So am I," said Fleda ; — ^^ but I think it was a little 
strange that Mr. Jolly wouldn't tell us who it was that he 
had got the money from. Grandpa said he never saw Mr. 
Jolly so curious." 

When they got to the Pool Fleda's nervousness return- 
ed a little ; but she went through the dreaded introduction 
with great demureness and perfect propriety. And through* 
out the day Mr. Carleton had no reason to fear, rebuke fiH* 
the judgment which he had pronounced upon his little para* 
gon. All the flattering attention which was shewn her, 
and it was a good deal, could not draw Fleda a line beyond 
the dignified simplicity which seemed natural to her ; any 
more than the witty attempts at raillery and endeavours to 
amuse themselves at her expense, in which some of the gen* 
tlemen shewed their wisdom, could move her from hev 
modest self-possession. Very quiet, very modest, as she 
invariably was, awkwardness could not fasten upon her; 
her colour might come and her timid eye &11 ; it oflen did ; 
but Fleda's wits were always In their plaje and within call. 
She would shrink from a' stranger's eye, and yet when 
spoken to her answers were as ready and acute as they 
were marked for simplicity and gentleness. She was kept 
to dinner ; and though the arrangement and manner of the 
service must have been strange to little Fleda, it was im 
possible to guess from word or look that it was the first 
time within her recollection that she had ever seen the like. 
Her native instincts took it all as quietly as any old liber* 
alized travellet looks upon the customs of a new countiy. 



Mr. Garleton smiled as he now and then saw a glmoe of 
inteliigevos or admiration pass betwean one and another of 
the company ; and a little knowing nod Irom Mrs. Evaljn 
and many a look from his mother confessed he had hiea 
quite right. 

' Those two, Mrs. Evelyn* and Mrs. Garleton, were by< fiir 
the most kind and eager in their attention to Fleda. Mrs. 
Tbom did little else but look at hen The gentlemeo 
amused themselves with her. But Mr. Garleton, tcna to 
the hopes Fleda had founded upon his good-nature^ had 
stood her friend all the day, coming to her help if she 
heeded aay, and placing himself easily and quietly between 
her and anything that threatened to try or annoy her too 
mueh. Fieda ielt it Mrith grateful admiration. Yet she 
noticed, too, that he was a very different person at thia 
(Mnner-table from what he had been the other day at hec 
graod&therV Easy and graceful, always, he filled his own 
place, but did not seem to care to do more; there was 
evea something bordering on haughtiness in his air of grave 
reserve. He was not the life of the company hece; he 
contented' himself with being all that the company oould 
possibly require of him. 

On the whole Fieda was exceedingly well pleased with 
hMs-day, and thought all the people in general very kind. 
It was qnite late before she set out to go home- again ; and 
th^i Mrs. Evelyn and Mrs. Garleton were extremely afraid 
lest she should take cold, and Mr. Garleton without sajtkig 
one word about it wrapped her up so very nicely aftee she 
got into the wagon, in a warm cloak of his mother's* The 
drive home, through the gathering shades of twilight, was 
to Mttle Fleda thoroughly charming. It was almost in per* 
feet silence, but she liked that ; and all the way home her 
mind was full of a shadowy beahtiful world that seemed to 
lie before and around her. 

It was a happy child that Mr. Garleton liAed from the 
wagon when they reached Queechy. He read it in the 
utter lightheartedness of brow and voice, and the q>ring to 
the ground which hardly needed the help of bis hands. 

^^ Thank you, Mr. Gaiieton,'' she said when she had 
reached her own door ; (be would not go in) ^ I have>bad<e 
very nice time!** 



B^ fttttled. 

"^^Good nigbt," 8ai<) i^e. "Tell your grttodlftther' I wfll 
come to-morrow to see him aboat sonke budhiiess." 

Fieclsk rant gayly into the kitchen. Only Cynthf* was 
thiere. 

** Whert is grandpa, Cynthy 1" 

'^ He went off into his room a half an hour ^kgo. • I be- 
lieve he's layin' down. He ain't right well, I s'peot 
What's made you so late I" 

^ O they kept me," said Fleda. Her gayety suddenly 
sobered, she took off her bonnet and coat and throwing 
them <i^^wn in the* kitchen stole softly along the passage to 
her grandftther's room. She stopped a minute at the door 
Und held her breath to see if she could hear any movement 
^iCh might tell her he was not asleep. It was all still, 
and pulHng the iron latch with her gentlest hand Fleda 
went' on tiptoe into the room. He was lying on the bed, 
but awake, ft>r she had made no noise and &e blue eyes 
opened and looked upon' her as she came near. 

^ Are you not well, dear grandpa 1" said the little girl. 

Nothing made of flesh and blood ever spoke words of 
more spirit-like sweetness,-^not the beauty of a fine organ, 
but sudi as the sweetness of angel-speech might be; a 
tHiisfper'of lote and tenderness that wias hushed by its own 
liitensity. He did not answer, or did not notieef her first 
qu<$stion ; she repeated it. 

*l!)on't you feel well ?" 

*' Not exactly, dear !" he replied. 

There was ^e ^adow of some^^hat hi his tone^ thatiMl 
upott his little granddaughter's heart and brow at Otkse. 
Ber* voice next time, though not suffered to be liny thing 
but dear and cheerful stall; had' in part the d^mesa <^ 
apprehension. 

" What is the matter 1" 

« Oh— r don't know, dear f 

She felt the shadow again, and he seemed to say that 
tltne would shew her the meaning of it. She put her little 
hand in oUe of his which lay outside the coverlets, and 
stood looking at him; and presently said, but in a very. 
dMierent kley from the same speech to Mr. Garleton, 

**! have had a very nice time, dear grandpa." 
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Her grand&ther made her no answer. He brought the 
dear little hand to his lips and kissed it twice, so eamestl^r 
that it was almost passionately ; then laid it on the side oC 
the bed again, with his own upon it, and patted it slowly 
and fondly and with an inexpressible kind of sadness in toe 
manner. Fleda's lip trembled and her heart was flutter- 
.ing, but she stood so that he could not see her &ce in the 
dusk, and kept still till the rebel features were calm again 
and she had schooled the heart to be silent. 

Mr. .Binggan had closed his eyes, and perhaps was 
asleep, and his little granddaughter sat quietly down on a 
chair by the bedside to watch by him, in that gentle sor- 
rowful patience which women often know but which hardi j 
belongs to childhood. Her eye and thoughts, as she sat 
there in the dusky twilight, fell upon the hand of her grand- 
father which still fondly held one of her own ; and ianoy 
travelled fast and far, from what it was to what it had 
been. Rough, discoloured, stiff, as it lay there now, she 
thought how it had once had the hue and the freshness and 
the grace of youth, when it had been the instrument of 
uncommon strength and wielded an authority that none 
could stand against. Her &ncy wandered over the scenes 
it had known ; when it had felled trees in the wild forest, 
and those fingers, then supple and slight, had played the 
fife to the struggling men of the Revolution; how its 
activity had outdone the activity of all other hands \% clear- 
ing and cultivating thpse very fields where her feet loved 
to run; how in its pride of strength it had handled the 
scythe and the sickle and the flail, with a grace and eflS- 
ciency that no other could attain ; and how in happy maa* 
hood that strong hand had fondled and sheltered and led 
the little children that now had grown up and were gone ! 
— Strength and activity, ay, and the fruits of them, were 
passed away ; — ^his children were dead ; — ^his race was run ; 
— ^the shock of com was in full season, ready to be gatb> 
ered. Poor little Fleda ! her thought had travelled but a 
very little way before the sense of these things entirely 
overcame her ; her head bowed on her knees, and she wept 
tears that all the fine springs of her nature were moving to 
feed — many, many, — ^but poured forth as quietly as bit. 
terly; she smothered every sound* That beautiful sha- 
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dowy world with which she had been so busy a little while 
ago,— ^alas ! she had left the fair outlines and the dreamy 
light and had been tracking one solitary path through the 
wilderness, and she saw how the traveller foot-sore and 
weather-beaten comes to the end of his way. And after all, 
he comes to the end, — " Yes, and 1 must travel through life 
and come to the end, too," thought little Fleda ; — " life is 
but a passing through the world; my hand must wither 
and grow old too, if I live long enough, and whether or no, 
I must come to the end — Oh, there is only one thing that 
ought to be very much minded in this world !" 

That thought, sober though it was, brought sweet conso* 
lation. Fleda's tears, if they fell as fast, grew brighter, as 
she remembered with singular tender joy that her mother 
and her father had been ready to see the end of their jour- 
ney, and were not afraid of it ; that her grandfather and 
her aunt Miriam were happy in the same quiet confidence, 
and she believed she herself was a lamb of the Good Shep- 
herd's flock. " And he will let none of his Iambs be lost," 
she thought. " How happy I am ! How happy we all are !" 

Her grandfather still lay quiet as if asleep, and gently 
drawing her hand from. under his, Fleda went and got a 
candle and sat down by him again to read, carefully 
shading the light so that it might not awake him. 

He presently spoke to her, and more cheerfully. 

" Are you reading, dear V 

''Yes, grandpa!" said the little girl looking up brightly. 
^ Does the candle disturb you ?" 

" No dear! — What have you got there?" 

"I just took up this volume of Newton that has the 
hymns in it." 

« Read out." 

Fleda read Mr. Newton's long beautiful hymn, ''The 
Lord will provide ;" but with her late thoughts fresh in her 
mind it was hard to get through the last verses ;^- 

" No strength of our own, 

Or goodness we claim ; 
Bat since we have known 

The Saviour^s great name, 
In this, onr strong tower. 

For safory we liide ; 
Tlio Lord is onr power. 

The Lord will provide. 



Afid death is in vie^ 
This word of his grace 

Shall comfort us throngh^ 
No fearisff nor doabtm^.- 

With Christ on our sid< 



We hope to die shouting 

tiC 



r 

The Lord will provide I^' 

lilie little reader's voice changed, almost broke, bat she 
Rtniggled through, and then was quietly crying behind her 
hand. 

" Read it again,'' said the old gentleman after a pause. 

There is no * cannot' in the vocabulary of afikstion. 
I3eda waited a minute or two to rally her forces, and then 
went through it again, jnore steadily than the first time. 

" Yes — ^" said Mr. Ringgan calmly, folding his hands,-^ 
*^ that will do ! That trust won't fail, for it is founded upon 
a.rock. 'He is a rock; and he knowetb them that put 
tbelr trust in him !' I have been a fool to doubt ever that 
he would make all things work well-r-The Lord will pro- 
vide !" 

"Grandpa," said Fleda, but in an unsteady voice, and 
shading her face with her hand still, — *'I can remember 
reading this hymn to my mother once when I was so litHe 
t|ttt ' suggestions' was a hard word to me." 

•* Ay, ay, — I dare say," said the old gentleman, — " your 
mother knew that Rock and rested her hope upon it, — 
where mine stands now. If ever there was a creature that 
might, have trusted to her own doings, I believe she was 
one, for I never saw her do anything wrong, — ^as I know. 
But she knew Christ was all. Will you follow him as 
alls did, dear r 

Fleda tried in vain to give an answer. 

" Do you know what her last prayer for you was, Fleda f" 

*'»No, grai|dpa." 

'^ It was that you might be kept 'unspotted fi^m the 
world.' I heard her make that prayer mysetf." And- 
stretching out his hand the old gentleman laid it tenderly 
upon Fleda's bowed head, saying with strong earnestness 
and affection, even his, voice sombwhat shaken, '' Grod grant 
that prayer ! — ^whatever else he do with her, keep my diild 
from the evil ! — and bring her to join her &Uier and mother 
in heaven I— and me !^ 



And when the sobs were hushed, she still mib sheddfoiff 
4lrtMP tlMrS) som>wed and disturbed by her gtrand&ither^ 
iiUxttM, She had never known it so grave, so solenin; 
but tief e ^(hfts thAt shadow of something else in it besides, 
and she would have feared if she had known what to fear. 
He told her at last that she had better go to bed, and to 
say to Cynthy that he wanted to see her. She was going, 
and had near readied the door, when he said, 

"Elfleda!" 

She hastened back- to the bedside. 

" Kiss me." 

He let her do so twice, without moving, and then hid- 
ing her to his breast he pressed one long earnest passionate 
kiss upon her lips, and released her. 

Fl^ told (^thy that her grandfitther wished heir to^ 
oonie to him, and then mounted the stairs to her little bed- 
room. She went to the window and opening it looked out 
at the soft moonilit sky ; the weather was mild i^ain and 
a little hazy, and the landscape was beantliul. But little 
Fleida was tasting realities, and she could not go ofiT upon 
dream-journeys to seek the light food ef fluicy tiirough the 
aim ^le did not think to-night about the people the moon 
was shini^ on ; die only thought of one little sad anxious 
hetfrt, — ^and of another down stairs, more sad and anxious 
still, she feared ; — what could it be about 1 Now that Mr. 
Jolly had settled all that troublesome butinese with Mo- 
Gowan^ — 

As she stood there at the window, gftzing out aimlessly 
into the still night, — ^it was very quiet,<^-^he heard Cynthj 
at the back of the house calling out, but as if die were 
actoid of making too much noise, " Watkins! — Watkins !" 

The sound Imd business, if not anxiety, in it. Fleda 
Instinctively held her breath to listen. Presently she heard 
Watkins reply ; but they were round the oomer, she could 
not easily make oiit what tbfdy said. It wias otily by 
attaining her ears that she cangkt the worda; 

^ Waticina, Mr. Rii^gj^ wants y4!>u to go light up on the 
hill to Mm' Plumfield's and tell her tis wants heir to come 
iMit down^h^ thii&8*'-^t^e vo^ of the^ spbakel' fell, and 
mfik ocuM oa!f mfek9 out iji« Jioit wwA,--* Dr. t-— " 



lilpre waft; said, but bo thick and k>w that aiie oeuld oniePr 
staiid nothing. 

She had heard; enough. She shut the window, tremUing, 
and fastened again the partis of her dress she had looaened y 
and softlj and hastily went down the stairs into the 
kitchen. 

^ Cynthy ! — what is the matter with grandpa V 

" Why ain't you in bed, Flidda ]" said Cynthy with some 
sharpness. '^That's what you had o«[ght to be. I am sure 
your grandpa wants you to be abed." 

'' But teil me,'' said Fleda anxiously.. 

^' I don't know as there's anything the matter with htm," 
said Cynthy. ^ Nothing much, I suppose. What naakea 
you think anything is the matter ]" 

'^ Because I heard you telling Watkins to go Ua aunt 
Miriam." Fleda could not say, — ^'^and the doctor." 

'* Well your grandpa thought he'd like to have her come 
down, and he don't feel right well^ — so I sent Wartkins up ^ 
but you'd better go to bed, Flidda^ you'll eateh cold if 
you sit up o' night." 

Fleda was unsatisfied, the more because Cynthy would 
not meet the keen searching look with which the little girl 
tried to read her face. She was not to be sent to bed, and 
all Cynthy's endeavours to make her change her mind were 
of no avail. Fleda saw in them but fresh reason for stay- 
ing, and saw besides, what Cynthy could not hide, a some- 
what of wandering and uneasiness in her manner which 
strengthened her resolution. She sat down in the chimney 
comer, resolved to wait till her aunt Miriam ttune \ there 
would be satisfiietion in her, for aunt Miriam always told 
the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth. 

It was a miserable three quarters <^ an hour, Hie 
kitchen seemed to wear a strange desolate look, though 
seen in its wonted bright light of fire and candlcNi, and in 
itself nice and cheeiful as usuaL Fleda looked at it aisa 
through that vague fear which casts its own lurid colour 
upon everything. The very flickering of the candle blase 
seamed of ill omen, and her grand&ther's empty chair «tood 
a signal of pain to little Fleda whoever ^ looked «t it. 
She sat stiU, in submissive patience, her cheek pale witb 
the working of a heart too big for that little body. 0^ 



thia was going in and out of her grand&tlier's room, but 
Fleda would not ask her any more questions, to be disap^ 
pointed with word-answers ; she waited, but the minutes 
seemed very long, — and very sad. 

The characteristic outward calm which Fleda had kept, 
and which belonged to a nature uncommonly moulded to 
patience and fortitude, had yet perhaps heightened the pres- 
sure of excited fear within. When at last she saw the 
cloak and hood of aunt Miriam coming through the moon- 
light to the kitchen door, she rushed to open it, and quite 
overcome for the moment threw her arms around her and 
was speechless. Aunt Miriam's tender and quiet voice 
comforted her. 

" You np yet, Fleda ! Hadn't you better go to bed ? 
Tisn't good for you." 

"That's what I've been a telling her," said Cynthy, "but 
she wa'n't a mind to listen to me." 

But the two little arms embraced aunt Miriam's cloak 
and wrappers and the little face was hid there stOl, and 
Fleda's answer was a half smothered ejaculation. 

" I am so glad you are come, dear aunt Miriam !" 

Aunt Miriam kissed her again, and again repeated her 
request. 

" O no — I can't go to bed," said Fleda crying ; — " 1 can't 
till I know— I am swre something is the matter, or Cynthy 
wouldn't look so. Do tell me, aunt Miriam !" 

" I can't tell you anything, dear, except that grandpa is 
not well — ^that is all I know — I am going in to see him. I 
will tell you in the morning how he is." 

" No," said Fleda, " I will wait here till you come out. 
I couldn't sleep." 

Mrs. Pjfumfield made no more efforts to persuade her, 
but rid herself of cloak and hood and went into Mr. Ring- 
gan's room. Fleda placed herself again in her chimney 
comer. Burying her face in her hands, she sat waiting 
more quietly ; and Cynthy, having finished all her business, 
took a chair on the hearth opposite to her. Both were 
silent and motionless, except when Cynthy once in a while 
got up to readjust the sticks of wood on the fire. They sat 
mere waiting so long that Fleda's anxiety began to quicken 
agaitt. 

10 



"Bbtft yvtt think' the' doctor is a long time coml¥i|^ 
Gfnthy ?'* said she ransitTg her head at last. Her question, 
breaking that' forced silence, sounded fearful. 

" It seems kind o' long," said Cynthy. " I guess Wat- 
kfiw-ha'n't found him to hum." 

Watkins indeed' presently came in and reported as 
much, and that the wind was changing and it was coming 
off cold ; dnd then his heavy boots were heard going up the 
stairs to his room overhead ; but Fleda listened in vain for 
the sound of the latch of her grandfather^s door, or aunt 
!Kfiriam's quiet foot-fall in the passage; listened and longed, 
till the minutes seemed like the links of a heavy chain which 
she was obliged to pass over from hand to hand, and the 
last link could not be found. The noise of Watkins' feet 
ceased overhead, and nothing stirred or moved but the 
crackling f!ames and Cynthia's elbows, which took turns 
each in resting upon the opposite arm, and now and then a 
tcH-tale gust of wind In the trees. If Mr. Ringgan was 
asleep, why did not aunt Minam come out and see them, — 
if he was better, why not come and tell them so. He had 
been asleep when she first went into his room, and she bad 
come back for a minute then to try again to get Fleda to 
bed ; why could she not come out for a minute X)nce more. . 
Twt>' hours of watching and trouble had quite changed lit- 
tle Fleda : the dark ring of anxiety had come under each 
eye in her little pale face ; she looked herself almost ill. 

Aunt Miriam's grave step was heard coming out of the 
room at last, — ^it did not sound cheerfully in FledaVi ears. 
She came in, and stopping to give some direction to Cyn- 
thy, walked up to Fleda. Her face encouraged no ques- 
tions. She took the child's head tenderly in both her hands,' 
and told her gently, but it was in vain that she tried to. 
make her voice quite as usual, that she had better go to 
bed — ^that she would be sick. 

Fleda looked up anxiously in her face. 

"How is he?" 

But her next word wa^ the wailing cry of sorrow, — ^***0h 
grandpa ! — '* 

Tlie old lady took the little child in her arms and thejT 
both sat there by the fire until the morning dawned. 



Ill 



CHAPTEB VIII. 



WHEN' Mti Gai lelo» ksioolMd at tbe fimt door tiio aeift 
d$7 ftboQt two o'doek it waa-c^ned to tiim by Cynthyi 
Be asked fi»r his late hoet. 

'' Ut. RiDggan ladead." 

**Dead!" exdaimed the youog man much shooked; — 
*^kt»? howV: 

"Won't yoB come in, sirl** said (>«thy; — **iMiybe' 
jmm see* Mis' Plumfield." 

" No, certainly," replied the visiter. " Only tall m a •bet 
Mr.' I^mik" 

*" He4M last night" 

'"> What waa4he matter witk him T 

"1 don't know," said Cynthy in a businesa-like teaa of' 
W0e^^-««^*'i »'f>oee the< doctor knows, but h» didn't say 
nothing about it. He died very sudden." 

"^Waahealonel" 

" No— his sister was with him ; he had been complainiag' 
all the evening that he didn't feel right, but I didn t think 
nathfBf'of i^ aad I didn't kfteiwaa he did; and towards 
evening he went and laid down, and Flidda was with him a* 
spell^ talkingr-to him.; and at last- he sent her to bed and 
called* metinaad said he Mt mighty strange and he didn't 
laow wkatit was going to be^ and that he- had as lieve I' 
siipukl eeadr^pandaek Mis' Plumfield to come down, and 
pnhaps I mi$^ as well send' for* the doetor too. And I eent^ 
rUil»off, but* the doetor wa'n't to hum, and didn't get here^ 
ti&loog after; M^' Ptomfieldiskeoonae; and Mr. Riaggan 
tWMstoapthi^ and' I dkin^r kiiowi*a»^ici'Wtt» ^otng te* b«^ 
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anything more after all than just a turn, audi as anybody 
might take ; and Mis' Plumfield went in and sot by him ; 
and there wasn't no one else in the room ; and after a while 
he oome to, and talked to her, she said, a spell ; but he 
seemed to think it was something more than common ailed 
him ; and all of a sudden he just riz up half way in bed and 
then fell back and died, — with no more warning than that.'* 

'* And how is the little girl 1" 

" Why," said Cynthy, looking off at right angles from 
her visiter, "she's middling now, I s'pose, but she won't be 
before long, or else she must be harder to make sick than 
other folks. — We can't get her out of the room," she added, 
bringing her eyes to bear, for an instant, upon the young 
gentleman, — " she stays in there the hull time since morn- 
ing — I've tried, and Mis' Plumfield's tried, and everybody has 
tried, and there can't none of us manage it ; she will stay 
in there, and it's an awful cold room when there ain't no 
fire." 

Cynthy and her visiter were both taking .the benefit of 
the chill blast which rushed in at the opon door. 

" The room ?" said Mr. Carleton. " The room whera 
the body lies r 

(( Yes — it's dreadful chill in there when the stove ain't 
heated, and she sits there the hull time. And she ha'n't got 
much to boast of now ; she looks as if a feather would blow 
her away." 

The door at the further end of the hall opened about two 
inches and a voice called out through the crack, 

" Cynthy ! — Mis' Plumfield wants to know if that is Mr. 
Ckrleton ?" 

« Yes." 

" Well she'd like to see hino. Ask him to walk into the 
front room, she says." 

Cynthy upon this shewed the way, and Mr* Carleton 
walked into the same room where a very few daya before 
he had been so kindly welcomed by his fine old hoet. Cold 
indeed it was now, as was the welcome he would have 
given. There was no fire in the chimney, and even all the 
signa of the fire of the other day had been carefully deared 
away ; the clean empty fireplace looked a mournful aa- 
Boranoe that its oheemiliMas would not toga oome btflk 
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again. It was a raw disagreeable day ; the paper window- 
shades fluttered uncomfortably in the wind, which had its 
way now ; and the very chairs and tables seemed as if they 
had taken leave of life and society for ever. Mr. Carleton 
walked slowly up and down, his thoughts running perhaps 
somewhat in the train where poor little Fleda's had been so 
busy last night ; and wrapped up in broadcloth as he was to 
the chin, he shivered when he heard the chill wind moaning 
round the house and rustling the paper hangings and thought 
of little Fleda's delicate frame, exposed as Cynthia had de- 
scribed it. He made up his mind it must not be. 

Mrs. Plumfield presently came in, and met him with the 
calm dignity of that sorrow which needs no parade and that 
truth and meekness of character which can make none. 
Yet there Vas nothing like stoicism, no affected or proud 
repression of feeling ; her manner was simply the dictate of 
good sense borne out by a firm and quiet spirit. Mr* 
Carleton was struck with it ; it was a display of character 
djflerent from any he had evejr before met with; it was 
something he could not quite understand. For he wanted 
the key. But all the high respect he had felt for this lady 
from the first was confirmed and strengthened. 

After quietly receiving Mr. Carleton's silent grasp of the 
hand, aunt Miriam said, 

" I troubled you to stop, sir, that I might ask you how 
much longer you expect to stop at Montepoole." 

Not more than two or three days, he said. 

" I understood," said aunt Miriam after a minute's pause, 
" that Mrs. Carleton was so kind as to say she would take 
care of Elfleda to France and put her in the hands of iier 
aunt." 

" She would have great pleasure in doing it," said Mr. 
Carleton. " I can promise for your little niece that slie 
shall have a mother's care so long as my mother can 
render it." 

Aunt Miriam was silent, and he saw her eyes fill. 

" You should not have had the pain of seeing me to-day," 
said he gently, " if I could have known it would give you 
any ; but since I am here, may I ask, whether it is your 
determination that Fleda shall go with us 1" 

"It was ray brother's," said aunt Miriam, sighing; — "he 



Hi 

tieftd HM— 4»Bt iiif|htr-*6ito« h» wished her tro g9 iritli ]fi& 
Oarlelon — if she Mwuld still be so good as to tal^ her.'* 

^I have just hewd about her, from the housekeeper,** 
said Mr. Carleton, ^ what has disturbed me a good deal. 
Will you forgive me, if I venture to propose that she 
should oome to us at onoe. Of course we will not leave the 
plaee for several days — ^ttll you are ready to port with her.^ 

Au|it Miriam hesitated, and agaia the tears fludied t0 
her eyes. 

^^1 believe it would be best," she said, — ** since it must 
be — I cannot get the child away from her grand£ither— I 
am afraid I want firmness to do it— and she ought not to 
be there— she is a tender little creature — ^" 

For once self<!omraand fidled her — she was obliged tA 
cover her face. 

'' A stranger's hands cannot be more tender of her than 
ours will be," said Mr. Carleton, his warm pressure of atnH 
Miriam's hand repeating the promise. *' My mother will 
bring a earriage for her this afternoon, if you will permit.'* 

^4f you please, sir, — ^since it must be, it does not maltei^ 
a day sooner or later," repeated aunt Miriam, — ^' if she can 
be got away — I don't know whether it will be possible." 

Mr. Carleton had his own private opinion on that point. 
He merely promised to be there again in a few hours and 
took his leave. 

He came, with his mother, about five o'clock in tlie 
afternoon. They were shewn this time into the kitchen, 
Hfhere they found two or three neighbours and fHends with 
aunt Miriam and Cynthy. The former received them with 
the same calm simplicity that Mr. Carleton had admired in 
the morning, but said she was afraid their coming would be 
in vain; she had talked lyith Fleda about the proposed 
plan and could not get her to listen to it. She doubted 
whether it would be possible to persuade her. And yet — 

Aunt Miriam's self-possession seemed to be shaken when 
she thought of Fieda.; she could not speak of her without 
watering eyes« 

"She's fixing to be sick as fast as ever she can," re- 
marked Cynthia dryly, in a kind of aside meant for the 
audience ; — " there wa'n't a grain of colour in her fiioe when 
I went ID to try to get her out a little while ago ; and Mis* 



p^^miM4 Wd^'i tim kms^ ^ <ip av^thini^ irilli Imiv lor ao- 
. -^^Mokili^) lifEiU yqa see iKhatt yoa can <|9?" said Mr« 

MraCadeWa went, yri^ an expees^ion of fitcei that W 
8(9^,.Q.abo4ji^ el8et),knew meant that she thought ki a particib- 
i^ijr diaagri9Mb]je pieee of businosa. She qamer bocli after 
ih|a ]^e ^f ,a few iKimu(tQ9, in tear% 

" I can (]o nothing with her," she said hurne>dly ; — "• I 
don't know what to say to her ; and she looks Uke death. 
QQiy<|l|i:ee^ Quy ; you:Cfui manage her if any one can." 

Miv Car]^U»k w^ent iinjieiediately.. 

The iiQom into w4uch a shorti pasai^ adjsdtt^d, him wae 
jQ^erless ind^c|d. On a fair aiternpon the san'a raye oama 
^ th^€^ pieas^oytly, but this was a. true Ko.veniber day ; a 
gai^ s^y a»d sk ehill raw wind, that ibund its way m bet* 
titeftn th^ loose, window^sashea and fnim^. One oomev 
ok th!% r^om, we^ sadly tenanted by the, bed which held the 
ie^nai^<of its lalbe ma^r.aad owner At.a little table.bet^ 
^Qea.the windoiws,. with, her back turned tO!iirards Uie bed, 
!l6fied^ was. slttjsg,.ber &Qe bowed in. her handa upon the 
old (iMarto, bible< that la^ there t>pea ; a shawl round bet 

M¥>. CarletoH) w^it up. to the sid^ ot the table and soiUji 
spoke her name. Fleda looked up at him for an inataati^ 
1^ tkf^ \mnfiA h^j^faee in bar Imde on the booh; as be- 
fy^ "iChat look flight have staggered him, but thal<Mtf; 
CarJ^tOQifarely^ wae; sta^;ered in any purpoae when! he had 
once made up his mind. It did more him,r^-^o much thai 
hth WUft oMige^ to wait a^ minute or two before he> oonld 
iiiUQter ii»uiess- to speak to; her again. Suieh a look, — so 
jitiful in its< sorrow,. SQc appealing ia itsi helplessness, so im- 
posing in its purity, — ^he had never seen, and it absolutely 
mad him*. Many aohild's faoe is< lovely to look upon for 
it%ii;M»ooent purity, but more commonly it is not like this,; 
it is the purity of snow, unsullied, but not unsullyable?; 
tliei^ isi.aiiothiar' kind more ethereal, like that of light, which 
you feel, is from anothsK sphere and will not know soU& 
flbilc there> wara other signs in. the faoe that would hava 
QMved Mrv. Owlatoa'a^ isesoiiitionc if he, had needed ife 
Titm^friQUiM hmsm had ynouf^'. and ehai^^ Tha ehUd 
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looked as if she had been ill for weeks. Her eheeka were 
colourless ; the delicate brow would have seemed pencilled 
on marble but for the dark lines which wee^Mng and watch* 
ing, and still more sorrow, had drawn underneath; and 
the beautiful moulding of the features shewed under the 
transparent skin like the work of the sculptor. She was not 
crying then, but the open pages of the great bible had been 
wet with very many tears since her head had rested there. 

'' Fleda," said Mr. Carleton after a moment, — *' you 
must come with me.'' 

The words were gently and tenderly spoken, yet they 
had that tone which young and old instinctively know it is 
vain to dispute. Fleda glanced up again, a toudiin^ im- 
ploring look it was very difficult to bear, and her. ^ Oh no 
—I cannot," — ^went to his heart. It was not resistance but 
entreaty, and all the ailments she would have ui^ged 
seemed to lie in the mere tone of her voice. She had no 
power of urging them in any other way, for even as sba 
spoke her head went down again on the bible with a burst 
of sorrow. Mr. Carleton was moved, but not shaken in 
his purpose. He was silent a moment, drawing back the 
hair that fell over Fleda's forehead with a gentle caressing 
touch ; and then he said, still lower and more tenderly than 
before, but without flinching, ^' You must come with me, 
Fleda." 

" Mayn't I stay," said Fleda, sobbing, while he oould see 
in the tension of the muscles a violent effort at sel^oontrol 
which he did not like to see, — ^'' mayn't I stay till — ^till — 
the day after to-morrow ?" 

'^ No, dear Fleda," said he, still stroking her head kindly, 
— " I will bring you back, but you must go with me now. 
Your aunt wishes it and we all think it is best. I will 
bring you back." — 

She sobbed bitterly for a few minutes. Then she beg- 
eed in smothered words that he would leave her alone a 
Bttle while. He went immediately. 

She checked her sobs when she heard the door close upon 
him, or as soon as she could, and rising went and knelt 
down by the side of the bed. It was not to cry, thou|^ 
what she did could not be done without many tears, — it waa 
(o repeat with equal eamestness and solemnity her motber^a 
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prayer, that she might b^ kept pure from the worid's oon- 
laet. There beside the iremains of her last dear earthly 
frierfd, as it were before going out of his sight forever, little 
Fieda knelt down to set the seal of faith and hope to his 
wishes, and to lay the oonstraining hand of Memory upon 
her conscience. It was soon done, — and then there was but 
one thing more to do. But oh, the tears that fell as she 
stood there ! before she could go on ; how the little hands 
were pressed to the bowed &ce, as \fihey would have borne 
up the load they could not reach ; the convulsive struggle, 
before the last look could be taken, the last good-by said ! 
But the sobs were forced back, the hands wiped off the 
tears, the quivering features were bidden into some degree 
of calmness ; and she leaned forward, over the loved face 
that in death had kept all its wonted look of mildness and 
placid dignity. It was in vain to try to look through 
Fleda's blinded eyes ; the hot tears dropped &st, while her 
trembling lips kissed — and kissed, — those cold and silent 
that could make no return ; and then feeling that it was the 
last, that the parting was over, she stood again by the side 
of the bed as she had done a few minutes before, in a con- 
vulsion of grief^ her face bowed down and her little frame 
racked with feeling too strong for it; shaken visibly, as 
if too frail to bear the trial to which it was put. 

Mr. Carleton had waited and waited, as he thought long 
enough, and now at last came in again, guessing how it was 
with her. He put his arm round the child and gently drew 
her away, and sitting down took her on his knee ; and en- 
deavoured rather with actions than with words to soothe 
and comfi^rt her ; for he did not know what to say. But 
his gentle delicate way, the soft touch with which he again 
stroked back her hair or took her hand, speaking kindness 
and sympathy, the loving pressure of his lips once or twice 
to her brow, the low tones in which he told her that she 
was making herself sick, — ^that she must not do so, — that 
she must let him take care of her, — were powerful to soothe 
or quiet a sensitive mind, and Fleda felt them. It was a 
very difficult task, and if undertaken by any one else would 
have been more likely to disgust and distress her. But his 
spirit had taken the measure of hers, and he knew peolsely 
how to temper tvery worcf and tone so as just to me«fc the 



iik» aiyikibltitfeft of iver nutur^. Hb toi sulli IflMly l^jr 
thitig, but t^ hftd understood nil he ttiettwl to sity^ Had wb«ii 
hfe I6ld h«r «t ]l»t, softly, tliat it wius getdtig latd and tofa* 
mmst let him take her away, she made nO tdorid diticulty ^ 
rose up and let him lead her out of t^ room Without Once 
turning her head to look back. 

Mrs. Carleton looked' relieved that there was a prospeot 
of getting away, and rose up with a happy adjusting of h^ 
shawl round her shoulders. Aunt Miriam icame forwat€ 
to say good-by, but it was very ((quietly said. Fleda 
blasped her round the neck convulsively for an instan^ 
kissed her as if a kiss oould speak a whole heartAil, and 
then turned submissively to Mr. Garl^ton and let him lead 
her to the carrisige. 

There was no fault to b^ found Witfa Mrs. Oarletoti^i 
kindness when they were on the way. She held the forloHk 
little child tenderly in her arm, and told her how glad sh^ 
was to have her with them, how glad she should bis if sH6 
were going to keep her always ; but her saying so only mad^ 
Fieda cry, and she soon thought it best to say tiothing. 
All the rest of the way Fleda was a picture of resignation; 
transparently pale, meek and pure, and fragile seemingly, 
as the delicatest wood-flower that grows. Mr. Carleton 
looked grieved, and leaning fbrward he took one of her 
hands in his own and held it affectionately till they got to 
the end of their journey. It marked Fleda's filing toward* 
him that she let it lie there without making a motion to 
draw it away. She was so still for the last few miles that 
her friends thought she had fallen asleep ; but when di^ 
carriage stopped and the light of the lantern was flung in*> 
sid^, they saw the grave hazel eyes broad open and guing 
intently out of the window. 

" You will order tea for us in your dressing-room, 
mother?" said Mr. Carleton. 

" U9 — ^who is us .'" 

*' Fleda and me, — ^unless you will please to make one of 
the party." 

" Certainly I will, but perhaps Fleda mi^t Itke it betMr 
down stairs. Wouldn't you, dear V* 

^ If you ttlease, ma'am," satd Fleda. ^ Wherever VM 
9\^ -^ • 
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^ But idiich would you rather, Fleda f said Mr. Guiletoii. 

**! would racier hav>e it up-stairs,'' said Fleda geittly, 
" but it's no matter." 

" We will have it up stairs," said Mra. Garkton. " W* 
will be a nice little party up there by ourselves. You 
shall not come down till you like." 

'^ You are hardly able to walk up," said Mr. OarletOn 
tenderly. " Shall I carry you f 

The tears rushed to Fleda's eyes, but she said no, and 
managed to mount the stairs, though it was evidently aa 
exertion. Mrs. Carleton's dressing-room, as her son had 
called it, looked very pleasant when they got there. It 
was well lifted and warmed and something answering to 
curtains had been summoned from its obscurity in storsi* 
room or garret and hung up at the windows, — " them air 
fussy English folks had made such a pint of it," the land- 
lord said. Truth was, that Mr. Carleton as well as his 
mother wanted this room as a retreat for the quiet and 
privacy which travelling in company as they did they could 
nave nowhere else. Everything the hotel could furnish in 
the shape of comfort had been drawn together to give this 
Voom as little the look of a public house as possible* 
Easy chairs, as Mrs. Carleton remarked with a disgusted 
face, one could not expect to find in a country inn ; there 
were instead as many as half a dozen of " those miserable ^ 
substitutes " as she called rocking-chairs, and sundry feshionst 
of couches and sofas, in various degrees of el^ance and 
convenience. The best of these, a great chintz-covered thing, 
full of pillows, stood invitingly near the bright fire. There 
Mr. Carleton placed little Fleda, took off her bonnet and 
things, and piled the cushions about her just in the way that 
would make her most easy and comfortable. He said lit- 
tle, and she nothing, but her eyes watered i^ain at the kind 
tenderness of his manner. And then he left her in peace 
till the tea came. 

, The tea was made in that room for those three alone. 
Fleda knew that Mr. and Mrs. Carleton staid up there only 
for Jier sake, and it troubled her, but she could not help it. 
Neither could she be very sorry so far as one of them was 
concerned. Mr. Carleton was too good to be wished away. 
All that evening his care of her never ceased. At tea, 
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which the poor child woald hardly have shared but for him, 
and after tea, when in the absence of bustle ^e had leiaure 
to feel more fully her strange circomstances and position, 
he hardly permitted her to feel either, doing everything for 
her ease and pleasure and quietly managing at the same 
time to keep back his mother's more forward and less hap- 
pily adapted tokens of kind feeling. Though she knew he 
was constantly occupied with her Fleda could not foel 
oppressed ; his kindness was as pervading and as unobtru- 
sive as the summer air itself; she folt as if she was in 
somebody's hands that knew her wants before she did, and 
quietly supplied or prevented them, in a way she could not 
tell how. It was very rarely that she even got a chance to 
utter the quiet and touching *^ thank you," whidi invariably 
answered every token of kindness or thoughtfolness that 
permitted an answer. How greatly that harsh and sad day 
was softened to little Fleda's heart by the good feeling and 
fine breeding of one person. She thought when she went 
to bed that night, thought seriously and gratefully, that 
since she must go over the ocean and take that long journey 
to her aunt, how glad she was, how thankful she ought to 
be, that she had so very kind and pleasant people to go 
with. Kind and pleasant she counted them both; but 
what more she thought of Mr. Carleton it would be hard to 
say. Her admiration of him was very high, appreciating, 
as she did to Jibe full all that charm of manner which she 
could neither analyze nor describe. 

Her last words to him that night, spoken with a most 
wistful anxious glance into his face, were, 

^' You will take me back again, Mr. Carleton 1" 

He knew what she meant. 

*• Certainly I will. 1 promised you, Fleda." 

'* Whatever Guy promises you may be very sure he will 
do," said his mother with a smile. 

Fleda believed it. But the next morning it was very 
plain that this promise he would not be called upon to per- 
form ; Fleda would not be well enough to go to the funeraL 
She was able indeed to get up, but she lay all day upon 
the so& in the dressing-room. Mr. Carleton had bargained 
fur no company last night ; to-day female curiosity could 
stand it no longer ; and Mrs. Thorn and Mrs. Evelyn came up 
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to look and gomp openly and to admire and comment pri- 
vately, when they had a chanoe. Fleda lay perfectly quiet 
and still, seeming not much to notice or care for their 
presence ; they thou^t she was tolerably easy in body and 
mind, perhaps tired and sleepy, and like to do well enough 
after a few days. How little they knew ! How little they 
could imagine the assembly of Thought which was holding 
in that child's mind ; how little they deemed of the deep, 
sad, serious look into life which that little spirit was taking. 
How &r they wece from &ncying while they were discuss- 
ing all manner of trifles before her, sometimes when they 
thought her sleeping, that in the intervals between sadder 
and weighter things her nice instincts were taking the gauge 
of all tiheir characters ; unconsciously, but surely ; how 
they might have been ashamed if they had known that 
while they were busy with all affairs in the universe but 
tliose which most nearly concerned them, the little child at 
their side whom they had almost foigotten was secretly 
looking up to her Father in heaven, and asking to be kept 
pure from the world ! "Not unto the wise and prudent;" 
— ^how strange it may seem in one view of the subject, — in 
another, how natural, how beautiful, how reasonable ! 

Fieda did not ask again to be taken to Queechy. But as 
the aflemoon drew on she turned her face away from the com- 
pany and shielded it from view among the cushions, and 
lay in that utterly motionless state of body which betrays 
a concentrated movement of the spirits in some hidden 
direction. To her companions it betrayed nothing. They 
only lowered their tones a little lest they should disturb her. 

It had grown dark, and she was sitting up again, leaning 
i^inst the pillows and in her usual quietude, when Mr. 
(Sirleton came in. They had not seen him since before 
dinner. He came to her side and taking her hand made 
some gentle inquiry how she was. 

*^She has had a fine rest," said Mrs. Evelyn, 

'*She has been sleeping all the afternoon," said Mrs. 
Carieton, — ^'^she lay as quiet as a mouse, without stirring; 
— ^you were sleeping, weren't you, dear]" 

Fleda's lips hardly formed the word " no," and her fea- 
tures were quivering sadly. Mr. Carleton's were impene- 

trab)e» 

u 
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'^Deftr Fleda," said ho» stooping down and ipeddiif wilk 
equal gravity and kindliness of nuuiner, — ^^you were not 
able to go." 

Fleda's shake of the head gave a meek aoquiesoenoe. 
But her &oe was covered, and the gay talkers ajround her 
were silenced and sobered by the heaving of her little 
fi»me with sobs that she could not ke^ back. Mr. Carle- 
ton seeured the permanence of their silence for that eTen> 
ing. He dismissed them the room again and would have 
nobody there but himself and his mothej. 

instead of being better the next day Fleda was not able 
to get up; she was somewhat feyerish and exceedingly 
weak. 8he lay like a baby, Mrs. Carleton said, and gave 
as little trouble. Gentle and patient always, she made no 
complaint, and even uttered no wish, and whatever they 
did made no objection. Though many a tear that day aiid 
the following paid its faithful tribute . to the memory <tf 
what she had lost^ no one knew it ; she was never seen to 
weep ; and the very grave composure of her face and her 
passive unconcern as to what was done or doing around her 
alone gave her friends reason to suspect that the mind was 
not as quiet as the body. Mr. Carleton was the only one 
who saw deeper ; the only one that guessed why the little 
hand often covered the eyes so carefully, and read the very, 
very grave lines of the mouth that it could not. hide. 

As soon as she could bear it he had her brought out to 
the dressing-room again, and laid on the sofa ; and it was 
several days before she could be got any further. But there 
he could be more with her and devote himself more to her 
pleasure ; and it was not long before he had made himself 
necessary to the poor child's comfort in a way beyond what 
he was aware of. 

He was not the only one who shewed her kindness. Un- 
wearied care and most affectionate attention were lavished 
upon her by his mother and both her friends; they all 
thought they could not do enough to mark their feeling and 
regard for her. Mrs. Carleton and Mrs. Evelyn nursed her 
by nicht and by day. Mrs. Evelyn read to her. Mrs. Thorn 
would come often to look and smile at her and say a few 
words of heart-felt pity and sympathy. Yet Fleda could 
not feel quite at home with any one of them. They did 
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1M iee It. H^ Kuoiner was affectionate and grate^l, to 
^ tsitmon of their wish; her simple natural politeness, her 
sSoe sense of propriety, were ^at every call ; she seemed 
alter a few days to be as cheerful and to enter as much 
Into What was going on about her as they had any reason 
to expect she ooald ; and they were satisfied. But while 
moving thus smoothly among her new companions, in se^ 
cret her spirit Stood aloof; there was not one of them that 
oottld touch her, that could understand her, that could pieet 
the want of her nature. Mrs. Carleton was incapacitated 
for it by education; Mrs. Evelyn by character; Mrs. 
Thorn by natural constitution. Of them all, though by fiir 
the least winning and ^reeable in personal qualifications, 
Fleda would soonest have relied on Mrs. Thorn, could 
soonest have loved her. Her homeJy sympathy and kind- 
ness made their way to the child's heart ; Fleda felt them 
and trusted them. But there were too few points of eon* 
tact. .Fleda thanked her, and did not wish to see her 
again. With Mrs. Carleton Fleda had almost nothing at 
all in common. And that notwithstanding all this lady's 
politeness, intelligence, cultivation, and real kindness 
towards herself. Fleda would readily have given her credit 
for them all ; and yet, the nautilus may as soon compare 
notes with the navigator, the canary might as well study 
Maelzel's Metronome, as a child of nature and a woman of 
the world comprehend and suit each other. The nature of 
the one must change or the two must remain the world 
wide apart. Fleda felt it, she did not know why. Mrs. 
Carleton was very kind, and perfectly polite; but Fleda 
had no pleasure in her kindness, no trust in her politeness ; 
or if that be saying too much, at least she felt that for some 
inexplicable reason both were unsatisfactory. Even the 
tact which each possessed in an exquisite degree was not 
the same in each ; in one it was the self-graduating power 
of a clever machine, — ^in the other, the delicateness of the 
sensitive-plant. Mrs. Carleton herself was not without 
some sense of this distinction; she confessed, secretly, that 
there was something in Fleda out of the reach of her dis- 
cernment, and consequently beyond the walk of her skill ; 
and felt, rather uneasily, that more delicate hands were 
needed to guide so delicate a nature. Mrs. Evelyn came 
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nearer the point. She was very pleasant, and she knew 
how to do things in a charming way ; and there were times, 
frequently, when Fleda thought she was everything lovely. 
But yet, now and then a mere word, or look, would contriu 
diet this fair promise, a something of hardness which Fleda 
could not reconcile with the soft gentleness of other times; 
and on the whole 'Mrs. Evelyn was unsure ground to her; 
she could not adventure her confidence there. 

With Mr. Carleton alone Fleda felt at home. He only, 
she knew, completely understood and appreciated her. 
Yet she saw also that with others he was not the same as 
with her. Whether grave or gay there was about him an 
air of cool indifference, very often reserved and not seldom 
haughty ; and the eye which could melt and glow when 
turned upon her, was sometimes as bright and cold as a 
winter sky. Fleda felt sure however that she might trust 
him entirely so far as she herself was concerned ; of the 
rest she stood in doubt. $he was quite right in both cases. 
Whatever else there might be in that blue eye, there was 
truth in it when it met hers ; she gave that truth her full 
confidence and was willing to honour every. draught made 
upon her charity for the other parts of his character. 

He never seemed to lose sight of her. He was always 
doing something for which Fleda loved him, but so quietly 
and happily that she could neither help his taking the trou- 
ble nor thank him for it. It might have been matter of 
surprise that a gay young man of fashion should concern 
himself like a brother about the wants of a little child ; the 
young gentlemen down stairs who were not of the society 
in the dressing-room did make themselves very merry 
upon the subject, and rallied Mr. Carleton with the com- 
mon amount of wit and wisdom about his little sweetheart; 
a raillery which met the most flinty indifference. But none 
of those who saw Fleda ever thought strange of anything 
that was done for her ; and Mrs. Carleton was rejoiced to 
have her son take up the task she was fain to lay down. 
So he really, more than any one else, had the management 
of her ; and Fleda invariably greeted his entrance into the 
room with a faint smile, which even thq ladies who saw 
agreed was well worth working for. 
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CHAPTEB- IX. 



If large poswisionB, pompous titles^ honouraMe charges, and profitable oom* 
missions, could have made this proud man happy, there would have been 
nothing wanting.— L'Estkamok. 



SEVERAL days had passed. Fleda's cheeks had gained 
no colour, but she had grown a little stronger, and it 
was thought the party might proceed on their way without 
any more tarrying ; trusting that change and the motion of 
travelling would do better things for Fled a than could be 
hoped from any. further stay at Montepoole. The matter 
was talked over in an evening consultation in the dressing- 
room, and it was decided that they would set off on the 
second day thereafter. 

Fleda was lying quietly on her sofa, with her eyes closed, 
having had nothing to say during the discussion. They 
thought she had perhaps not heard it. Mr. Carleton^ 
sharper eyes, however, saw that one or two tears were 
glimmering just under the eyelash. He bent down over 
her and whispered, 

" I know what you are thinking of Fleda, do I not 1" 

*' I was thinking of aunt Miriam,'^ Fleda said in an an- 
swering whisper, without opening her eyes. 

" I will take care of that." 

Fleda looked up and smiled most expressively her thanks, 
and in five minutes was asleep. Mr. Carleton stood 
watching her, querying how long those clear eyes would 
have nothing to hide, — how long that bright purity could 
resist the corrosion of the world's breath ; and half think- 
ing that it would be better for the spirit to pass away, with 
its lustre upon it, than stay till self-interest should sharpen 
the eye, and the lines of diplomacy write themselves on 
that foir brow, " Better so ; better iso." 
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' " What are you thinking of so gloomily, Guy ?" said his 
mother. 

'' That is a tender little creature to stro^le wil^^nyogh 
world." 

*' She won^t have to «trt^gle with it," said Mrs. Oarle- 
ton. 

"She will do very well," said Mrs. Evelyn. 

" I don't think she'd find it a rough world, where you 
were, Mr. Carleton," said Mrs. Thorn. 

"Thank you ma'am," he said smiling. "But unhappily 
my power reaches very little way." 

" Perhaps," said Mrs. Evelyn with a sly smile, — " that 
might be arranged differently — Mrs. Rossitur — I have no 
doubt — would desire nothing better than a smooth world 
for her little niece — ^and Mr. Carleton's power might be 
unlimited in its extent.^ 

There was no answer, and the absolute repose of all the 
Knes of the young gentleman's face bordered too nearly om 
contempt to encourage the lady to pursue her jest any far- 
ther. 

The next day Fleda was well enough to bear moving. 
Mr. Carleton had her carefully bundled up, and then carried 
her down stairs and placed her in the little light wagon 
which had once before brought her to the Pool. Luckily it 
was a mild day, for no close carriage was to be had for 
love or money. The stage-coach in which Fleda had l>een 
fetched from her grand&ther's was in use, away somewhere. 
Mr, Carleton drove her down to aunt Miriam's, and leaving 
her there he went off again ; and whatever he did with him- 
self it was a good two hours before he came back. All too 
little yet they were for the tears and the sympathy whteh 
went to so many things both in the past and in the future. 
Aunt Miriam had not said half she wished to say, when 
the wagon was at the gate again, and Mr. Carleton came 
to take his little charge away. 

He found her sitting happily in aunt Miriam's lap. 
Fleda was very grateful to him for leaving her sudi a nice 
long time, and welcomed him with even a brighter smile 
than usual. But her head rested wistfully on her annt^s 
bosom after that ; and when he asked her if she was almost 
ready to go, she hid her face there and put her arms about 



qUJS£CH7, 127 

ker imek. The old lady held her doee fbr a few minateft, 
in silence. 

^^ Elfieda," said aunt Miriam gravely and tenderly ,-^^ do 
you know what was your mother's prayer for youl** 

" Yes^" — she whispered. 

"What was it 1" 

"That I— mi^t be kept—" 

" Um^potted from the world !" repeated aunt Ifiriam, in 
a tone of tender and deep feeling ; — " My sweet blossom ! 
— Jiow wih thou ke^ so % WOl you remember always 
your motiier's prayer f 

«I will try." 

" How wUl you try, Fleda?" 

'*Iwfflway." 

Aunt Imriam kissed h^ again and again, fondly repeat- 
mg, '*The Lord hear thee! — ^The Lord bless thee! — l\i<^ 
JiOrd keep thee ! — as a lily among thorns, my precious 
liitle babe ; — though in the world, not of it. — ^" 

^ Do you think that is possible ?" said Mr. Carleton sig- 
niiieantly, when a few moments after they had risen and 
were about to separate. Aunt Miriam looked at him in 
WKprise and asked, 

.«' What, m r 

"To live in the world and not be like the world?" 

She cast her eyes upon Fleda, fondly smoothing down 
h»p soft hair with both hands for a minute or two before 
■h# answered, 

" By the help of one thing sir, yes !" 

^< Ajnd what is that *?" said he quickly. 

"The blessmg of God, with whom all things are pos- 
•Ible." 

His eyes fbll, and there was a kind of incredulous sadness 
in his half smile which aunt Miriam understood better than 
be did. She sighed as she folded Fleda again to her breast 
and whisperingly bade her "Remember!" But Fleda 
knew nothing of it ; and when she had finally parted from 
«imt Miriam and was seated in the little wagon on her way 
borne, to her fancy the best friend she had in the world 
was sitting beside her. 

Neither wsa her judgment wrong, so &rl^l it went. She 
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saw true where she saw at all. But there was a great ded 
she could not see. 

Mr. Carleton was an unbeliever. Not maliciously, — 
not wilfully, — not stupidly ; — ^I'ather the fool of circum- 
stance. His skepticism might be traced to the joint work- 
ings of a very fine nature and a very bad education. That 
is, education in the broad sense of the term ; of course none 
of the means and appliances of mental culture had been 
wanting to him. 

He was an uncommonly fine example of what nature 
alone can do for a man. A character of nature^s building 
is at best a yerj ragged affair, without reli^on's finishing 
hand ; — at the utmost a fine ruin — ^no more. And if that 
be the utmost^ of nature's handiwork, what is at the other 
end of the scale 1 — alas ! the rubble stones of the min ; 
what of good and fair nature had reared there was not strong 
enough to stand alone. But religion cannot work alike on 
every foundation ; and the varieties are as many as the 
individuals. Sometimes she must build the whole, from 
the very ground ; and there are cases where nature's work 
stands so strong and fair that religion's strength may be 
expended in perfecting and enriching and carrying it to an 
uncommon height of grace and beauty, and dedieating the 
&ir temple to a new use. 

Of religion Mr. Carleton had nothing at all, and a true 
Christian character had never crossed his path near enough 
for him to become acquainted with it. His mother was a 
woman of the world ; his father had been a man of the 
world ; and what is more, so deep-<lyed a politician that 
to all intents and purposes, except as to bare natural affec- 
tion, he was nothing to his son and his son was nothing 
to him. Both mother and &ther thought the son a piece 
of perfection, and mothers and fathers have very often 
indeed thought so on less grounds. Mr. Carleton saw, 
whenever he took time to look at him, that Guy had no 
lack either of quick wit or manly bearing*, that he had 
pride enough to keep him from low eompany and make 
him abhor low pursuits^ if anything more than pride and 
better than pride mingled with it, the Other's discernment 
oould not reach so &r. He had a love for knowledge 
too, that from a child made him eager in seeking it, in 
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ways both regular and desultory; and tastes which his 
mother laughingly said would give him all the elegance of 
a woman, joined to the strong manly character which no 
one ever doubted he possessed. She looked mostly at the 
outside, willing if that pleased her to take everything else 
upon trust ; and the grace of manner which a warm heart 
and fine sensibilities and a mind entirely frank and above- 
board had given him, from his earliest years had more than 
met all her wishes. No one suspected the stubbornness 
and energy of will which was in &ct the back-bone of his 
character. Nothing tried it. His father's death early left 
little Guy to his mother's guardianship. Contradicting him 
was the last thing she thought of, and of course it was 
attempted* by no one else. 

If she would ever have allowed that he had a fault, which 
she never would, it was one that grew out of his greatest 
virtue, an unmanageable truth of character; and if she 
^er unwillingly recognised its companion virtue, firmness 
of will, it was when she endeavoured to combat certain 
troublesome demonstrations of the other. In spite of all 
the grace and charm of manner in which he was allowed to 
be a model, and which was as natural to him as it was 
universal, if ever the interests of truth came in conflict 
with the dictates of society he flung minor considerations 
behind his back and came out with some startling piece of 
bluntness at which his mother was utterly confounded. 
These occasions were very rare; he never sought them. 
Always where it was possible he chose either to speak or 
be silent in an unexceptionable manner. But sometimes 
the barner of conventionalities, or his mother's unwise 
policy, pressed too hard upon his integrity or his indigna- 
tion ; and he would then free the barrier and present the 
shut-out truth in -its full size and proportions before his 
mother's shocked eyes. It was in vain to try to coax or 
blind him ; a marble statue is not more unruffled by the 
soft airs of summer ; and Mrs. Carleton was fain to console 
herself with the reflection that Guy's very next act after 
one of these breaks would be one of such happy ^scination 
that the former would be forgotten ; and that in this world 
of discordancies it was impossible on the whole for any 
one to come neai^er perfection. And if there was incon^ 



veniemoe there were also great oomlbrts about thfai 
ter of truthfulness. 

So nearly up to the time of his leaving the Uaivvtsi^ 
the young heir lived a life of as free and uneontrolled en* 
joyment as the deer on his grounds, happily led by hiaowa 
line instincts to seek that enjoyment in pure and ^aluial 
sources. His tutor was proud of his success ; hb depend* 
ants loved his frank and high bearing ; his mother rejoioed 
in his .personal accomplishments, and was seoretly well 
pleased that his tastes led him another way from the more 
Qommon and less safe indulgences of other young num^ 
He had not escaped the temptations of opportimily and 
example. But gambling was not intellectual enough, 
jockeying was too undignified, and drinking too ooane a 

eleasure for him. Even hunting and coursing charmed 
im but for a few times ; when he found he could oat-rida 
and out^leap all his companions, he hunted no more ; teli> 
ing his mother when she attacked him on the subfeet, that 
he thought the hare the worthier animal of the two upon a 
chase; and that the fox* deserved an easier death. His 
friends twitted him with his want of spirit and want of 
manliness; but such light shafts bounded back from the 
buff suit of cool indifference in which their object was cased ; 
aad his companions very soon gave over the attempt either 
to persuade or annoy him, with the condusion that *^ iioth» 
ingcould be done with Carleton." 

The same wants that had displeased him in the sports 
soon led him to decline the company of those who indulged 
in them. From the low-minded,' from the uncultivated, 
from the unrefined in mind and manner, and such there an 
in the highest class of society as well as in the less-&voarw 
•d, he shrank Away in secret disgust or weariness. IWra 
was no affinity. To his books, to his grounds, which ke 
took endless delight in overseeing, to the fine arts in general, 
Ibr which he had a great love and for one or two of them 
a great talent, — he went with restless eneigy and no want 
of companionship ; and at one or the other, always pushing 
eagerly fi)rward after some point of exoetience or some 
tiew attainment not yet reached, and which sprang up albar 
one another as &8t as ever ^' Alps on Alps," he was hmpily 
and ooaalantly busy. Too solitary, his modier thoiipt,^^ 
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^ tvuM^d would mend itself. He would be thioii^ Ae 
UnHreraity and oome of age a«d go into the woiU» m a 
siiftAer of neoeseity. 

But years brought a ohaoge-<*iiot the change his iiiolhar 
looked for. That restless aotiye energy which had made the 
y^ars of Us youth so happy, became, in oonneetiifA with 
one or two other qualities, a troublesome companion whtm 
be had- reached the age of manhood and obeying manhoodVi 
law had ^' put away childish things." On what should it 
spend itself? It had lost none of its strength ; while his &»- 
tidious notions of excellence and a fiur-reaohing dear-aif^ited- 
liess which belonged to his truth of nature, greatly narrowed 
the sphere of its possible action. He could not delpda 
himself into the belief that the oversight of his plantations 
and the perfecting his park sc^iery could be a worthy end of 
existence ; or that p^ting and music were meant to be the 
fftamina of life ; or even that books were their own final 
eause. These things had refined and enriched him ; — they 
Bright go on doing so to the end of his days ; — but jir 
tohat^ For what? 

It is said that everybody has his nidie, fidling to find 
which nobody fills his place or acts bis part in soeie^. 
Mr, Carleton could not find his niche, and he eonaequentiiy 
grew dissatisfied everywhere. His mother's hopes from the 
University and the World, were sadly disappointed. 

At the University he had not lost his time. The pride 
of character which joined with less estimable pride of 
birth was a marked feature in his composition, made him 
look with scorn upon the ephemeral pursuits of on^^ set of 
young men ; while his strong intellectual tastes drew him 
in the other direction; and the energetic activity whiob 
drove him to do everything well that he (mce took in hand* 
carried him to high distinction. Being there he would have 
disdained to be anywhere but at the top of the^tr^ie. Bui 
out of the Univemity and in possession of bis estates^ wha4 
•hottld he do with hiniself and them 1 

A question easy to settle by moat young men ! veiy earn 
to sel^e by Guy, if he had had the clue of Chrisliian tni^ 
to guide him throu«rh the labyrinth. But tb^ «Lue was 
wanting, and the world seemed to hiin a world of o(M^«1oq. 
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A eortiin desmeas of judgment is apt ta be the UeMod 
handmaid of uncommon truth of character ; the mind that 
knows not what it is to play tricks upon? its neighbours is 
rewarded by a comparatiye freedom from self-deoeptionir 
Guy could not sit down upon his estates and lead an insect 
life like that recommended by Rossitur. His energiea 
wanted room to exp^id tbemsdves. But the world offered 
no sphere that would satisfy him; even had his circum* 
stances and position laid all equally open. It was a busy 
world, but to him people seemed to be busy upon trifles, 
or working in a eirele, or working mischief; and his nice 
notions of what ougtht lo bi were shocked by what he saw 
«MW, in every direction around him. He was disgusted with 
what he called the drivelling of some unhappy specimens 
of the Church which had come in his way ; he disbelieved 
the truth of what such men professed. If there had been 
truth in it, he thought, they would deserve to be drummed 
out of the profession. He detested the crooked fnvoWments 
and double-dealing of the law. He demised the butterfly 
life of a soldier; and as to the other side of a soldier's life, 
again he thought, what is it for ? — ^to humour the arrogance 
of the proud, — ^to pamper the appetite of the full, — ^to tighten 
the grip of the iron hand of power ; — ^and though it be 
sometimes for better ends, yet the soldier cannot choose 
what letters of the alphabet of obedience he will learn. 
Politics was the very shaking of the government sieve^ where 
if there were any solid result it was accompanied with a 
very great flying about of chaff indeed. Society was nothing 
but whip syllabub, — a mere conglofrreration of bubbles, — as 
hollow and as unsatisfying. And in lower departments of 
human life, as far as he knew, he saw evils yet more deplor- 
able. The Churdi played at sfauttlecodc with men^s credu- 
lousness, the law with their purses, the medical professionr 
with their lives, the military with their liberties and hopes. 
He acknowledged that in all these lines of action there was 
much talent, much good intention, much admirable diligence 
and acuteness brought out — ^but to what great general end ? 
He saw in short that the machinery of the human mincL 
both at large and in particular, was out of ordar. He did 
not know what was the broken wheel the want of whtob set 
all the rest to rmming wioog. 



This wad a strange train of thought for a rery young man ; 
iMit Guy had lived muoh alone, and in solitude one is like 
a person who has climbed a high mountain ; the air is porer 
about him, his vision is freer ; the eye goes straight and 
dear to the distant view which below aa the plain a 
thousand things would come between to intercept. Bnt 
there was some morbidness about it too. Disappointment 
in two or three instances where he had given his full oonfi* 
denoe and been obliged to take it back had quickened him 
to generalize unfavourably upon human character, both in 
the mass and in individuals. And a restless dissatisftctioa 
with himself and the world did not tend to a healthy view 
of things. Yet truth was at the bottom; truth rarely ar» 
rived at without the help of revelation. He discerned a 
want he did not know how to supply. His fine percep- 
tkms felt the jar of the machinery which other men are 
too busy or too deaf to hear. It seemed to him hopelessly 
disordered. 

This habit of thinking wrought a change very unlike what 

his mother had looked for. He mingled more in society, 

but Mrs. Carleton saw that the eye with which he looked 

upon it was yet colder than it wont to be. A cloud 

came over the light gay spirited manner he had used to 

wear. The charm of his address was as great as ever 

where he pleased to shew it, but much more generally now 

he contented himself with a cool reserve, as impossible to 

disturb as to find fault with. His temper suffered the same 

eclipse. It was naturally excellent. His passions were not 

hastily moved. He had never been easy to offend ; hiscare^ 

less good-humour and an unbounded proud self respect made 

him look rather with contempt than anger upon the things 

that fire most men ; though when once moved to displeasure 

it was stem and abiding in proportion to the depth of his 

character. The same good-humour and cool self respect 

forbade him even then to be eager in shewing resentment ; 

the offender fell off from his esteem and apparently from 

the sphere of his notice as easily as a drop of water from a 

duck's wing, and could with as much ease regain his lost 

lodgmeDt ; but unless there were wrong to be righted or 

tZtttn to be vindicated he was in general safe from any further 

tokens of displeasure. In those cases Mr. Carleton was an 

u 



adverooey to be dreaded. As eool, as uawaveHng, m per- 
wtwermg there «8 in other thfegs, he there as in other things 
ifo more &i)ed of his end. And at bottom these charaeter- 
wttes remained the same ; it was rather his humour than 
his temper that sufiered a change. That grew more gloomy 
and less gentle. He was more easily irritated and would 
shew it more freely than in the old happy times had eyer 
been. 

Mrs. CSarleton would have been glad to have those times 
baek again. It oould not be. Guy could not be content 
any longer in the Happy Valley of Amhara. Life had 
something for him to do beyond his park palings. He had 
carried manly exercises and personal accomplishments to 
an uncommon point of perfection ; he knew his library well 
and his grounds thoroughly, and had made excellent im- 
provement of both ; it was in ^ain to try to persuade him 
that seed-time and harvest were the same thing, and that 
be had nothing to do but to rest in what he had done ; 
shew his bright colours and flutter like a moth in the sun- 
shine, or sit down like a degenerate bee in the summer 
time and eat his own honey. The power of action which he 
knew in himself could not rest without something to act 
apon. It longed to be doing. 

But what? 

Conscience is often morbidly far-sighted. Mr. Garleton 
had a very large tenantry around him and depending upon 
him, in bettering whose condition, if he had but known it, 
all those energies might have found full play. It never en- 
tered into his head. He abhorred business, — the detail of 
business ; and his fastidious tastes especially shrank from 
having anything to do among those whose business was lit- 
erally their life. The eye sensitively fond of elegance, the 
extreme of elegance, in everything, and permitting no other 
around or about him, could not bear the tokens of mental 
and bodily wretchedness among the ignorant poor; he 
escaped from them as soon as possible ; thought that pov- 
erty was one of the irregularities of this wrong-working 
machine of a world, and something utterly beyond his 
power to do away or alleviate; and left to his steward 
all the responsibility that of right rested on his own- shoal- 



And ftt last unable to content himaelf in the old routine 
of thinge he quitted home and Ei^land, even before be ins 
of age, and roved from place to place, trying, and trying in 
▼ain, to soothe the vague restlessnese that <»Ued for a very 
different remedy. 

" On change de del, — Von. ne ehaage point de eoi." 
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CHAPTER X. 



Fftire ChristabeUa, ttast ladye bright, 

Waa had forth of the towre : 
Bat ever she droopeth in her mindei 
Aa, nipt by an ungentle winde, 

Doth some fSRira lillye flowre. 

Str Oauusb. 



THAT evening, the Jast of their stay at Montepoole, 
Fleda was thought well enough to take her tea in com- 
pany. So Mr. Carleton carried her down, though she could 
have walked, and placed her on the so& in the parlour. 

Whatever disposition the young officers might have felt 
to renew their pleasantry on the occasion, it was shamed 
into silence. There was a pure dignity about that little pale 
fiice which protected itself. They were quite struck, and 
Fleda had no reason to complain of want of attention from 
any of the party. Mr. Evelyn kissed her. Mr. Thorn 
brought a little table to the side of the sofa for her cup of 
tea to stand on, and handed her the toast most dutifully ; 
and her cousin Rossitur went back and forth between her 
and the tea-urn. All of the ladies seemed to take immense 
satis&ction in looking at her, they did it so much ; standing 
about the hearth-rug with their cups in their hands, sipping 
their tea. Fleda was quite touched with everybody's kind- 
ness, but somebody at the back of the sofii whom she did 
not see was the greatest comfort of all. 

"You must let me carry you up stairs wnen you go, 
Fleda," said her cousin. '^ I shall grow quite jealous of 
your friend Mr. Carleton." 

" No," said Fleda smiling a little, — " I shall not let any 
one but him carry me up, — ^if he will." 

" We shall all grow jealous of Mr. Carleton," said Tkm. 
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'^He means to monopolize you, keeping you shut up there, 
up stairs." 

" He didn't keep me shut up," said FJeda. 

Mr. Carleton was welcome to monopolize her, if it de- 
pended on her vote. 

" Not fair play, Carleton," continued the young officer 
wisely shaking his head, — " all start alike, or there's no fun 
in the race. You've fairly distanced us — ^left us nowhere." 

He might have talked Chinese and been as intelligible to . 
Fleda, — ^and as interesting to Guy, for all that appeared. 

" How are we going to proceed to-morrow, Mr. Evelyn 1" 
said Mrs. Carleton. " Has the missing stage-coach returned 
yet ? or will it be forthcoming in the morning ]" 

" Promised, Mrs. Carleton. The landlord's faith stands 
pledged for it." 

" Then it won't disappoint us, of course. What a dismal 
way of travelling !" 

"This young country has'n't grown up to post-coaches 
yet," said Mrs. Evelyn. 

" How many will it hold f inquired Mrs. Carleton. 

" Hum ! — Nine inside, I suppose." 

" And we number ten, with the servants." 

"Just take us," said Mr. Evelyn. "There's room on 
the box for one." 
. " It will not take me," said Mr. Carleton. 

" How will you go 1 ride V said his mother. " I should 
think you would, since you have found a horse you like so 
well." 

" By George ! I wish there was another that / liked," 
said Rossitur, " and I'd go on horseback too. Such weather I 
The landlord says it's the beginning of Indian summer." 

" It's too early for that," said Thorn. 

" Well, eight inside will do very well for one day," said 
Mrs. Carleton. " That will give little Fleda a little more 
space to lie at her ease." 

" You may put Fleda out of your calculations too, 
mother," said Mr. Carleton. " I will take care of her." 

" How in the world," exclaimed his mother, — " if you are 
on horseback ]" 

And Fleda twisted herself round so as to give a look of 
bright inquiry at his &ce. She got no answer beyond 

IT 
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a smiie, which however oompletely satisfied her. As to 
the rest he told his mother that he had arranged it and they 
should see in the morning. Mrs. Carleton was far from 
being at ease on the subject of his arrangements, but she let 
thfi matter drop. 

Fleda was secretly very much pleased. She thought she 
would a great deal rather go with Mr. Carleton in the little 
wagon than in the stage-coach with the rest of the people. 
Privately -she did not at all admire Mr. Thorn or her 
cousin Rossitur. They amused her though; and feeling 
very much better and stronger in body, and at least quiet in 
mind, she sat in tolerable comfort on her sofa, looking and 
listening to the people who were gayly talking 'around her. 

In the gaps of talk she sometimes thought she heard a 
distressed sound in the hall. The buzz of tongues covered 
It up, — then again she heard it, — and she was sure at last 
that it was the voice of a dog. Never came an appeal in 
vain from any four-footed creature to Fleda's heart. All 
the rest being busy with their own affairs, she quietly sot 
up and opened the door and looked out, and finding that 
she was right went softly into the hall. In one comer lay 
her cousin Rossitur's beautiful black pointer, which she 
well remembered and had greatly admired several times. 
The poor creature was every now and then uttering short 
cries, in a manner as if he would not but they were 
forc«d from him. 

'^ What is the matter with him V' asked Fleda, stepping 
fearfully towards the dc^, and speaking to Mr. Carleton 
wiio had come out to look after her. As ^e spoke the dog 
rose and came crouching and wagging his tail to meet them. 

" O Mr. Carleton !" Fleda almost screamed, — " look at 
him ! O what is the matter with him ! he\all over bloody ! 
Poor creature !" — 

^^ You must ask your cousin, Fleda," said Mr. Carleton, 
with as much cold disgupt in his countenance as it often ex- 
pressed ; and that is saying a good deal. 

Fleda oould speak in the cause of a dog, where' she would 
kave been silent in her own. She went back to the parlour 
and begged her cousin ^ ith a face of distress to come oat 
into the hall, — she did no V say for what. Both he and Thorn 
followed her. Roesiti < face darkened as Fleda repeated 
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her enquiry, her hewrt so ftdl hjr lUs tune as hardly to aUov 
her to make any. 

^ Why the <bg Mn^ do Ua duty and has heaa puaishi. 
ed," ho said gloomily. 

*" Punished r said Fleda. 

*'Shot," said Mr. Carleton ooolly. 

"Shot!" exclaimed Fleda, bursting into heartwrung 
tears, — ** Shot ! — O how could any one do it ! Oh how 
eoald you, how could you, cousm Charhon ?" 

It was a picture. The child was crying bitterly, her fiB*> 
gers stroking the poor d^^^s head with a touch in which lay, 
O what tender healmg, if the will had but had magnetic 
power. Carleton's eye glanced significantly from her to 
the young officers. Rossitur looked at Thorn. 

^ it was not Charlton — it was I, Miss Fleda," said the 
latter. "Charlton lent him to me to-day, and he dis- 
obeyed me, and so I was angry with him and* punished 
him a little severely ; but he'll soon get over it." 

But all Fleda's answer was, " I am very sorry ! — ^I am 
very sorry! — ^poor dog!!" — and to weep such teany as 
made the young gentlemen for once a^med of them- 
selves. It almost did the child a misdiief. She did not 
get over it all the evening. And she never got over it as 
feat as Mr. T%om was concerned. 

Mrs. Carleton hoped, Ihintly, that Guy would come to 
reason by the next morning and let Fleda go in the sti^^ 
coach with the rest of the people. But he was as unreason- 
able as ever, and stuck to his purpose. She had supposed 
however, with Fleda, that the df^renee would be only an 
open vehicle and his company instead of a covered one and 
her own. Both of them were sadly diseomftted when on 
oominff to the hall door to take their carriages it was found 
that Mr. Carleton's meaning was no less than to take Fleda 
before him on horseback. He was busy even then in 
arranging a cushion on the pommel of the saddle for her to 
ait upon. Mrs. Carleton burst into indignant remon- 
strances ; Fleda silently trembled. 

But Mr. Carleton had his own notions on the subject, 
and they were not moved by anything his mother could 
say. He quietly went on with his preparations ; taking 
very slight notice of the raillery of the young omeers, an- 
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ewering Mrs. Evelyn with polite words, and silea<Hng Mi 
mother as he came up with one of those looks out of his 
dark eyes to which she dlways forgave the wilfulness for 
tl^e sake of the beauty and the winning power. She was 
<5ompletely conquered, and stepped back with even a smile. 

** But CSarleton !" cried Rossitur impatiently, — " you can't 
ride so ! you'll find it deucedly inconvenient." 
. " Possibly," said Mr. Carleton. 

'' Fleda would be a great deal better off in the stage- 
coach.'^ 

" Have you studied medicine, Mr. Rossitur 1" said the 
young man. ^^ Because I am persuaded of the contrary." 

" I don't believe your horse will like it," said Thorn. 

-' My horse is always of my mind, sir ; or if he be not I 
generally succeed in convincing hirn." 

'' But there is somebody else that deserves to be oon- 
sulted," said Mrs. Thorn. " I wonder how little Fleda will 
like it." 

^' I will ask her when we get to our first stopping-place," 
said Mr. Carleton smiling. '''• Come, Fleda !" 

Fleda would hardly have said a word if his purpose had 
been to put her imder the horse's feet instead of on his 
back. But she came forward with great unwillingness and a 
very tremulous little heart. He must have understood the 
want of alacrity in her &ee and manner, though he took no 
notice of it otherwise than by the gentle kindness with 
,which he led h&r to the horse-block and placed her upon it. 
Then mounting, and riding the horse up close to the block, 
he took Fleda in both hands and bidding her spring, in a 
moment she was safely seated before him. 

At first it seemed dreadful to Fleda to have that great 
horse's head so near her, and she was' afraid that her feet 
touching him would excite his most serious disapprobation. 
However a minute or so went by. and she could not see 
that his tranquillity seemed to be at all ruffled, or even 
that he was sensible of her being upon his shoulders. They 
waited to see the stage-coach ofi^ and then gently set for- 
ward. Fleda feared very much again when she felt the 
liorse moving under her, easy as his gait was, and looking 
after the stage-coach in the distance, now beyond call, she 
felt a MMb as if she was a great way firom help and dry 
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knd, oast away on a horse's back. But Mr. Oarleton's arm 

was gently passed round her, and she knew it held her 
safely and would not let her fall ; and he bent down his 
&Ge to her and asked her so kindly and tenderly, and with 
such a look too, that seemed to laugh at her fears, whether 
she felt afraid ?— and with such a kind little pressure of his 
arm that promised to take care of her, — that Fleda's 
courage mounted twenty d^rees at once. And it rose 
higher every minute ; the horse went very easily, and Mr. 
Carleton held her so that she could not be tired, and made 
her lean against him; and before they had gone a mile 
Fleda began to be delighted. Such a charming way of 
travelling ! Such a free view of the country ! — ^and in this 
pleasant weather too, neither hot nor cold, and when all na- 
ture's features were sof);ened by the light veil of haze that 
hung over them and kept off the ^un's glare. Mr. Carleton 
was right. In the stage-coach Fleda would have sat quiet 
in a comer and moped the time sadly away ; now she was 
roused, exdted, interested, even cheerful; forgetting her- 
self, which was the very thing of ail others to be desired for 
her. She lost her fears ; she was willing to have the horse 
trot or canter as fast as his rider pleased ; but the trotting 
was too rough for her, so they cantered or paced along 
most of the time, when the hills did not oblige them to 
walk quietly up and down, which happened pretty odeiL 
For several miles the country was not very familiar to 
Fleda. It was however extremely picturesque; and she 
sat silently and gravelv looking at it, her head lying upcm 
Mr. Carleton's breast, her little mind very full of thoughts 
and musings, curious, deep, sometimes sorrowful, but not 
unhappy. 

'^ I am afraid I tire you, Mr. Carleton !" said she in a 
sudden fit of recollection, starting up. 

His look answered her, and his arm drew her back to her 
place again. 

'' Are you not tired, Elfie ?" 

**Oh no! ^You have got a new name for me, Mr. 

Carleton," said she a moment after, looking up and smiling. 

« Do you like it 7" 

«' Yes." 

^ You are my good genius," said he, — '* so I asuat hav^e 
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% pecttlHur tKle fer you, difieraiit from what othMr people 
Ititow you by." 

"^ What is a genius, sir V said Fieda. 

" Weil a sprite then," said he smiling. 

•" A sprite !" said Fleda. 

** I have read a story of a lady, EUie, who had a great 
ttiany little unearthly creatures, a kind <xf sprites, to attend 
upon her. Some sat in the ringlets of her hair and took 
^arge of them ; some hid in the folds of her dress and 
made them lie gracefully ; another lodged in a dimple in 
her cheek, and another perched on her eyebrows, and so on.** 

*' To take care of her eyebrows ?" said Fleda laughing. 

*< Yes-— to smooth out all the ill-humoured wrinkles and 
frowns, I suppose." 

*' But am I such a spite ?" said Fleda. 

*" Something like it.^' 

*' Why what do I do]" said Fleda, rousing herself in a 
mfzture of gratification and amusement that was pleasant 
to behold. 

^ What office would you choose, Elfie ? what good would 
you like to do me?" 

It was a curious wistful look with which Fleda answered 
this question, an innocent look, in which Mr. Garleton read 
perfectly that she felt something was wanting in him, and 
did not know exactly what His smile almost made her 
think she had been mistaken. 

*'*' You are just the sprite you would wish to be, Elfie," 
he said. 

Fleda's head took its former position, and she sat for 
some time musing over his question and answer, till a 
familiar waymark put all such thoughts to flight. Hiey 
were passing Deepwater Lake, and would presently be at 
aunt Miriam's. Fleda looked now with a Ideating heart. 
Every foot of ground was known to her. She was seeing 
it perhaps for the last time. It was with even an intensity 
of eagerness that she watched every point and turn of the 
landscape, endeavouring to lose nothing in her fiirewell 
view, to give her farewell look at every favourite clump of 
trees and old rock, and at the very mill-wheels, which for 
years whether working or at rest had had such interest for 
her. If tears came to bid their good-by too, they were 
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liMtUy thrown olT, or sulfered to roll quietly cJewti ; /iftiy 
might bide their time ; but eyes must look now or never. 
How pleasant, how pleasant, the quiet old potmtry seemed 
to Fleda as they went along ! — ^in that most quiet light and 
colouring ; the brightness of the autumn glory gone, and 
the fiober warm hue which the hills still wore seen under 
that hazy veil. All the home-like peace of the place was 
8{»nead out to make it hard going away. Would she ever 
Bee any otJier so pleasant again? Those dear old hills 
and fields, among which she had been so happy, — thej 
were not to be her home any more; would she ever have 
the same sweet happiness anywhere else % — ^^ Hie Lord will 
provide !" thought little Fleda with swimmii^ eyes. 

It was hard to go by aunt Miriam's, fleda. eagerly 
looked, as well as she could, but no one was to be seen 
about the house. It was just as well. A sad gush of tears 
must come then, but she got rid of them as soon as possi- 
ble,- that she might not lose the rest of the. way, promising 
them another time. The little, settlement on ^^the hill" 
was passed, — the factories and mills and mill-ponds, one 
after the other ; they made Fleda feel very badly, for here 
she remembered going with her grandfather to see the 
work, and there she had stopped with him at the turner's 
shop to get a wooden bowl turned, and there she had been 
with Cynthy when she went to visit an acquaintance ; and 
there never was a happier little girl than Fleda had been 
in those old times. AH gone! — It was no use .trying to 
help it ; Fleda put her two hands to her face and cried at 
last a silent but not the less bitter leave-taking of the 
shadows of the past. 

She forced herself into quiet again, resolved to look to 
the last. As they were going down the hill past the saw- 
nxiil Mr. Carleton noticed that her head was stretched out 
to look back at it, with an expression of face he could not 
withstand.- He wheeled about immediately and went back 
imd stood opposite to it. The mill was not working to- 
day< The saw was standing still, though there were plenty 
of huge trunks of trees lying about in all directions waiting 
to be cut up. There was a desolate look of the place. No 
one was there ; the little brook, most of its waters cut o% 
did not go roaring and laughing down the hill but trickled 
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^ftly and plaintively over the stones. It seemed exceed- 
ing sad to Fleda. 

'* Thank jou, Mr. Carleton,'' she said after a little earnest 
fond looking at her old haunt; — ^^'jou needn't staj any 
longer." 

But as soon as they had crossed the little rude bridge at 
the foot of the hill they could see the poplar trees which 
skirted the courtyard fence before her grandfather's hoase. 
Poor Fieda's eyes could hardly serve her. She managed 
to keep them open till the horse had made a few steps more^ 
and she had caught the well-known face of the old house 
looking at her through the poplars. Her fortitude &iled, 
and bowing her little head she wept so exceedingly that Mr. 
Garleton was fain to draw bridle and try to comfort her. 

" My dear Elfie ! — do not weep so," he said tenderly. 

" Is there anything you would like *? — Can I do anything 
•for you?" 

He had to wait a little. He repeated his first query. 

" O — it's no matter," said Fleda, striving to conquer her 
tears, which found their way again, — ^ if I only could have 
gone into the house once more ! — ^but it's no matter — ^you 
needn't wait, Mr. Carleton — " 

Tlie horse however remained motionless. 

" Do you think you would feel better, Elfie, if you had 
seen it again ?" 

" (>h yes ! But never mind, Mr. Garleton, — ^you may 

go on." • 

Mr. Carleton ordered his servant to open the gate, and 
rode up to the back of the house. 

" I am afraid there is nobody here, Elfie," he said ; — ^ the 
house seems all shut up." 

" I know how I can get in," said Fleda, — " there's a win- 
dow down stairs — ^I don't believe it is fastened, — if you 
wouldn't mind waiting, Mr. Carleton, — I won't keep you 
long?" 

The child had dried her tears, and there was the eagerness 
of something like hope in her face. Mr. Carleton dismounted 
and took her off. 

" I must find a way to get in too, Elfie, — ^I cannot let you 
go alone." 

'* O I ean open the door when I get in," said Fleda. 
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" Bat you have not the key." 

"There's no key — it's only bolted on the inside, that 
door. I can open it." 

She found the window unfastened, as she had expeoted ; 
Mr. Carleton held it open while she crawled in and then she 
undid the door for him. He more than half questioned the 
wisdom of his proceeding. The house had a dismal look ; 
cold, empty, deserted, — it was a dreary reminder of Fleda's 
loss, and he feared the effect of it would be anything but 
,good. He followed and watched her, as with iui eager busi- 
ness step she went through the hall and up the stairs, putting 
.h^ head into every room and giving an earnest wistful 
look all roimd it. Jlere and there she went in and stood a 
moment, where associations were more thick and strong ;. 
sometimes taking a look out of a particular window, and 
even opening a cupboard door, to give that same kind andr 
sorrowful glance of recognition at the old oflen-resorted-to 
hiding-place of her own or her grandfather^s treasures and 
trumpery. Those old comers seemed to touch Fleda more 
.than all the rest ; and she turned away from one of them 
with a face of such extreme sorrow that Mr. Carleton very 
much regretted he had brought her into the house. For 
her sake, — for his own, it was a curious show of diaracter. 
Though tears were sometimes streaming, she made no delay 
and gave him no trouble ; with the calm steadiness of a 
woman she went regularly through the house, leaving no 
place unvisited, but never obliging him to" hasten her away. 
She said not a word during the whole time ; her very crying 
..was still; the light tread of her little feet was the only 
.sound in the silent empty rooms 3 and the noise of their 
footsteps in the halls and of the opening and shutting doors 
echoed mournfully through the house. 

She had left her grandfather's room for the last. Mr. 
Carleton did not follow her in there, guessing that she would 
rather be alone. But she did not come back, and he was 
. forced to go to fetch her. 

The chill desolateness of that room had been too much 
for poor little Fleda. The empty bedstead, the cold stove^ 
.the table bare of books, only one or two lay upon the old 
bible, — the forlorn order of the place that bespoke the mas- 
ter far away, the very sunbeams that stole in at the little 
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windows and met now no answering look of gladness or 
gratitude, — ^it had struck the child's heart too heavily, and she 
was standing crying by the window. A second time in that 
room Mr. Carleton sat down and drew his little diarge to 
his breast and spoke words of soothing and sympathy. 

"I am very sorry I brought you here, dear Elfie," he 
said kindly. " It was too hard for you." 

" O no !" — even through her tears Fleda S8id,-T-" she was 
yery glad !" 

"Hadn't we better try to overtake our friends?" he 
whispered after another pause. 

She immediately, almost immediately, pnt sway her 
tears, and with a quiet obedience that touched him went 
with him from the room ; fastened the door and got out 
again at the little window. 

" O Mr. Carleton> !" she said with great earnestness when 
they had almost reached the horses, " won't you wait for 
me one minute more ? — I just want a piece of the burning 
bush"— 

Drawing her hand from him she rushed round to the 
front of the house. A little more slowly Mr. Carleton fol- 
lowed, and found her under the burning bush, tugging 
fhriously at a branch beyond her strength to break ofil 

*' That's too much for you, Elfie," said he, gently takii^ 
her hand from the tree, — " let my hand try." 

She stood back and watched, tears running down her 
&ce, while he got a knife from his pocket and cut off the 
piece she had^ been trying for, nicely, and gave it to her. 
The first movement of Fleda's head was down, bent over 
the pretty spray of red berries ; but by the time she stood at 
the horse's side she looked up at Mr. Carleton and thanked 
him with a face of more than thankfulness. 

She was crying however, constantly, till they had gone 
several miles on their way again, and Mr. Carleton doubted 
he had done wrong. It passed away, and she had been 
sitting quite peaceiully for some time, wjien he told her 
they were near the place where they were to stop and join 
their friends. She looked up most gratefully in his face. 

" I am very much obliged to you, Mr. Carleton. for what 
you did I" 

^^ I 'vras afraid I had made a mistake, Elfie." 
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"OhnoyoudidnV 

•*Do you think you feel any easier after it, Elftel" 

" Oh yes ! — indeed I do," said she looking up again, — 
'^ thank you, Mr. 6arleton." 

A gentle kind pressure of his arm answered her thanks. 

"I ought to be a good sprite to you, Mr. CSarleton," 
Fleda said after musing a little while, — ^'you are so very 
good to me !" 

Perhaps Mr. Carleton felt too much pleasure at thifii 
speech to make any answer, for he made none. 

'* It is only selfishness, Elfie," said he presently, looking 
down to the quiet sweet little face which seemed to him, 
and was, more pure than anything of earth^s mould he had 
ever seen. — " You know I must take care of you for my 
own sake." 

Fleda laughed a little. 

*• But what will you do when we get to Paris 1" 

^' I donH know. I should like to have you always, Elfie.** 

"You'll have to get aunt Lucy to give me to you," said 
Fleda. 

" Mr. Carleton," said she a few minutes after, — ^** is that 
story in a book ?" 

" What story T 

^' About the lady and the little sprites that waited on 
her." 

" Yes, it is in a book ; you shall see it, Elfie. — ^Here we 
are !" 

And here it was proposed to stay till the next day, lest 
Fleda might not be able to bear so much travelling at first. 
But the country inn was not found inviting ; the dinner was 
bad and the rooms were worse ; uninhabitable, the ladies 
said ; and about the middle of the afternoon they began to 
cast about for the means of reaching Albany that night. 
None very comfortable could be had; however it was 
thought better to push on at any rate than wear out the 
night in such a place. The weather was very mild ; the 
moon at the ftill. 

" How is Fleda to go this afternoon 1" said Mrs. Evdyn. 

*' She shall decide herself," said Mrs. Carleton. " How 
will you go, my sweet Fleda ?" 

Fleda was lying upon a sort of rude couch which had 



UB Qussosr. 

been spread for her, where die had been aleepiog inoes- 
santly ever since she arrived, the hour of dinner aLon& ex- 
oeptod. Mrs. Corleton repeated her question. 

^' [ am afraid Mr. Carleton must be tired,'' said Jned% 
without opening her eyes. 

^ That means that you are, don't it 1" said Rossitur. 

" No," said Fleda gently. 

Mr. Carleton smiled and went out to press forward the 
laYTwngements. In spite of good words and good money- 
there was some delay. It was rather late before the caval- 
•cade left the inn ; and a journey of several hours was 
before them. Mr. Carleton rode rather slowly too, for 
Fleda's sake, so the evening had fallen while they were yet 
-9i mile or two from the city. 

His little charge had borne the fatigue well, thanks 
partly to his admirable care, and partly to her quiet pleas- 
ure in being with him. She had been so perfectly still foft 
'some distance that he thought she had dropped asleep. 
.'Looking down closer however to make sure about it be 
saw her thoughtful clear eyes most unsleepily fixed upon 
.lihe sky. 

" What are you gazing at, Elfie T 

The look of thought changed to a look of afiectlon as the 
^eyes were brought to bear upon him, and she answered 
with a smile, 

" Nothing, — I was looking at the stars.'' 

" What are you dreaming about ?" 

"I wasn't dreaming," said Fleda,-^"I was thinking.*' 

**Thi»langofwhatr' 

" of pleasant things." 

"Mi^n't I know them? — I like to hear of pleasant 
things.'^ 

"I was thinking, — ^" said Fleda, lookiqg up again at the 
^tara, which shone with no purer ray than 'those grave ey^ 
sent .baok to them, — ^* I was thinlang — of being ready to 
..die." 

The words, and the calm thoughtful manner in whi<^ 
they were -said, thrilled upon Mr. Carleton with a disagree- 
.able shock. 

''How came you to tlnnk of such a thing?" said he 
Jkhlly. 
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^''Wliiil?'* said' Mn Carleto»^ inexpressibly euriout to 
get. at the: worlmigar ei the child's mind^ which was net- 
easy, for Fledar wa» never very forward to talk of herself; 
— ^' whai. were you thinking 1 I want to know how you 
eouM get aoch a thing into your head.'', '^ 

^* it wasn't! yevy strange," said Fleda. '^ Hie stars niade$ 
me think of heanten, and grandpa's beiog there^and thenl 
thought faoiw-hie* was ready to gO; there and that made him, 
ready to die — " 

'* I wouldn't think of such things, Elfie," said Mr. Carle- 
ton after a few minutes. 

" Why not, sir ?" said Fleda quickly. 
" I don't think they are good for you." 
" But Mr. Carleton," said Fleda gently,—" if T don't 
think about it, how shall / ever be ready to die 1" 

" It is not fit for you," said he evading the question, — 
" it is not necessary now, — there's time enough. You are 
a little body and should have none but gay thoughts." 

" But Mr. X^rieton," said Fleda with timid earnestness, 
— " don't you think one could have gay thoughts better if 
one knew one was ready to die 1" 

" What makes a person ready to die, Elfie 1" said her 
friend, disliking to ask the question, but yet more un- 
able to answer hers, and curious to hear what she would 
say. 

" O— to be a Christian," said Fleda. 
" But I have seen Christians," said Mr. Carleton, " who 
were no more ready to die than other people." 

" Then they were make-believe Christians," said Fleda 
decidedly. 

" What makes you think so ?" said her friend, carefully 
guarding his countenance from anything like a smile. 

"Because," said Fleda, "grandpa was ready, and my 
father was ready, and my mother too ; and I know it was 
because they were Christians." 

" Perhaps your kind of Christians are different from my 
kind," said Mr. Carleton, carrying on the conversation half 
in spite of himself. " What do you mean by a Christian, 
Elfie 1" 
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"" Why, what the Bible means,'' said Fleda^ looldiig at 

him with imiooent earnestness. 

Mr. Garleton was ashamed to tell her he did not know 
what that was, or he was miwiUing to say what he felt 
would trouble the happy confidence she had in him. He 
was silent ; but as they rode on, a bitter wish crossed his 
mind that he could have the simple purity of the little 
diild in his arms ; and he thought he would give his broad 
acres, supposing it possible that religion could be true, — ^in 
exchange for that free happy spirit that looks up to all its 
possessions in heaven. 
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CHAPTER XL 
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THE voyage across the Atlantio was not, in itself at all 
notable. The first half of the passage was extremely 
unquiet, and most of the passengers unoomfortable to 
maXxk. Hien the weather cleared ; and the rest of the 
way, though lengthened out a good deal by the tricks of the 
wind, was very fiur and pleasant. 

Fifteen days of tossing and sea-sickness had brought litUe 
Fieda to look like the g^ost of herself. So soon as the 
weather changed and sky and sea were looking gentle 
again, Mr. Carleton had a mattress and cushions laid in a 
Altered comer of th» deck for her, and carried her up. 
I%e had hardly any more strength than a baby. 

" What are you looking at me so for, Mx. Garleton ?*' 
said she, a little while after he had carried her up, with a 
sweet serious smile that seemed to know the answer to her 
question. 

He stooped down and clasped her little thin hand, as 
reverentially as if she really had not belonged to the earth. 

'^ You are more like a sprite than I like to see you just 
now," said he, unconsciously fastening the child's heart to 
himself with the magnetism of those deep eyes. — ^ I must 
get some of the sailors' salt beef and sea-biscuit ibr you — 
they say that is the best thing to make people well." 

"01 feel better already," said Fleda, and settling her 
little fiioe upon the cushion and dosing her eyes, she 
added, — " thank you, Mr. Carleton !" 

The fresh air began to restore her immediately ; she was 
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DO more sick ; her appetite came back ; and fit>m that time, 
wltboyt the help of beef and sea-biscuit, she mended 
rapidly. Mr. Cu'leton proved himself as good a nurse on 
the sea as on land. She seemed to be never fax from his 
thoughts. He was constantly finding out something that 
would do her good or please her ; and Fleda couM not dis- 
cover that he took any trouble about it ; she could not feel 
that she was a burden to him ; the things seemed to come 
as a matter of course. Mrs. Carleton was not wanting in 
any shew of kindness or care, and yet, when Fleda looked 
back upon the day, it somehow waa Guy that had done 
everything for her ; she thought little of thaskhig anybody 
but him. 

There were other passengers that petted her a great deal. 
Or would have done so, if fleda's very tiokid retiriDg natfite 
had not stood in«the way. Slke wasr never basl&ly ner 
awkward ; but yet it was only a very peculiar, flympat* 
tbetic, style of address that could get with^ the wall of re* 
serve which in general hid her from other people. Hid, 
what it could ; for through that reserve a singular modesty, 
sweetness^ and gracefillness of spirit would shew them- 
selves. But there was much more behind. There w^:e no 
eyes however on, board thait did not look kindiy cm little 
FUday excepUng only two pair. The Captain shewed her 
a great deal of flattering attention, and said she was a pat 
tern of a pa^sen^r ; even the sailors noticed and spoke of 
faer and let sUp no occasioik of shewing the respect and in- 
terest she had raused. But there were two • pair of eyes; 
and one of them Fleda thought most remarkably ugly, thai 
were an exception to the rest ; these belonged to her cousin 
Jlossitur and Lieut* Thorn. Bossitur had never forgiven 
her remarks upon hia character as a gentleman and declared 
preferenee of Mr. Carletoo in that capacity ; and Thorn was 
mortified at the invincible childish reserve which s^e op- 
posed to all his advancea; and both, absurd as it seems, were 
jealous of the young Englishman's advantage over them. 
Both not the less, because their sole reason for making her 
Or pevsQn of consequence was that he had thought fit to do 
so. Fleda would permit neither of them to do anything for 
her that she could help. 

They took their rcveiige in raillery, which was tiot alvaya 
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\i^ than oy h^s look of cold disdain,— cot always by tha.1'; 
Lt^e Fleda could not be quite so unmoved. Many a time 
pef nice sense of delicacy confessed itself hurt, by the deep 
and abiding colour her cheeks would wear after one of their 
ill-mannered flings at her. She bore them with a grave 
dignity peculiar to herself, but the same nice delicacy for- 
bade her to mention the subject to any one ; and the young 
gentlemen contrived to give the little child in the course oi 
the voyage a good deal of pain. She shunned them at last 
as she would the plague. As to the rest Fleda liked her 
life on board ship amazingly. In her quiet way she took 
all the good that offered and seemed not to rec^nise the ill. 
Mr. Carleton had bought for her a copy of The Eape of 
the Lock, and Bryant's poems. With these, sitting or 
' lying among her cushions, Fleda amused herself a great 
deal ; and it was an especial pleasure when he would sit 
down by her and read and talk about them. Still a greater 
was to watch the sea, in its chaises of colour and varieties 
of agitation, and to get from Mr. Carleton, bit by bit, all 
the pieces of knowledge concerning it th«^t he had ever made 
his own. Even when Fleda feared it she was fascinated ; 
and while the fear went off the fascination grew deeper. 
Daintily nestling among her cushions she watched with 
charmed eyes the long rollers that came up in detachments 
of three to attack the good ship, that like a slandered charac- 
ter rode patiently over them ; or the crested green billows, 
or sometimes the little rippling waves that shewed old 
Qcean^s placidest face ; while with ears as charmed as if 
lie had been delivering a fairy tale she listened to all Mr. 
Carleton could tell her of the green water where the whales 
feed, or the blue water where Neptune sits in his own soli- 
tude, the furthest from li^d, and t)ie pavement under his 
feet outdoes the very canopy overhead in its deep colour- 
ing ; of the transparent seas wHejre the curious mysterious 
maifii^e plants ai^d animals may be clearly seen many feet 
down, and in the North w)iere bun.drjBds of feet of depth do 
BQt' Idde the bpttom ; of the icebergs ; and whirling great 
fields of ice, between which if a ship get she had as good be 
§p almqiwi.in a m}x of Qtj-pqjjBulrfirft^ers. IIo\y the water 
P>2P col#J flffl^ murkier ff [t \i q^^ tJfip ^^p ; ^Pjr the 
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mountain waves are piled together ^ and hxm cid 
like a wise man, however roughened and tumbled out' 
wardly by the currents of Life, ts always caltfi at beart. Of 
the signs of the weather ; the oat-rrders of the winds, and 
the Qse the seaman makes of the tidings they bring ; and 
before Mr. Carleton knew where he was he fonnd Mmself 
deep in the science of navigation, and making a star-gazer 
of little Fl'eda. Sometimes kneeling beside him as he sat 
on her mattress, with her hand leaning on kis riioulder, 
Fleda asked, listened, and looked ; as engaged, a» rapt, as 
interested, as another child would be in Robinson Crusoe^ 
gravely drinking in knowledge with a fresh healthy taste for 
it that never had enough. Mr. Carleton was about as 
amused and as interested as she. There is a second taste 
of knowledge that some minds get in imparting it, almost 
as sweet as the first relish. At any rate Fleda never felt 
that she had any reason to fear tiring him ; said hts ipother 
complaining of his want of sociableness said she believed 
Guy did not like to talk to anybody but that little pet of 
his and one or two of the old sailors. If lefl to her own re- 
sources Fleda was never at a loss ; she amused herself with 
iier books, or watching the sailors, or watching the sea, or 
with some ^ciful manufacture she had learned from one 
of the ladies on board, or with what the company about her 
were saying and doing. 

One evening she had been some time alone, looking out 
upon the restless little waves that were tossing and tum- 
bling in every direction. She had been afFaid of them at 
first and they were still- rather fearful to her imagination. 
This evening as her musing eye watched them rise and fall 
her childish fancy likened them to the up-springing chances 
of life, — uncertain, unstable, alike too much for her skill 
and her strength to manage. She was not more helpless 
before the attacks of the one than of the other. But then 
— that calm blue Heaven that hung over the sea. It was 
like the heaven of power and love above her d^tinies ; 
only this was &r higher and more pure and abiding. " He 
knoweth them that trust in him.'' " There diall not a hair 
of your head perish." 

Not these words perhaps, but somethinff like the sense 
of them was in little Fieda's head. Mr. Guleton eoming 



up saw her gazing but upon tlie water with an eye that 
seemed to see nothing. 

** Elfie ! — ^Are you looking into futurity !" 

" No, — ^yes — ^not exactly," said Fleda smiling. 

" No, yes, and not exactly !" said he throwing himself 
down beside her. — " What does all that mean 1" 

^'I wasn't exactly looking into futurity," said Fleda. 

" What then 1— Don't tell me you were ' thinking ;' I 
know that already. What?" 

Fleda was always rather shy of opening, her cabinet of 
thoughts. She glanced at him, and hesitated, and then 
yielded to a fascination of eye and smile th&t rarely failed 
of its end. Looking off to the sea again as if she had left 
her thoughts there, she said, 

^I was only thinking of that beautiful hymn of Mr 
Newton's." 

" What hymn ?" 

" That long one, ' The Loixl will provide.' " 

"Do you know it? — ^Tell it to me, Elfie — ^let us 
whether I shall think it beautiful." 

Fleda knew the whole and repeated it. 

" Thoiurh troubles assail, 

And dangers a£fHght, 
Thouffk friends shoald all ftil, 

And foes all anite ; 
Yet one tbinsf secares us 

Whatever betide, 
The Scripture assures us 

* The Lord will provide.' 

" The birds without bam 

Or storehouse are fed ; 
From them let us learn 

To trust for our bread. 
HIb saints what is fitting 

Sball ne^er be denied, 
So long as 'tis written, 

* The Lord will provide.' 

*<Hi9oaIlweobej, 

Like Abraham of old. 
Not knowing our way. 

But faith makes us bold. 
And though we are strangers 
We have a good guide^ 
, - .And trust in ul dangers 

•t'he Lowl wiaj^rqvlde,' 



^ We may tikft tiiA tUpft 

In tempests be tossed 
Onperiloas deeps, 

"But cannot be lost. 
Though Satw ennget 

The wind and the tide, 
Thepromise engages 

* Tne Lord wul provide.' 

'* When Batan appears 

^o stop up our path, 
And fills us with iearS| 

We triumph by fiutn. 
He cannot take from us, 

though oft he has tried, 
This heartrcheerjng promisA, 

* The Lord will provide.* 

" He tells us we're weak^ 

Our hope is in vain. 
The good tiiat we seok 

We ne'er shall obtain ; 
But when such suggestions 

Our spirits have tried, 
Tjup answers aU qaeations, 

* The I^orji will provide.' 

" No strength of our own, 

Or gooaness we claim ; 
But smce we have known 

The Saviour's great name, 
In this, our strong tower. 

For safety we hide ; 
^e Lord is our power 1 

* The Lord will provide I' 

" When life sinks apaoe. 

And death is in view. 
This word of his grace 

Shall comfort us through. 
No fearinff nor doubting. 

With Cnriflt on our siae, 
We hope to die shouting 

* The Lord wiU provide 1' " 

Ghiy listened very attentively to the whole. He Was 
very hx from understanding the meanixig of several of tiie 
verses, but the bounding expression of confidence and hope 
he did understand, and did feel. 

"Happy to be so deluded!" he thought. — ^'*I almost 
wish I could share the delusion !" 

He was gloomily silent when she had done, and Htde 
Fleda's eyes were so fiill that it was a little while before 
she could look towards him and aak in her gentle way, 
'' Do you like it, Mr. Carieton T 



"But EIne, said he smiling fgain, *^ jou )iav0 npfb told 
jcq^ yqitr thoughts yet. What had these verses to do with 
tke ^ea you were loolcine at so hard f ' 

" NotJiing-rl wa» tiiinking,"s»id Fleda slowly, — " that the 
sea seemed aomethiug like the world, — I don't ix^^an ijt 
was liice, but it mp^cle me thiuk of tt.; — and I thought 
how pleasant it is to know that God takes care of hi$ 
people." 

" Don't he take care of everybody f 

" Yes— in one sort of way," said Fleda; ''but th^n it is- 
only his cluldren that be has promised to keep from eyvry- 
l^ng that will hurt them." 

'.'I don't ^^ hf>yf that promise is kept, ,£liie. I dunk 
thc^e who call themselves so meet with as many trouble^ 
fjA tl^e rest of the world, and perhaps more." 

"Yes^" said Fleda quickly, f'they ha-vp troubles, birt 
|h^n God yon't let the troubles do them any harm." 

A subtle eyasion, thovight Mr. Carleton. — "Wlj\ere did 
you leai3i tihf tj Elfie 1" 

f' The Bible sj^ys so," said yieda. 

" W^l, how do you know it from that?" said Mr. Carle- 
ton, impelled, he hardly knew whether by his bad or hu 
good aiigQl, to cairy Qn the conversation. • 

" Why," s^iid F^edfk, looking as if it were a very. simple 
question and Mr. .Oarleton wer^ cf^teol^iising her, — '^yoit 
fnow, ^r. Carletc^, the Bible was wntp^ by men who 
we|Ce taught by God eifactly what to say, so there could be 
W^aing m it^tl^t is i^ot true." 

" Hpw .do yqu l^noV ^tiam m^ were so taught ?" 

"■n^Bib^^ysso." 
. A w]d^^ .^nj^erlr^ wit^ a child's F^^doni in it, nat 
]^afu*nt (^ tW schooJ/B. " ^e that i^ of God heareth Gpd^ 
wpFdf.'V ^0 iitlile I'J^d^," p.^ ,i^ P^^jfy aimple and humldfl 
iiitelli^npe, me Bible prov^ i^e^; she hid qo need to g^ 
Wjber. 

Mr. Carleton did not smile, for j^thiog Afoi^ld bn^e 




''Ah but those are bad people,'' replied Fleda quickly; 
•— ** all good people believe it. 

A child^s reason again, but hitting the mark this time. 
Unconsciously, little Fleda had brought forward a strong 
argument for her cause. Mr. Oarleton fblt it, and rising up 
that he might not be obliged to say anything more, he 
b^an to pace slowly up and down the deck, turning the 
matter over. 

Was it so ? that there were hardly any good men (he 
thought there might be a few) who did not believe in the 
* Bible and uphold its authority ? and that all the worst por- 
tion of soeiely was comprehended in the other class?— Amd 
if so how had he overlooked it ? He had reasoned most 
ttBphilosophically from a few solitary instances that had 
oome under his own eye ; but applying the broad principle 
of induction it could not be doubted that the Bible was on 
the side of all that is sound, healthful, and hopeful, in this 
disordered world. And whatever might be tiie character 
of a few exceptions, it was not supposable that a wide sys- 
tem of hypocrisy should tell universally for the best 
interests of mankind. Summoning history to produce her 
witnesses, as he went on with his walk up and down, he 
taw with increasing interest, what he had never seen before, 
that the Bible had come like the breath of spring upon the 
moral waste of mind ; that the ice-bound intellect and cold 
heart of the world had waked into life under its kindly 
influenoe and that all the rich growth of the one and the 
other had come forth at its bidding. And except in that 
sun-lightened tract, the world was and had been a waste 
indeed. Doubtless in that wa8te,intel]ect had at difierent 
times put forth sundry barren shoots, such as a vigorous 
plant can make in the absence of the sun, but also like 
them immature, unsound, and groping vainly after the 
light in which alone they could expand and perfect them- 
■^nat; ripening no seed for a future and richer growth. 
And flowers the wilderness had none. The afiections were 
stunted and overgrown. 

All this was 80,— '^low had he overlooked it ? His unbe> 
lief had eome from a thoughtless, ignorant, one-sided view 
of liftand Jnmaa things. 'Bb disorder «nd ruin which he 
saw, where he did not also see the a^imting hted it #brl^ 
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liad led him to refuse his credit to theSnpreme Fabrioator. 
He thought the waste would never be reclaimed, and did 
not know how much it already owed to the sun of revela» 
tion ; but what was the waste where that light had not been ! 
— ^Mr. Carleton was staggered. He did not know what to 
think. He began to think he had been a fool. 

Poor little Fleda was meditating less agreeably the 
while. With the sure tact of truth she had discerned that 
there was more than jest in the questions that had been put 
to her. She almost feared that Mr. Carleton shared himself 
the doubts he had so lightly spoken o^ and the thought 
gave her great distress. However, when he came to take 
hei* down to tea, with all his usual manner, Fleda's earnest 
look at him ended in the conviction that there was nothing 
very wrong under that face. 

For several days Mr. Carleton pondered the matter of 
this evening's conversation, characteristically restless till he 
had made up his mind. He wished very much to draw 
Fleda to speak further upon the subject, but it was not easy; 
she never led to it. He sought in vain an opportunity to 
bring it in easily, and at last resolved to make one. 

" Elfie," said he one morning when all the rest of the 
passengers were haj^ily engaged at a distance with the 
letter-bags, — '* I wish you would let me hear that &vourite 
hymn of yours again, — ^l like it very much." 

'Fleda was much gratified and immediately with great 
satisfaction repeated the hymn. Its peculiar beauty strudk 
him yet more the second time than the first. 

''Do you understand those two last verses?" said he 
when she had done. 

Fleda said '* yes !" rather surprised. 

'' I do not," he said gravely. 

Fleda paused a minute or two, and then finding that it 
depended on her to enlighten him, said in her modest way, 

" Why it means that we have no goodness of our own^ 
and only expect to be forgiven and taken to heaven for the 
Saviour's sake." 

Mr. Carleton asked, ''How/>r 1m take?" 

" Why you know Mr. Carleton, we don't deserve to go 

there, and if we are forgiven at all it vomt be for what he 

^has done." • .?- 



'^ He died for us," said Fleda, with a look of some anxiety 
ji^to Mr. Carleton's fece. 

*' Died for us 1 — And what end was that to serve, Elfie 1" 
l^i^ he, partly willing to hear the full statement of the mat- 
ter, and partly willing to see how far her intelligence cou)4 
giye it 

'' Because we are sinners," said Fleda, " and God has said 
that sinners shall die." 

'' Then boiW can he keep his word and foi^ve at all V 

" Because Christ has died for tM," said Fleda eagerly \-^ 
." instead of us." 

" Do you understand the justice of letting one take the 
pl(tce of others f 

"He was willing, Mr. Carleton," said Fleda, with a 
Sngular wistlul expression that touched him. 

. " Still Elfie," said he after a minute's silence, — " how 
fx>uld the ends of justice be answered by the death of one 
man in the place of millions 1" 

" N.o, Mr. Oarleton, but he was God as well as man," 
Fleda said, with a sparkle in her eye which perhaps delayed 
^e.r companion's rejoinder. 

"^ What should induce him, Elfie," he said gently, ^ to d^ 
f UQh a tiling for people who had displeased him ?" 

" Because he loved us, Mr. Carleton." 

^e answered with so evident a strong and clear appre> 
elation o^ what she was saying that it half made its way 
into Mr. Carleton's mind by the force of sheer sympathy. 
Her wx>rds came almost as something new. 

Certainly Mr. Carleton had heard these things b^re, 
though perhaps never in a way that appealed so directly to 
his intelligence and his candour. He was again silent an in- 
9tant, pondering, and so was Fleda. 

'' Do you know, Elfie^" said Mr. Carleton, " there are some 
p^ple who do DiDt believe that the Saviour was anything 
more than a man 1" 

" Yes I know it," said Fleda ; — " it is very strange I" 

" Why is it strange Jt' 

," Because .&e Bible says it so plainly." *. 

''But (Aiosepeopie hold I believe that the Bible does^ot 
fi&y It." * 
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^ I dotit see bow they could kave read the Bible," said 
Fleda. «' Whj he said so himseE" 

" Who said so ?" 

^^ Jesus Christ. Don't you believe it, Mr; Carleton 1" 

She saw he did not, and the shade tha/b had come over 
her face was reflected in his before he said *' no." 

" But perhaps I shall believe it yet, Elfie," he said kindly. 
*' Oan yoa shew me the place in your bible where Jesus 
aays this of himself?" 

Fleda looked in despair. She hastily turned over the 
leaves of her bible to find the passages he had asked for, and 
Mr. Carleton was cut to the heart to see that she twice was 
obliged to turn her face fxpm him and brush her hand over 
her eyes, before she could find them. She turned to Matt, 
xxvi. 68, 64, 65, and without speaking gave him the boolL 
pointing to the passage. He read it with great care, and 
several times over. 

^' You are right, Elfie," he said. '^ I do not see how those 
who honour the authority of the Bible and the character of 
Jesua Qirist can dwy the troth of his own declaration. If 
that is false so must those be." 

Fleda took the bible and hurriedly sought out another 
passage. 

*^ Grandpa shewed me these places," she said, '' once when 
we were talking about Mr. Didenhover — ke didn't believe 
tiliat There are a great many other places, grandpa said ; 
iMit one is enough ;" — 

Sttie gave him the latter part of the twentieth chapter of 
John. — 

*^ Tou see, Mr. Carleton, he let Thomas fall down and 
wsorship him and call him God ; and if he had not been, you 
know God ig more displeased with that than with any- 
thing." 

" With what, Elfie?" 

*' With> men's worshipping any other than hinfself. He 
says he ' will not give lus glory to another.' " 

" Where is that ?" 

" I am afraid I can't find it," said Fleda, — " it is somewhere 
in Isaiah. I know " — 

8he tried in vain; and failing, then looked up in Mr^ 

Carlcton's face to see what impression had been made. 

u* 
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^ You see Thomas believed when he #as0," said he, an- 
swering her ; — " I will believe too when I see." 

" Ah if you wait for that—" said Fleda. 

Her voioe suddenly checked she bent her faee down again 
to her little bible, and there was a moment's stru^le widi 
herself. 

'-*' Are you looking for something more to shew me ?" said 
Mr. Carleton kindly, stooping his &ce down to henC 

^^ Not much," said Fleda hurriedly ; and then making a 
great effort she raised her head and gave him the book 
ag«n. 

. ^^Look here, Mr. Carleton, — Jesus sdid, 'Blessed are 
they that have not seen and yet have believed.' " 

Mr. Carleton was profoundly struck, and the thought 
recurred to him afterwards and was dwelt upon. ^* Blessed 
are they that have not seen, and yet have believed." It 
was strange at first, and then he wondered that it riioQld 
ever have been so. His was a mind peculiarly open to 
oonvietion, peculiarly aeoessible to truth ^ and his attentios 
being called to it he saw &intly now what he had nevM* 
seen before, the beauty of the principle of fai^ ; — how 
natural, how reasonable, how neces9ary^ how honourable to 
the Supreme Being, how happy even for man, that the 
grounds of his trust in God being established, his accept- 
ance of many other things should rest on that trust alone. 

Mr. Osi4eton now became more reserved and unsociable 
than ever. He wearied himself with thinking. If he conld 
have got at the books, he would have spent his days and 
nights in studying the evidences of Christianity ; but the 
ship was bare of any such books, and he never thought of 
turning to the most obvious of all, the Bible itself. Hie 
unbelief was shaken ; it was within an ace of fidling in 
pieces to the very foundation ; or rather he began to sue* 
pect how foundationless it had been. It came at last to 
one point*with him ; — ^If there were a God, he would not 
have left the world without a revelation, — ^no more would 
he have sufiered that revelation to defeat its own end by 
becoming corrupted or alloyed ; if there was such a reveli^ 
tion it could be no other than the Bible ;— ^md his accept 
anoe of the whole scheme of Christianity now hung upon 
the turn of a hair. Yet he could not resolve himself. He 



^Myaiioed the ocMinteir doubts and ai^^omoiitB, oia one cdde 
aod on the other, and strained his mind to the task ; — ^be 
oould not weigh them nicely enough. He was in a tasa/^ ; 
and seeking to olear and calm his judgment XkAt he might 
see the way out, it was in vain that he tried to shake his 
dizzied head from the effect of the turns it had made. By 
dint of anxiety to .find the right path reason had lost her- 
self in the wilderness. 

Fleda was not, as Mr. Carleton had feared she would be, 
at all alienated from him by the discovery that had given 
her so much pain. It wrought in another way, rather to 
add a touch of tender and anxious interest to the affection 
she had for him. It gave her however much more pain 
than he thought. If he had seea the secret tears that fell 
on his account he would have been grieved ; and if he had 
known of the many petitions that little heart made for him 
— ^he could hardly have loved her more than he did. 

One evening Mr. Carleton had been a long while pacing 
up and down the deck in front of little Fleda's nest, think- 
ing and thinking, without coming to any end. It was a 
most fair evening, near sunset, the sky without a cloud 
except two or three little dainty strips which set off its 
blue. The ocean was very quiet, only broken into cheerful 
mites of waves that seemed to have nothing to do but 
sparkle. The sun's rays were almost level now, and a 
long path of glory across the sea led off towards his sinking 
disk. Fleda sat watching and enjoying it all in her happy 
ikshion, which always made the most of everything good, 
and was especially quick in catching any form of natural 
beauty. 

Mr. Carleton's thoughts were elsewhere; too busy to 
take note of things around him. Fleda looked now and 
then as he passed at his gloomy brow, wondering what he 
was thinking of, and wishing that he could have the same 
reason to be happy that she had. In one of his* turns his 
eye met her gentle glance ; and vexed and bewildered as 
he was with studj^there was something in that calm bright 
&ce that impelled him irresistibly to ask the little child to set 
the proud scholar right. Placing himself beside her, he said, 

"' Elfie, how do you know there is a God 1 — what reason 
have you for thinking so, out of the Bible ?'* 



It wate' a stsange Vea^k ll(>tte Fleda gav« Mm. Re ^It it' 
a^ t^e tihne, ai»$ he never ^got it. Sntkt a look of re^ 
ppoa<^, sorrow, and piiy^y he forwards tbonght, as an 
angei^'s ^ice might have worn. The question did not seem 
to oocHpy her a moment. After this answering look she 
suddenly pointed to the sinking sun and said, 

"Who made that, Mr. Garleton V 

Mr. Carleton's eyes, following the direction of hers, metf 
the long bright rays whose still witness-bearing was almost 
too powerful to be borne. The sun was just dipping ma^ 
jestieaHy inrfiothe sea, and its calm self-assertion seemed to 
Aim at that instant hardly stronger than its vindioation of 
its Author. 

A slight arrow may find the joint in the armour hefore 
which many wei^tier shalts have fallen powerless. Hr. 
GifcrletoQ was an unbeliever no more from that timte. 
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CHAPTEB XII. 



Be bfltPowed % %« of fte.ear of tlw Ihgll^w, mA tmom i» wwrtd piy 
liim ffBin when be mn eble^— Mkkoh^iit or Vunos. 



ONE c^her ineideiit ak>]ie in the ooorae of the voyage de- 
serves to be mentioiied ; both beoftne it erared to 
bring-out thedmraeterB of sev«ned people, and beoauae it 
was not, — what Is I — ^without its lingering oonsequenoee. 

Thorn and Bossitur had kept up indefiitigably t^e game 
«f teasing Fleda«boixt her *^ £Agii^ admirer," as they some- 
time styled him. Poor Fleda grew more and more sore 
tm the subject. She thought it was very strange that two 
-grown m^i ^eould not find enough to do to^ amuse them- 
selves without -making sport- of the eomfort of a little child. 
'6he wondered (^ey eould take pleasure in what gave her so 
much pain ; but so it was ; and they had it up so ofben 
"tet at last otiiers caught it from them ; «iid though not 
in malevolence yet in thoughtless folly many « light 
Tenutt^L was made and question tt&ed of her that set little 
Tleda's sensitive nerves a quivermg. She was only too 
happy that they were never said before Mr. CSavleton ; that 
-^wottld have been a thousand tames worse. As it was, her 
^genfie nature was oonslamlly suffering' from the pain or the 
fear of these attacks. 

" Where's Mr. Carleton f said her>eoaii& cooQiingiip one 
aay. 

"^ I douH know,'' said Fleda)-— *4 don?t know but he is 
gone up into one of the tops." 

" Your humble servant leaves you to yoorsdf a gveat 
while this morning, it seems to me. He is growing very 
iwrttentive." 

*' I wouldn't permit it, Miss Fleda, if I were yooj^^sald 
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Thoni maliciously. " You let him have his own way too 
much."' 

'' I wish you wouldn't talk so, cousin Charlton !" said 
Fleda. 

^' But seriously," said Charlton, '^ I think you had better 
call him to account. He is very suspicious lately. I have 
observed him walking by himself and looking very glum 
indeed. I am afraid he has taken some &ncy into his head 
that would not suit you., I advise you to enquire into it." 

" I wouldn't give myself any concern about it I" said 
Thorn li^ly, enjoying the child's coniusion and his own 
fanciful style of backbiting, — '^ I'd let him go if he has a 
mind to. Miss Fleda. He's no such great catch. He's, 
neither lord nor knight — nothing in the world but a private 
gentleman, with plenty of money I dare say, but you don't 
care for that ; — ^and there's as good fish in the sea as ever 
came out of it. I don't think much of him !" 

He is wonderfully better than you, thought Fleda as she 
looked in the young gentleman's face for a second, but she 
said nothing. 

" Why Fleda," said Charlton laughing, "it wouldn't be 
a killing affair, would it ? How has this English admirer 
of yours got so fistr in your fancy ? — ^prabing your pretty 
eyes, eh? — ^Eh?" he repeated, as Fleda kept a dignified 
silence. 

' " No," said Fleda in displeasure, — " he never says suoh 
things." 

"Nol" said Charlton. "What theni What .does he 
say? I wouldn't let him make a fool of me if I were you. 
Fleda ! — did he ever ask you for a kiss 1" 

" No !" exclaimed Fleda half beside herself and bursting 
into tears; — "I wish you wouldn't talk so! How can 
you !" 

They had carried the 0^e pretty far that time, and 
thought best to leave it. Fleda stopped crying as soon as 
she could, lest somebody should see her ; and was sitting 
quietly again, alone as before, when one of the sulora 
whom she had never spoken to came by, and leaning over 
towards her with a leer as he passed, said, 

"Is this the young English gentleman's little sweet- 
heart 1" 
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Poor Fleda! She had got more than she oould bear. 
She jumped up and ran down into the cabin ; and in her 
berth Mrs. CWleton found her some time afterwards, 
quietly crying, and most sorry to be discovered. She was 
exceeding unwilling to tell what had troubled her. Mrs. 
Carleton, really distressed, tried coaxing, soothing, reason- 
ing, promising, in a way the most gentle and kind that she 
could use. 

^' Oh it's nothing — ^it's nothing," Fleda said at last eager- 
ly, — ^ it's because I am foolish — ^it's only something uey 
said to me." 

" Who, love ?" 

Again was Fleda most unwilling to answer, and it was 
after repeated ui^ing that she at last said, 

" Cousin Charlton and Mr. Thorn." 

" Charlton and Mr. Thorn !— What did they say ] What 
did they say, darling Fleda 1" 

" O it's only that they tease me," said Fleda, trying hard 
to put an end to the tears which caused all this questioning, 
and to speak as if they were about a trifle. But Mrs. 
Carleton persisted. 

" What do they say to tease you, love 1 what is it about % 
— Guy, come in here and help me to find out what is the 
matter with Fleda." 

Fleda hid her face in Mrs. Carleton's neck, resolved to 
keep' her lips sealed. Mr. Carleton came in, but to her 
great relief his question was directed not to her but his 
mother. 

*' Fleda has been annoyed by something those young 
men, her cousin and Mr. Thorn, have said to her; — they 
tease her, she says, and she will not tell me what it is." 

Mr. Carleton did not ask, and he presently left the state- 
room. 

^* O I am afraid he will speak to them !" ezdaimed Fleda 
as soon as he was gone. — ^'O I oughtn't to have said 
that !"— 

Mrs. Carleton tried to soothe her and asked what she was 
afraid of. But Fleda would not say any more. Her 
anxious fear that she Had done mischief helped to dry her 
tears, and she sorrowfully resolved she would keep her 
griefs to herself next time. 
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Bombur taA Thorn were in oomjpanj widi b Inrotber 
offioer md friend of tbe latter when Mr. CarleUm approftdi- 
ed them. 

'^Mr. Rossitar and Mr. Hiom," said he, ^yoa haye in- 
dulged youraelves in a style of oonv^raation extremely dia- 
pleasing .to the little girl under my mother^s caie. You 
will obUge me by ahandoning it for the future." 

There was certainly in Mr. Carleton's manner a suffidoit 
d^ree of the cold haughtiness with whioh he usually 
^expressed displeasure; though his words gave no other 
cause of ofience. Thorn retorted rather insolently. 

^^ I shall oblige myself in the matter, and do as I think 
'proper." 

'^ 1 have a right to speak as 1 please to my own oonsin,'* 
said Bossiiiur sulkily,^— ^' without asking anybody's leave. 
I don't see what you have to do with it." 

^^ Simply that she is under my protection and that I will 
not permit her to lie annoyed." 

^ 1 don,'t see how she is under your protection," said 
• Rossitur. 

^^ And I do not see how the potency of it will avail in 
this case," said his companion. 

'^ Neither position is to be made out in words," said Mr. 
Carleton calmly. '' You see that I desire there be no repe- 
tition of the <)ffenoe. The rest I will endeavour to make 
dear if 1 am compelled to it." 

''Stop sir!" said Thorn, as the young Englishman was 
turning away, adding with an oath, — "I woirt *bear this! 
You ^hail answer this to me, sir !" 

" Easily," said the other. 

"^ And me too," said Rossitur. *' You have an account 
- to settle with me, Carleton." 

" I will answer what you please," said Carleton carelessly, 
-— *' i^nd as soon as we get to land, — ^provided you do not 
in the mean time induce me to refuse you the honour." 

However incensed, the young men endeavoured to carry 
it off with the same coolness that their adversary shewed. 
No more words passed. But Mrs. Carleton, possibly 
quickened by Fleda's fears, was not satisfied with the car- 
nige of all paries, and resolved to sound her son, happy hi 
knowing that nothing but truth was to be had from him. 



Skftfbfnd an ofq^vtsntty that v«ry atonioon wiien he wis 
sitting alone on the deck. The neighbourhood of little 
FMa she hardly noticed. Fieda was curled up among her 
cushions, luxuriously bending over a little old black biUa 
which was very often in her hand at times when the was 
quiet and had no observation to fear. 

" Reading ! — ^always reading?" said Mrs. Carleten, as she 
came up and took a place by her son. 

^^ By no means !" he said, dosing his book with a smile ; 
— ^not enough to tire any one's eyes on this voyage^ 
mother." 

^ I wish you liked intercourse with living sodety," said 
Mrs. Carleton, leaning her arm on his shoulder and looking 
at him rather wistfully. 

^ You need not wish that, — ^when it suits me,'' he an- 
swered. 

^ But none suits you. Is there any on board 1" 

'' A small proportion," he said, with the slight play of 
feature which always effected a diversion of his mother's 
thoughts, no matter in what channel they had been flowing. 

^^But those young men," she said, returning to the 
charge, — ^"you hold yourself very much aloof from them?" 

He did not answer, even by a look, but to his mother 
the perfectly quiet composure of his feoe was sufficiently^ 
expressive. 

^^ I know what yon think ; but Guy, yon always had the 
same opinion of them ?" 

" I have never shewn any other." 

^ Guy," she said speaking low and rather anxioudy, — 
" have you got into trouble with those young men ?" 

'' / am in no trouble, mother," he answered somewhat 
haughtily ; — ^'' I cannot speak for them." 

Mrs. Carleton waited a moment. 

*^ You have done something to displease them, have you 
notr 

^'They have displeased me, which is somewhat more to 
the purpose." 

"but their folly is nothing to you ?" 

« No,— not their folly." 

" Guy," said his mother, again pausing a minute, and 
pressing her hand more heavilv upon his shoulder, ^vou 

16 * 
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wOl not snflfer tins to alter the fiiendhr tmns jim hsva 
JMen on ? — whatever it be, — ^let it pasa/' 

'^Certainlv — \S they choose to apologize and behave 
themselves. 

"What, about Fleda?" 

"Yes." 

" I have no idea they meant to trouble her — ^I suppose 
they did not at all know what they were doing, — ^thought- 
less nonsense, — ^and they could have had no design to offend 
you. Promise me that you will not take any further 
notice of this !" 

He shook off her beseeching hand as he rose up, and an- 
swered haughtily, and not without something like an oath, 
that he would. 

Mrs. Garleton knew him better than to press the matter 
any further ; and her fondness easily forgave the ofienee 
against herself^ especially as her son almost immediately 
resumed his ordinary manner. 

It had well nigh passed from the minds of both partieoi 
when in the middle of the next day Mr. Garleton asked 
what had become of Fleda 1 — he had not seen her except 
nt the breakfast table. Mrs. Garleton said she was not 
well. 

" What's the matter T 

" She complained of some headache— I think she made 
herself sick yesterday — she was crying all the afternoon, 
and I could not get her to tell me what for. I tried every 
means I could think of^ but she would not give me the 
least clue — she said ^ no' to everything I guessed — I can't 
bear to see her do so— -it makes it all the worse she does 
it so quietly — ^it was only by a mere chance I found she 
was crying at all, but I think she cried herself ill before 
she stopped. She could not eat a mouthful of breakfast'^ 

Mr. Garleton said nothing and with a changed counte- 
nance went directly down to the cabin. The stewardess, 
whom he sent in to see how she was, brought back word 
that Fleda was not asleep but was too ill to speak to hec» 
Mr. Garleton went immediately into the little crib of a 
state-room. There he found his little charge, sitting bolt 
upright, her feet on the rung of a chair and her hands grasp- 
ing the toj) to support herself, Fler eyes were closed, her 
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hob withoat a particle of colour, except the dark shade 
round the eyes which bespoke illness and pain. She made 
Ho attempt to answer his shocked questions and words of 
tender concern, not even by the raising of an eyelid, and he 
saw that the intensity of pain at the moment was such as to 
render breathing itself difficult. He sent off the stewardess 
with all despatch after iced water and vinegar and brandy, 
and himself went on an earnest quest of restoratives among 
the lady passengers in the cabin, which resulted in sundry 
supplies of salts and cologne ; and also offers of service, in 
greater plenty still, which he all refused. Most tenderly 
and judidously he himself applied various remedies to the 
do^ring child, who could not direct him otherwise than by 
gently putting away the things which she felt would not 
avail her. Several were in vain. But there was one bottle 
of strong aromatic vinegar which was destined to immor* 
talize its owner in Fleda's remembrance. Before she had 
taken three whiifs of it her colour changed. Mr. Carleton 
watched the effect of a few whiffs more, and then bade the 
stewardess take away all the other things and bring him a^ 
cup of fresh strong coffee. By the time it came Fleda was 
ready for it, and by the time Mr. Carleton had adminis- 
tered the coffee he saw it would do to throw his mother's 
shawl round her and carry her up on deck, which he did 
without asking any questions. All this while Fleda had 
not spoken a word,, except once when he asked her if she 
felt better. But she had given him, on finishing the coffee, 
a ^U look and half smile of such pure affectionate gratitude 
that the young gentleman's tongue was tied for some time 
after. 

With happy skill, when he had safely bestowed Fleda 
among her cushions on deck, Mr. Carleton managed to keep 
off the crowd of busy inquirers after her well-doing and even 
presently to turn his mother's attention another way, leav- 
ing Fleda to enjoy all the comfort of quiet and fresh air at 
once. He himself, seeming occupied with other things, did 
no more but keep watch over her, till he saw that she was able 
to bear conversation again. Then he seated himself beside 
her and said soflly, 

" £lfie, — what were you • crying about all yesterday 
afternoon T 
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Fleda changed colour, for 8<^ and ge«de as tlie tone wa#, 
she heard in it a determination to have the answer ; and 
looking up beseechingly into his face she saw in the steady 
liill blue eye that it was a deteroiination she could not 
escape from. Her answer was an imploring request that 
he would not ask her. But taking one of her little hands 
and carrying it to his lips, he in the same tcme repeated hia 
question. Fleda snatched away her hand and burst into 
very frank tears ; Mr. Carleton was silent, but she knew 
through his silence that he was only quietly waiting for her 
tO) answer him. 

'' I wish you wouldn't ask me sir," said poor Fleda, who 
still Qould not turn her fiuse to meet his eye ; — ^ It was <Mily 
aomethuig that happened yesterday." 

^^ What Was it, Elfie ? — ^You need not be afraid to tell 
me." 

*4t was only — what you said to Mrs. Carleton yester. 
day, — ^when she was talking—" 

" About my difficulty with those gentlemen ?" 

" Yes," said Fleda, with a new gush of tears, as.if her 
gn^ stirred afresh at the thought. 

Mr. Carleton was silent a moment ; and when he spoke 
there was no displeasure and more tenderness than usual in 
kliS voice. 

'*What troubled you in that, Elfiel tell me the 
whole." 

'*I was sorry, because, — ^it wasn't right," said Fleda, 
with a grave truthfulness which yet ladced none of her 
universal g^itleness and modesty. 

" What wasn't right T 

"To speak — I am afraid you won't like me to say it, Mr. 
Carleton." 

"I will Elfie,-.for I ask you." 

" To speak to Mrs. Carleton so, and besides, — ^you know 
what you said, Mr. Carleton — " 

" It was nfkt right," said he alter a minute, — " and I very 
seldom use sw^ an expression, but you know one cannot 
always be on one's guard, Elfie 1" 

"But," said Fledd with gentle persistence, "one can 
always do what is right." 

The deuce one can ! — thought Mr. Carleton to hiraaelA 
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^Ettv-^vw tbiflsll tiiali tfoubled youl^-tluit I hid MdA 

"It wasn't <|uite that only," said Fl«da hesitating,--* 

« What else f ' 

She stooped her faea from his sight and he could but juat 
understand her words. 

" I was disf^ppointed — ^" 

" What, in me !" 

Her tears gaye the uiswev; she oould add to then, 
nothing but an ass^iting nod of her head. 

They would have flowed in double measure if she had 
guessed the paia she had given. Her questioner heard her 
with a keen pang which did not leave him for days. Theia 
was some hurt pride in it, though other and more generoiM 
feelings had a &r larger share. He, who had been admired, 
lauded, followed, cited, and envied, by all ranks of his 
countrymen, and countrywomen ; — ^in whom nobody fo«md 
a fiuilt that oould be dwelt upon amid the lustre of his per- 
fections and advaidiages; — one of the first young men in 
England, thought so by himself as well as by others ; — this 
little pure being had been disapp<nfUed in him. He could 
not get over it. He redccoied the one. judgment worth all 
the ol^4«. Those whose direct or indirect flatteries had 
been poured at his feet were the proud, the worldly, the 
ambitious, the interested, the corrupted ; — ^their praise was 
^en to what they esteemed, and that, his candour said, 
was the least estimable part of him. Beneath all that, this 
tmth-lovjng, truth^iscerning little epirit had found enouffk 
to weep for. She was rig& and they were wrong. The 
sense of this was so keen upon hun tiiat it was ten or fif^e^i 
minutes befere he could recover himself to speak to his lit- 
tle reprover. He paced up and down the deck, while fleda 
wept more and more from the fear of having offended or 
grieved him. But she was soon reassured on the -former 
point. She was just wiping away her tears, with the quiet 
exprassion of patience her &ce oflen wore, when Mr. Carle- 
ton sat doMm beside her and took one of her hands. 

*^ JEMe," said he, — " I promise you I will never say such 
A thii^ again.'' 

Ha ix^;ht well call her his good angel, for it was an 

angelic look the child gave him. So purely humble, grate- 
is* 
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M^ gtod,-r-90 rosy wUh joyful hope, — the eyes weite ab- 
eolately sparkling through tears. But when she saw that 
his were not dry, h«r own oyerflowed. She olasped her 
other hand to his hand and bending down her fiwe afieeliioii- 
.ately upon it, she wept, — ^if ever angels weep, — such tears 
as they. 

*' Eifie/' said Mr. Carleton, as soon as he oould, — ^* I want 
you to go down stairs with, me ; so dry those eyes, or my 
mother will be asking all sorts of difficult questions." 

Happiness is a quick restorative. £lfie was soon ready 
to go where he would. 

They found Mrs. Carleton fortunately wrapped up in a 
new novel, some distance apart from the other persons in 
the cabin. The novel was immediately laid aside to take 
Fleda on her lap and praise Guy's nursing. 

*' But she looks more like a wax figure yet than anything 
else, don't she, Guy ?" 

*' Not like any that ever I saw," said Mr. Carleton gravely. 
'' Hardly substantial enough. Mother I have come to tell 
you I am ashamed of myself for having given you such 
cause of offence yesterday." 

Mrs. Carleton's quick look, as she laid her hand on her 
eon's arm, said sufficiently well that she would have excused 
him from making any ap61<^y rather than have him humble 
himself in the presence of a third person. 

" Fleda heard me yesterday," said he ; — ^'' it was right 
she should hear me to-day." 

''Then my dear Guy," said his mother, with a seorei 
eagerness which she did not allow to appear, — *' if I may 
mfl^e a condition for my forgiveness, which you had befeie 
you asked for it, — will you grant me one fiivourl" 

"Certainly, mother, — ^if 1 can." 

'* You promise me T 

'' As well in one word as in two." 

" Promise me that you will never, by any ciroumstaacefl, 
allow yourself to be drawn into— what is called af» «|^btr <if 
honour^ 

Mr. Carleton's brow changed, and without making any 
reply, oerhaps to avoid his mother's questioning gam, be 
rose ui \nd walked two or . three times the length of tha 
cabiL. His mother and Fleda watched hiia doubtfully. 
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** So y<H2 see hofw you have got me into tmable, Blfie f 
mid he, 8tof>ping before them. 

Fledft looked wonderingly, and Mrs. Oftrleton exdaimed, 
•'Wlwttroublor 

^'Eliie,'' said he, withoat immediately answering his 
mother^ ^ wiiat would your oonscienoe do with two promises 
Wth of which canBot be kept f * 

^' What sudi promises have you made ?" said Mrs. 
GarietoQ eagerly. 

^ Let me hear first what Fieda says to my question.'* 

'*Why," said Fleda, looking a little bewildered,—"! 
would keep the right one." 

** Not the one fbst made ?" said he smUing. 

^No,'* said Fleda, — ^''not unless it was the right one.** 

*'But don't you think one ought to keep one's word, ih 
any event 1" 

" I don't think anything can make it right to do wrong,** 
fleda said gravely, and not without a secret trembling 
cxmsdousnesB to what point she was speaking. 

He left them and again took several turns up and down 
the cabin before he sat down. 

" You have not given me your promise yet, Guy," said 
his mother, whose eye had not once quitted him. ^ Yot 
aaid you would." 

" I said, if I could." 

« Well ^—you can?" 

«^I have two honourable meetings of the proscribed kind 
now on hand, to whidi I stand pledged." 

Fleda hid her &ce in an ^ony. Mrs. Garleton's agony 
was in every line of hers as she grasped her son's wrist ex- 
daiming, ^' Gkiy, promise me !" She had words for nothing 
else. He hesitated still a moment, and then meeting his 
mother's look he said gravely and steadily, 

** I promise you, mother, I never will." 

His mother threw herself upon his breast and hid her 
ihoe there, too much excited to have any thought of her 
customary regard~to appearances ; sobbing out thanks and 
blessings even audibly. Fleda's gentle head was bowed in 
almost equal agitation ; and Mr. Carleton at that moment 
had no doubt tkit he had diosen well which promise to keep. 

There remained however a less agreeable part of the busT- 
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tt98s to pmge. AftfiHT MMiig bis mothfarMMl FMb quite 
happy again, though without satisfying ie «By <i€|^ree tkb 
euiiositv of the ibrmer, Gay went in search of tibe two young 
West Foint officers. They were together, but without 
Hiorn's friend, Gapi. Beebee. Him Carleton&ext sought and 
brought to the forward deck where the otbi^9 were eajoyiog 
their cigars ; or rather Chariton Rossitur was ei^ying hia, 
with the happy self^atis&ction of a pair of«paulettee olTduty. 
Thorn had too busy a brain to be much of a smoker. Now, 
however, when it was plain that Mr.,Carl0toD badaomathing 
to say to them. Charlton's cigar gave way to his attrition; 
it was displaced from his mouth and held in abe/aaaa; 
while Thorn puffed away saore iiiteatly than ever. 

*^ Gentlemen," Carleton began, — " I gave you yesterday 
reason to expect that so soon as oiroufnstances pern^tted, 
you should have the opportunity which ofiended howMMr 
desims of trying eoander ai^giuBente than those of reason 
upon the oflfender. I have to t^U you to^ay that I will not 
give it you. J have thought further of it." 

^'Is it a new insult that you mean by this, air?^ eat^ 
claimed Rosntnr in astonishment. Thorn's oi^ur did not stir. 

'* Neither oew nor old» I meaa Bimi^y that I have 
changed my mind.'^ 

*^ But this is very extraordinary !'' said Roasituc. ^ What 
reason do you give V* 

" I give none, sir." 

*' In dMkt case," said Capt Beebeoi " f^haps Mr. Carle- 
ton will not object to expilain €m* uosajy the things whiob 
gave oifonoe yesterday." 

" I apprehend there is nothing to explaij^ sir|— J think I 
vaoat hav« been nnderstood; And I never take haek mgr 
words lor I am in the habit of speaking the truth.'* 

^' Then we are to consider this «a a further, unpit>¥Oka^ 
unmitigated insult for which you wiH give neither riason 
P0t salisfaotion I" cried Rosaitur. 

^ I have already disetaiined that, Mr. Rossitur." 

'^ Aihe we, on mature deliberation, considered unworthj 
of thi» Aottour you ao condesoendin^y awarded to ua ya»> 
ierday T 

/^ My reasons hava nothing to do with you, sir, nor with 
your fnend ; they are entirely personal to myself*" 



' ^Mn On-ldloii must be awaons/^ sa^d Capt. Beebee, *^ that 
Ids tnadbet, tf tmesEplained, mil bear a very strange eoii- 
struction." 

Mr. Carleten waei eoldty silent. 

"It never was heard of," tlw Captain wtent on, — ^"that a 
gentleman dedined both to explain and to give satisfaction 
for any part of his conduct which had called for it." 

"It never was heard that a ffentlmnan did," said Thorn, 
Temovvag his d^M a moment ^r the purpose of supplying 
the emphasis which hie friend had oarefally omitted to 
feaake. 

" Will you say, Mr. Carleton," said Rossitur, " that you 
did Dot mean to <)ifiend hs yesterday in what you said 'T 

" No, Mr. Rossitur." 

"You Tirill Ttot!" cried the Captain. 

" No sir ; for your fi'iends had given me, as I oonoei^ed; 
jttfit cause of displeasure ; and I was, and am, careless of 
oifeiiding those who have done so." 

"You consider yourself aggrieved, then, in the first 
^aoet" 6aid Beebee. 

" I have said so, sir." 

"Then," said the Captain after a puzzled look out to sea, 
"supposing tiiat my friends disclaim all intention to offend 
you, in <^t ease-—" 

" In that case i should be glad, Capt. Beebee, that they 
had changed t^eir line of tactics — ^there is nothing to change 
in my own." 

** Th«n wttat are we to understand by this strange refusal 
of a meetii^, Mr, Carleton 1 what does it mean ?" 

"It means one thing in my own mind, sir, and probably 
mother in yours ; but the outward expression I choose to 
giT« it is that I will not reward uncalled-for rudeness witH 
an oppoHtmity of self-vindication." 

••You «re," said Thorn sneeringly, "probably careless aa 
to the figure your own name will cut in connection wilil 
tMs story ?" 

" Entirely so," said Mr. Carleton, eying him steadily. 

" You are aware that your character is at our mercy V 

A alight bow seemed to leave at their disposal the very 
small portion of his character he conceived to lie in that 
pvckHoam^n^. 
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' ^ You will expect to hear yourteif spoken of in isnns 
that befit a man who hae» cowed out of an engagement he 
dared not fulfil T 

*^0f courae," said Garleton haughtily, ^by my present 
refusal I give you leave to say all that, and as much mora 
as your ingenuity can fumi^ in the same style ; but not 
in my hearing, sir.'' 

'*You can't help yourself," said Thorn, with the same 
sneer. ^ ^^ You have rid yourself of a gentleman's means of 
protection, — ^what others will you use ?" 

'* I will leave that to the suggestion of the moment— I 
do not doubt it will be found fruitful." 

Nobody doubted it who looked, just then on his steady 
sparkling eye. 

^ I consider the championship of yesterday given up of 
course," Thorn went on in a icind of aside, not looking at 
anybody, and striking his cigar against the guards to dear 
It of ashes ; — '' the cl^mpion has quitted the field ; and the 
little princess but lately so walled in with defences must 
now listen to whatever knight and squire may please to 
address to her. Nothing remains to be seen of her de- 
fender but his spurs." 

*^ They may serve for the heels of whoever b disposed to 
annoy her," said Mr. Garleton. " He will need them." 

He left the group with the same air of imperturbable 
self-possession which he had maintained during the confer- 
ence. But presently Rossitur, who had his private reasons 
for wishing to keep friends with an acquaintance who might 
be c^ service in more ways than one, followed him and de- 
clared himself to have been, in all his nonsense to Fleda, 
most undesirous of giving displeasure to her temporarj 
guardian, and sorry that it had fidlen out so. He spoke 
muikly, and Mr. Garleton, with the same cool gracefiilness 
with which he had carried on the quarrel, waived his dis- 
pleasure, and admitted the young gentleman apparently k> 
stand as before in his favour. Their reconciliation was not 
an hour old when Gapt. Beebee joined them. 

** I am sorry 1 must trouble you with a word more on 
this disagreeable subject, Mr. Osrieton," he b^m, after a 
ceremonious salutation, — ^'My friend, Lieut. Thorn, oobp 
aiders himself greatly outraged by your determinaAioii oat 



>lameet liim. Bft begs to aisk, by me, wbedMr it is yovr 
purpose to abide by it at all hazards 1'' 

« Yes, sir." 

*' There is some misunderstanding here, whioh I greatly 
regret. — ^I hope you will see and excuse the disagreeaUe 
necessity I am und^r of delivering the rest of my Mend's 
message." 

" Say on, sir." 

'- Mr. Thorn declares that if you deny him the common 
courtesy which no gentleman refuses to another, he will 
prodium your name with the most opprobrious adjuncts to 
all the world ; and in place of his former regard he will 
hold you in .tiie most unlimited contempt, whidi he will 
have no scruple about shewing on all occasions." 

Mr. Carleton coloured a little, but replied coolly, 

^' I have not lived in Mr. Thorn's favour. As to the rest, 
I forgive him ! — except indeed he provoke me to measvriB 
for which I never will forgive him." 

*^ Measures !" said tbo Captain. 

'' [ hope not ! for my own self-respect would be more 
grievously hurt than his. But there b an unruly spriac 
somewhere about my composition that when it gels womia 
up is once in a while too much for me." 

^ But," said Rossitur, " pardon me, — ^have you no regard 
to the effect of his misrepresentations ?" 

'^ You are mistaken, Mr. Bossitur," said Garletcm dightlT; 
— " this is but the blast of a bellows, — ^not the SimoooL'^ 

^' Then what answer shall 1 have the honour of oarrjins 
back to my friend?" said Capt Beebee, after a sort of 
astounded pause of a few minutes. 

'' None, of my sending, sir." 

Capt. Beebee touched his cap, and went back to Mr. 
Thorn, to whom he reported that the young Englishman ww 
thoroughly impracticable, and that there was nothing to be 
l^ned by dealing with him ; and the vexed conclusion of 
•Thorn's own mind, in the end, was in Atvour of the wiadom 
of letting him alone. 

In a very different mood, saddened and disgusted, Mr. 
Carleton shook himself free of Rossitur, and went aad stood 
alone by the guards looking out upon the sea. He did not 
•tr a^. r^et his promisa to his mother^ nor widk.to tatas 



vAmr'^&ami tiMMr tbtt he had tskefii. Both tiie Iheoiy ttB 
the practioe of duelling he heartily despised, and he was odt 
weak enough to fancy that he had brought any diseredit upon 
T^thiT^is muae or Ms hocMmr by tefusing to ecHnply with 
«n BBmttrnintable and barbarous custom. And he valueS 
niankind too little to be at all concerned about their jad^ 
ment in the matter. His own opinion was at all timea 
enough for him. But the miserable lolly and puerility of 
auoii an aHercatioQ as that in which he had just bc^ engaged, 
tha pocnr dnqplay of human character, the little low passiona 
whidi had been caited up, even in himself^ alike destitute 
of worthy cause and aim, and which had perhaps but just 
BiiBsed end^g in the death of some and the living death of 
others, — ^it aii wrought to bring him back to hia old weary- 
ing of human nature and despondent eying of the every- 
where jarriags, confusiona and discordances in the moral 
'wcrtd. The fi^h sea-breexe that swept by the ship, r(mgh> 
ening the play of the waves, and brushing his own dieek 
with its health-bearing wing, brought with it a sad feeling , 
<ef leontrast. Free, and pure, and steadily directed, it sped 
'Vti te way, to do its work. And like it all the rest of the 
natoml world, &ithful to the law of its Maker, was stamped 
with the same signet of perfection. Only man, in all the 
vnmnraa, seemed to be at cross purposes with the end of his 
being. Only man, of all animate or inanimate things, lived 
an SBi^eaB, ^^tless, broken life,-*K>r fruitful only in evil. 
How was this? and whence? and when woidd be the end? 
aad would this ooafoaed mass of warring elements ever be 
at peace? -would this disordered machinery ever work 
smoothly, without let or atop any more, and work out tiia 
beautiful something for which sure it was designed? And 
4XHild any iuind but its first Maker mend the broken wheel 
«r "sappiy tflie ^ring that was wanting? 

Has not t^ Desire of all nations been often sought of 
fyyes that were never taught where to look for him. 
.i. Mr. <}arleton was sta^liiig still by the guards, 
thoughtfully out to windward to meet the fresh breeze, 
if the ^iiit of the Wilderness were in it and could teaeh 
Mm tha troth that the Spirit of the World knew not and 
had not to give, when he became sensible of something daaa 
bMlda hian; awl looking down mat Htte Fleda's.iQiSniM 



fhoe, with sueh a look of purity, frosfaneas, and peAoe, k 
4«ucUMi pbu^ly M iiT«r the cUal-i^iite of* doek liwt mt/ little 
piece of jnachinerj was working right. There was a sonliglrt 
iipoa ittoa»()f happf confijdenee and Affiwtion. Mr. Gkrleton's 
miad experienced a sudden revulsion. Fleda might see tlie 
reflection of her own light in his &oe as he hel^ped her up to 
41 ataod where ahe -oottld be more on a level with mm ; 
putting hn arm round her to guard agaiiist any smideii raU 
of the id^ 

>i What makes you wear sudi a happy laoeT^ aaad ho, 
'W4thaa expr^ssioQ half envious, half r^retful. 

" I don't know !" said Fleda innocently. " You, I oiip- 
pose." 

He looked as bri^t as she did, for a muauto. 

" Were you ever angry, Elfie 1" 

'' I don't know—" said Fleda. '< I don^ know bat I have." 

He smiled to see that alUiough evideatly her memory 
eeuld m>t briog the chaige, her imodeeAy would not deny It. 

'•^ Were you not angry yesterday with your oousin and 
that unmannerly friend of his 1" 

^^Nq," said Fleda, a shade eroamg her ihca, — ^^l waanot 
ow^ry" — 

And as she spoke her hand was softly put upon Mr, 
Carleton's ; as if pai^tly in l^e fear of what might have |;rown 
o^ of ]m ajB^getE^^nd p^rUy m thankiulBoes to Mm l&t ha 
had rendered it unnecessary, l^em was a singular delieate 
timidity ^nd tenderness in the aotion. 

^^ I wish I had your secret, Elfie," said Mr. Carleton, look- 
ing wistfully into the clear eyes that met his. 

'< What secret 1" said Fleda smiling. 

^'You say one can always do right — ^is that the reason 
you are happy 1 — ^because you follow that out?" 

'' No," said Fleda seriously. '^ But I think it is a great 
deal pleasanter." 

"" I have no doubt at all of that, neither, I dare say, have 
the rest of the world ; only somehow when it comes to the 
point they find it is easier to do wrong. What's your 
secret, Elfie r 

''I haven't any secret," said Fleda. But presently 
ing to bethink herself, she added gently and gravely^ 

« ** Aunt Miriam says — " 

19 



^She iajs that when we love Jeeas CSirist it is easy to 
please him." 

''And do jovt love Mm, Elfief Mr. Gorleton asked 
after a minute. 

Her answer was a very quiet and sober ^ yes." 

He doubted still whether she were not unconsciously 
using a form of speech the spirit of which she did not quite 
realize. That one might '' not see and yet belieye,"-he could 
understand ; but for afieUot^ to go forth towards as unseen 
object wais another matter. His question wsas grrave and 
acute. 

'' By what do you judge thatyou do, Elfie V^ 

" Why, Mr. Garleton,'' said Fleda, with an instant look 
c^ appeal, ^ who else skoidd I lovef * 

" If not him^' — ^her eye and her voice made sufficiently 
plain. Mr. Garleton was obliged to confess to himself that 
she spoke inteliig^tly, with deeper intelligence than he 
could follow. He asked no more questions. Yet truth 
shines by its own light, like tiie sun. He had not perftotly 
comprehended her answers, but they struck him as some- 
thing that deserved to be understood, and he resolved to 
make the truth of them his own. 

The rest of the voyage was perfectly quiet. Following 
the earnest advice of his friend Gapt. Beebee, Thorn had 
given up trying to purii Mr. Garleton to extremity ; wlio 
on his part did not seem conscious of Thomas existence. 
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CHAPTER XIIL 



IteM tte muMH daintie ptnAlm on groaad 
llMlfedolh oflv to Ub loter cfB^ 

Tbm p«tBt0d BovTM, the Inw npihoottog h^ 

Tha dalM for alMde, the hUls for breathing ipeee, 
The tienliliof groree, the ehrtetell munlng bj ; 
AMd iiMt^ wbloh all Mre weite 4eth Meat ivgiMa» 
The art whieh all that wrought aypeai ed in bo place. 

Facet 



THEY had taken ship for London, as Mr. and Mn. 
Garleton wished to visit home for a day or two belbre 
foiDg on to Paris. So leaving CSiarlton to oarrj news of 
tbnn to the French oamtal, so soon as he oonld Mrsoade 
himself to leave the fSo^lish cmey they with little Fleda In 
company posted down to Garleton, in i diife. 

It^ifBs a time of great delight to Fleda, that is, as soon 
to Mr. Garleton had made her leel at home in England'; 
and somehow he had contrived to do tiiat and to soatfesr 
some clouds of rememhraoce that seraoAd to gather aboot 
her, before they had readied the end of their first day's 
journey. To be out of the ship was itself a comfort, uid 
to be alone with kind friends was inudi more. With great 
joy Fleda put her oo'uon Gharlton and Mr. Thorn at once 
out of sight and out of mind ; and gave herself with even 
more than her usual happy readiness to everything the way 
and the end of the way had for her. Those days were to 
be painted days in Fleda's memory. 

She thought Garleton was a very odd place. That i% 
the house, not the village which wait by the same name. 
If the manner of her two companions had not been sudi as 
to put her entirely at her ease she would have felt strange 
and shy. As it was she felt half afraid of losing herself in 
the hcNHie; Id Fleda's nnacoustoaed eyes it was a lataj* 
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rinth of halls and staircases, set with the most unaccount- 
able number and variety of rooms; old and new, quaint 
and comfortable, gloomy and magnificent ; some with stem 
old-fashioned massiveness of style and garniture; others 
absolutely bewitching (to Fleda's eyes and understanding) 
in the rich beauty and luxuriousness of their arrangements. 
Mr. Carleton's own particular haunts were of these; his 
private room, the Bttle library as it was called, the library, 
and the music-room, which was indeed rather a gallery of 
the fine arts, so many treasures of art were gat^red there. 
To an o]der and nice-judging person these iYxnns would 
have given tjo flight indications of their ownerS mind — ^it 
had been at wY>rk on every corner of them. No particular 
fashion had been followed, in anything, nor any model con- 
sulted but that which fancy had built to the mind's order. 
The wealth of years had drawn together an enormous 
assemblage o^ matters, great and small, every one of whidi 
was fitted alther to excite fancy, or suggsst ^xnight, or to 
aniiisfy the eye by its nioe adaptation. And if pride had 
kad the oiKieiring of tlMnn,all these might have been but ^ 
costly musBum, a litenuy alphabet that its possessor oould 
noi put togetker, an ungainly confession of ^oranoe ott 
the part of the l«t^l'ect that could do noticing with this rick 
h«ap of matsrisd. But pride was not the genius of the 
pilaoe. A most refined taste and ^oorious fasldi^Homness had 
wcanged and harmoBized all the heterogeneous iteois ; tkm 
mental IderoglypMes had been ordered by one to whom 
€b» reading cf tkem was no mystery, ^kstinng struck a 
aferanger at first entering, except the yery rieh efl^t sod 
fimltless air of the wlmie, and periiaps the d^teioas htixV^ 
ties Jbr «veiy kind of intsileotiial culti^vfttioa windi ap- 

rred on erery hand ; fadiities which it miMt be allowed 
seem in geneisal not to £u»litftte the work Hiey em 
sHesBt to speed. In tins case however it was di^rost.. 
The mind that wanted them had brought t^iera togeltor to 
satisfy its own craving. 

These roonts were Guy's peevliar domain, fai olher parts 
of the house, where his mother reigned conjointly with him, 
llwir joint tastes had struck out another style tof adaraamit 
which ndg^ be caDed a style of superb ^le§ance. Not 
■Bperb aioae, for «sate had sot pennitted so keavys^bhar* 



«l^^i|0lao to be predbmina&t ; not narely elagiiit, for the 
fineness of all tbe details would wammt ao ampler word. 
A larger paft of the house than both these together had 
been left as generations past had left it| in various stages 
of refinement, oomfiMrt sjid oomeliness. It was a day or 
two before Fleda found out that it was all one ; she 
thought at first that it was a collection of several houses 
that bad somehow inexplicably sat down there with their 
backs to each other; it was so straggling and irregular a 
pile of buildiBg, covering so lauch ground, and looking so 
very unlike the dlfierent parts to eadi other. One portion 
was quite old ; the other parts ranged variously between the 
present and the far past. After ^ onoe understood this it 
was a piece of delicious wonderment and musing and great 
adminition to Fleda; she never grew weary of wanderinc 
round it and thinking about it, for from a child fancifid 
meditation was one of her delights. Within doors she best 
liked Mr. Carleton's favourite rooms. Their ridi colouring 
and moderated light and endJess stores of beauty and curi- 
osity made them a place of fascination. 

Out of doors she found still more 'to delight her. Mom^ 
lag noon and night she might be seen near the house 
^ganng, taking in pictures of natural beauty which were for 
ever after to hang in Fleda's memory as standards of ex- 
oellence in that sort. Nature's hand had been very kind 
to the plsee, moulding the ground in beautiful style. Art 
had made happy use of the advantage thus given her ; and 
.iiew what appeared was neither art nor nature, but a per* 
£^jan that can only spring from the hands of both. Fle- 
da's eyes were bewitched. She stood watching the rolling 
8k|pes of green turf, <o soft and lovely, and the magnificent 
trees, that had kept their ground for ages and seen genera- 
tions rise and fall befi>re thair growing strength and gran- 
der. They were scattered here and there on the lawn, 
and further back stood on the heights and stretched along 
the ridges of the undulating ground, the outposts of a wood 
of the same growth still beyond them. 

'' How do you like it, Eifie V Mr. Carleton asked her 
the evenii^ of the first day, as he saw her for a length of 
twae looking out gravely and intently from before the hall 
door. 

16» 



"^I think it is beftotifldr said Fieda. ''Hie groond « » 
great deal smoother here than it was at home." 

^* ril take you to ride to-morrow," said he smiling, ^^aad 
shew you rough gronnd enough." 

''As you £d when we came from Montepoolef* said 
Fleda rather eagerly. 

•* Would you like that 1" 

"Yes, very much, — ^if yoa would like it, Mr; Garleton.'^ 

*• Very well," said he. " So it shall be." 

And not a day passed during their short stay that he did 
not give her one of those rides. He shewed her routfh 
ground, according to his promise, but Fleda still thou^t 
it did not look much like the mountains '' at home." ^d 
indeed unsightly roughnesses had been skilfully covered or 
removed ; and thou^ a large part of the park, which was 
a very extensive one, was wildly broken and had apparently 
been left as nature left it, the hand of taste had been 
l^ere ; and many an unsuspected touch instead of hinder- 
ing had heightened both the wild and the beantifol charao- 
ter. Landscape gardening had long been a great hobby of 
its owner. 

" How far does your ground come, Mr. Caileton 1" in- 
quired Fleda on one of these rides, when they had travelled 
a good distance from home. 

" Further than you can see, Elfie." 

"Further than I can see! — ^It must be a ywj lafge 
farm f" 

" This is not a farm where we are now," said he;— ^ Ad 
you mean that 1 — ^this is the park ; we are ahnoet at tha 
edge of it on this side." 

"What is the difference between a farm and a paikl^ 
said Fleda. 

"The grounds of a ferm are tilled for profit; a park is 
an uncultivated enclosure kept merely for men and woman 
and deer to take pleasure in. 

"/have taken a good deal of pleasure in it^" said Fleda. 
" And have you a farm besides, Mr. Carleton ?" 

" A good many, Elfie." 

Fleda looked surprised ; and then remarked Aat It mnst 
be very nice to have such a beautifiil piece of gronnd joat 
for pleasure. 



. Ske enjqyad it to ^ full during the few days she was 
tfaera. And one thing more, the grand piano in the musie- 
room. The first evening of their arrival she was drawn by 
the far-off sounds, and Mrs. Carleton seeing it went imme- 
diately to the music-room with her. The room had no 
light, except from the moonbeams that stole in through two 
glass doors which opened upon a particularly private and 
dierished part of. the grounds, in summer-time full of 
flowers ; for in the Yery refinement of luxury delights had 
been crowded about this &vourite apartment. Mr. Carleton 
was at the instrumcait, playing. Fleda sat down quietly in 
one comer and listened, — ^in a rapture of pleasure she had 
hardly ever known from any like source. She did not 
think it could be greater ; till after a time, in a pause of 
the musioi) Mrs. Carleton asked her son to sing a particular 
ballad ; and that one was followed by two or three more. 
Fleda Jeft her comer, she could not contain herself, and 
favoured by the darkness came forward and stood quite 
near ; and if the performer had had light to see by, he 
would have been gratified with the tribute paid to his power 
by the unfeigned tears that ran down her cheeks. This 
pleasure was ^ also repeated from evening to evening. 

^'Do you know we set off for Paris to-morrow?" said 
Mrs. Carleton the last evening of their stay, as Fleda came 
up to the door after a prolonged ramble in the park, leaving 
Mr. Carleton with one or two gardeners at a little distance. 

'^ Yes !" said Fleda, with a sigh that was more than half 
audible. 

^^ Are you sorry ?" said Mrs. Carletcm smiling. 

^^ 1 cannot be glad,'' said Fleda, giving a sober look over 
^tihe lawn. 

" Then you like Carleton P' 

'^ Very much ! — ^It is a prettier place than Queechy." 

'' But we shall have you here again, dear Fleda," said 
Mrs. Carleton restraining her smile at this, to her, very 
moderate compliment. 

^^ Perhaps not," said Fleda quietly. — "Mr. Carleton 
said," she added a minute afler with more animation, 
" that a park was a place for men and women and deer to 
take pleasure in. 1 am sure it is for children too !" 

" Did you have a pleasant ride this morning 1"., 
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"•O very ! — ^I aiwajB do* There in't floytUng I Vk% 
8o well." 
^ What, as to ride on borselmek irith Ouy ?" add Mn. 

Garleton looking exoeedinglj benignant. 

'* Yes, — ^unless — ^" 

" Unless what, my dear Fleda V^ 

** Unless, perhaps, — ^I don't know, — ^I was going to aajr, 
unless perhaps to hear hinj sing." 

Mrs. Carleton's delight was unequivoeally expressed; 
and she promised Fkda that she ^ould have both rides 
and songs there in plenty another time ; a promise upon 
which Fleda built no trust at all. 

The short jonmey to Paris was soon made. The next 
momiiig Mrs. Garleton making an excuse of her fatigue 
left Guy to end the care he had rather taken upon himself 
by delivering his little duige into the hands of her friends. 

So they drove to the Hotel ^ Rue — , where Mr. Ko6> 

situr had apartments in vay handsome style. They R>nnd 
him alone in the saloon. 

*' Ha ! Garleton— come back again. Just in time — ^very 
fflad to see you. And who is this? — ^Ah, another littl« 
daughter for aunt Lucy." 

Mr. Rossitur, who gave them this greeting very cordi- 
ally, was rather -a fine-looking man; decidedly agreeable 
both in person and maimer. Fleda was pleasantly disq^ 
pointed after what her grandfather had led her to expeoL 
Tbere might be somethii^ of sternness in his exfuression ; 
people gave him credit lot a peremptory, not to say it»- 
perious temper ; but if truly, it could not often meet with 
opposition. Hie sense and gendemanly character which 
marked his face and bearing had an air of smoo^ polite- 
ness which seemed habitual. Hiere was no want of kind- 
ness nor even of tenderness in the way he drew Fleda 
within his arm and h^d her there, while he went on talking 
to Mr. Garleton ; now and then stooping his face to look 
in at her bonnet and kiss her, which was his only w^ooma. 
He snid nothing to her after his first question. 

He WM too busy talking to Ouy. He seemed to have a 
great deal to tell him. There was this for him to see, and 
that for hhn to hear, and charming new things which JMid 
been dons or doing since Mr. Garleton left Paris. Hi* 
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impresflioii upcM fleda's mmd after listeniiig ftwUle waa 
that the French capital was a great Gallery of the Fine 
ArtSy with a magnified likeness of Mr. Carleton^s musio- 
loom at Gi» end of it. She thought her uncle must be 
most extraordinarily fond of pictures and works of art in 
general, and must have a great love for seeing company and 
hearing people sing. This latter taste Fleda was disposed 
to allow might be tf very reasonable one. Mr. Carieton, she 
observed, seemed much more cool on the whole subject. 
But meanwhile where was aunt Lucy 1 — and had Mr. Ros- 
CAtur for^tten the little armful that he held so &st and 
so perse veringly *? No, for here was another kiss, and 
another look into her &ce, so kind that Fleda gave him a 
piece of her heart from thai time. 

^' Hugk !" sftid Mr. Rossitur suddenly to somebody she 
had not seen before, — " Hugh ! — ^here is your little cousin. 
Take her off to your mother." 

A child came forward at this bidding hardly larger than 
hei*self. He was a slender graceful little figure, with 
nothing of the boy in his face or manner; delicate as a girl, 
and with somel!hing almost melancholy in the gentle sweet* 
ness of his countenance. Fleda^s confidence was given to 
it on the instant, which had not been the case with anything 
in her uncle, and she yielded without reluctance the hand he 
took to obey his father's command. Before two steps had 
been taken however, she suddenly broke away from him 
and springing to Mr. Carleton's side silently laid her hand 
in his. She made no answer whatever to a light word or 
two of kindness that he spoke just for her ear. She listened 
with downcast eyes and a lip that he saw was too unsteady 
t<o be trusted, and then after a moment more, without look- 
ing, pulled away her hand and followed her cousin. Hugh 
did not once get a sight of her face on the way to his 
mothers room, but owing to her exceeding efibrts and quiet 
generalship he never guessed the cause. There was nothing 
in her face to raise suspicion when he reached the door and 
opening it announced her with, 

*• Mother, here's cousin Fleda come." 

•Fleda had seen her aunt before, though several years 
back, and not long enough to get acquainted with her. But 
no matter; — it waa her mother's sister silking there, whoee 
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ftce gave her so lovely a wekome at that speech of Hugh^ 
whose anns were stretdied out so eagerly towards her ; and 
springing to them as to a very haven of rest Fleda wept on 
her bosom those delidons tears that are only shed where 
the heart is at home. And even before they were dried the 
ties were knit that bound her to her new sphere. 

'^Who came with you, dear Fleda 1" said Mrs. Rossitur 
then. "' Is Mrs. Carleton here ? I must go and thank her 
for bringing you to me." 

''^Mr, Carleton is here." said Hugh. 

'^I must go and thank him then. Jump down, dear 
Fleda — ^Fll be back in a minute." 

Fleda got off her lap, and stood looking in a kind of en- 
chanted maze, while her aunt hastily arranged her hair at 
the glass. Looking, while fancy and memory were making 
strong the net in which her heart was caught. She was try- 
ing to see something of her mother in one who had shared 
her blood and her auction so nearly. A miniature of that 
mother was left to Fleda, and she had studied it till she 
could hardly persuade herself that she had not some recol- 
lection of the original ; and now she thought she caught a 
precious shadow of something like it in her aunt Lucy» 
Not in those pretty bright eyes which had looked -through 
kind tears so lovingly upon her ; but in the gracefbl ringlets 
about the temples, the delicate contour of the face, and a 
something, Fleda could only have said it was '^a some- 
thing," about the mouth when at rest, the shadow of her 
mother's image rejoiced her heart. Rather that faint 
shadow of the loved lost one for little Fleda, than any other 
form or combination of beauty on earth. As she stood 
fascinated, watching the movements of her aunt's li^t 
figure, Fleda drew a long breath with which went off the 
whole burden of doubt and anxiety that had lain upon her 
mind ever since the journey besan. She had not known it 
was there, but she felt it go. Yet even when that sigh of 
relief was breathed, and while fancy and feeling were weav- 
ing their rich embroidery into the very tissue of Fleda's 
happiness, most persons would have seen merely that the 
child looked very sober, and have thought probably that she 
felt very tired and strange. Perhaps Mrs. Rossitur thought 
90^ for again tenderly kissing her before she left the room 
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die told Hugh to take off her thiogp and make her ftel al 
home. 

Hugh upon this made Fleda sit down and proceeded to 
untie her tippet strings and take off her coat with an air of 
delicate tenderness which shewed he had great pleasure in 
his task, aud which made Fleda take a go<^ deal of pleas- 
ure in it too. 

'* Are you tired, cousin Fleda ]" said he gently. 

" No," said Fleda. " O no !" 

'^ Charlton said you were tired on board ship." 

'^I wasn't tired," said Fleda^ in not a little surprise; " I 
liked it very much." 

^ Then maybe I mistook. 1 know Charlton said As was 
tired, and I thought he said you were too. Tou know my 
brother Charlton, don't you ]" 

" Yes." 

" Are you glad to come to Paris ?" 

^^ I am glad now," said Fleda. '^ I wasn't glad before." 

" I am very glad," said Hugh. '^ I think you will like 
it. We didn't know you were coming till two or three 
days ago when Charlton got here. Do you like to take 
walks ?" 

" Yes, very much." 

" Father and mother will take us delightful walks in the 
Tuileries, the gardens you know, and the Champs Elysees, 
and Versailles, and the Boulevards, and ever so many 

S laces ; and it will be a great deal pleasanter now you are 
ere. Do you know French 1" 

" No." 

" Then you'll have to learn. I'll help you if you will let 
me. It is very easy. Did you get my last letter ]" 

"• I don't know," said Fleda, — *'*' the last one I had came 
with one of aunt Lucy's, telling me about Mrs. Carleton — 
1 got it just before" — 

• Alas ! before what % Fleda suddenly remembered, and 
was stopped short. From all the strange scenes and 
interests which lately had whirled her along, her spirit 
leapt back with strong y earning recollection to her old 
home and her old ties ; and ^uch a rain of tears witnessed 
the deamess of what she had lost and the tenderness of the 
memory that had let them slip for a moment, that Hugh 
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was m mnxAx disftressed as startled* With grs*^ iendenu 
and touching delicacy he tried to soothe her and at the 
time, th€High guessing, to find out what was the matter, lest 
he should make a mistake. 

^ Just before wbati" said he, laymg his hand esreflsingij' 
on his tittle cousiti's shoalder; — ^ Don't griere so, dear 
Fleda 1" 

'•^ It was only just before grandpa died,'' said Fleda. 

Hugh had known of that before, though like her he bad 
forgotten it for a oEioment. A little while his feeling was 
too strong to permit any farther attempt at oondi^enoe ; 
but as he saw Fleda grow quiet he took courage to speak 
again. 

^ Was he a good man 1" he asked softly. 

" Oh yes !" 

" Then," said Hugh," you know he is happy now, Fleda. 
If he loved Jesus Christ he is gone to be wiUi him. That 
ou^t to make yon glad as well as sorry." 

Fleda looked up, though tears were streaming yet, to 
give that full happy answer of the eye that no words could 
do. This was consolation, and sympathy. The two diildren 
had a perfect understanding of each other from that time 
forward; a fellowship that never knew a break nor a 
weakening. 

Mrs. Rossitur found on her return that Hugh had obeyed 
her charge to the letter. He had made Fleda feel at home. 
They were sitting dose together, Hugh's hand afieotionately 
clasping hers, and he was holding forth on some subject with 
a gracious politeness that many of his elders might have 
copied \ while Fleda listened and assented wi& entire 
satis&ction. The rest of the morning she passed in her 
aunt's arms ; drinking draughts of pleasure from those dear 
bright eyes ; taking in the bslm of gentlest words of love, 
and soil kisses, every one of which was felt at the bottom 
of Fieda's heart, and the pleasure of talking over her yonnff 
sorrows with one who could feel them all and answer inm 
tears as well as words of sympathy. And Hugh stood by 
the while l(k>king at his little orphan cousin as if she might 
have dropped from the clouds into his mother's lap, a rare 
jewel or delicate flower, but much more delicate and pre- 
oiotis than they or any other possible gift 
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Hugh and Fleda dined alone. For as he informed her 
his father never would have children at the dinner-table 
when he had company ; and Mr. and Mrs. Carleton and 
other people were to be there to-day. Fleda made no re- 
mark on the subject, by word or look, but she thought none 
the less. She thought it was a very mean fashion. Sht 
not come to the table when strangers were there ! And . 
who would enjoy them morel When Mr. Rossitur and 
Mr. Carleton had dined with her grandfather, had she not 
taken as much pleasure in their society, and in the whole 
thing, as any other one of the party 1 And at Carleton, 
had ^e not several times dined with a tableful, and been 
unspeakably amused to watch the different manners and 
characteristics of people who were strange to her? How- 
ever, Mr. Rossitur had other notions. So she and Hugh 
had their dinner in aunt Lucy's dressing-room, by them- 
selves; and a very nice dinner it was, Fleda thought; and 
Rosaline, Mrs. Rossitur's French maid, was well affected 
and took admirable care of them. Indeed before the close 
of the day Rosaline privately informed her mistress, " qu'elle 
serait entetee surement de cet enfant dans trois jours ;" and 
" que son regard vraiment lui serrait le coeur." And Hugh 
was excellent company, failing all other, and did the 
honours of the table with the utmost thoughtfulness, and 
amused Fleda the whole time with accounts of Paris and 
what they would do and what she should see ; and how his 
sister Marion was at school at a convent, and what kind of 
a place a convent was ; and how he himself always staid at 
home and learned of his mother and his father; "or by 
himself," he said, "just as it happened;" and he hoped 
they would keep Fleda at home too. So Fleda hoped ex- 
ceedingly, but this stem rule about the dining had made 
her feel a little shy of her uncle ; she thought perhai'^s he 
was not kind and indulgent to children like her aunt Lu ^y ; 
and if he said she must go to a convent she would not da e 
to ask him to let her stay. The next time she saw him how- 
ever, she was obliged to change her opinion again, in part ; , 
for he was very kind and indulgent, both to her and Hugh ; 
and more than that he was very amusing. He shewed her 
pictures, and told her new and interesting things ; and find- 
ing that she listened eagerly he seemed pleased to prolong 
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^ pl«#l^9B9i ^JV^ ftt the expi^a^ of a good d^f^ of ^s own 
tippi^ 

J^Ft Bossitur was a man of cultivated mind and \^tj 
TJ^SaxoA. a^d &stidious taste. He lived for the pleasures of 
Art^ ai^d liiterature and the society where these are valued. 
For this, and not without some secret love of display, h^ 
lived in Paris; not extravagant in his' pleasures, nor silly- 
in his ostentation, but leading, like a gentleman, a^ worthy 
and rational a life as a man can lead who lives only to him- 
self, with no further thought than to enjoy the passing 
hp^rs. Mr. Eossitur ei^joyed them elegantly, and for a 
m^ ^f the wprld, moderately, bestowing however few of 
those prjecious hours upon his children. It was hia maxiip 
tha^ they should bQ kept out of the way whenever their 
presence might by any c&nce interfere with the amusement^ 
of tbeir el^^rs ; and this maxim, a good one ceitainly i^ 
PlQQie l^andSf was in his reading of it a very broad one, 
SitUl when he did take time to give his &mily he was a do- 
lightfnl companion to those of them who could understand 
IjLun. If they shewed up taste for sensible pleasure he had 
no patience with them nor desire of their company. Re- 
port had done him no wrong in giving him a stem temper ; 
but this almost never came out in actual exercise ; Fleda 
Hi^ew it only from an occasional bint now and then, and by 
her childish intuitive reading of the lines it had drawn round 
the mouth and brow. It had no disagreeable bearing on 
his everyday life and manner ; and the quiet fact probably 
servied but to heighten the love and reverence in which his 
family held him very high. 

Mr. Eossitur did once moot the question whether Fleda 
should not join Marion at her convent. But his wife looked 
\Qjcy grave and said that she was too tender and delicate a 
little thing to be trusted to the hands of strangers ; Hugh 
pleaded, and argued that she might sl^are all his lessons ; 
and Fleda's own fiice pleaded more powerfully. There was 
something appealing in its extreme delicacy and purity 
which seemed to call for shelter and protection from every 
rougli breath of the world ; and Mr. Eossitur was easily 
persuaded to let her remain in the stronghold of home. 
Hugh liad never quitted it. Neither father nor mother ever 
thought of such a thing. He was tho fhoHshed ido) of the 
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wboie ftnily. Always a delkaate ohild, always bfauneleai 
in )ife (Uid behavioui', his loveliness of imad and person, hia 
a&ctioiiateness^ the winniog sweetness that was about him 
like a halo, and the slight tenure by whidi they seemed to hold 
Um, had wreugiit to bind the hearts of father and mother to 
this ohild, as it were, with the very life-strings of both. Not 
1^ mother was more gentle with Hugh than his much 
stenter father. And now little Fieda, sharing somewhal 
of Hugh's peeuliar claims upon their tenderness and adding 
another of nor own, was admitted, not to the same place ia 
thttr hearts, — ^that could not be, — but to their honour be it 
^pcAen, to the same place in all outward shew of thought 
,asid feeling. Hugh had nothing that Fleda did not have, 
e^ren to the time, care and caresses of his parents. And not 
Hugh rendered them ti more faithful return of devoted amo- 
tion. 

Once made eaay on the question of school, which was 
never seriously stirred again, Fleda's life became very 
happy. It was easy to make her happy; affection and 
i^rapathy would have done it almost anywhere ; but In 
Paris she had much more ; and after time had softened the 
sorrow she brought with her, no bird ever found existence 
less of a burden, nor sang more light-heartedly along its 
life. In her aunt she had all but the name of a mother; 
in her uncle, with kindness and affection, she had. amuse- 
ment, interest, and improvement ; in Hugh everything ;-— 
love, confidence, 8ympal;hy, society, help; their tastes, 
opinions, pursuits, went hand in hand. The two children 
were always together. Fleda's spirits were brighter than 
Hugh's, and her intellectual tastes stronger and more uni- 
versal. That might be as much from difference of physical 
as of mental constitution. Hugh's temperament led him 
somewhat to melancholy, and to those studies and pleasures 
which best side with subdued feeling and delicate nerves. 
Fleda's nei*vous system was of the finest too, but — in 
.^hort, she was d& like a bird as possible. Perfect health, 
which yet a slight thing was enough to shake to the founda- 
tion; — joyous spirits, which a look could quell; — happy 
energies, which a harsh hand might easily crush for ever. 
Well for little Fleda that so tender a plant was permitted 
to unfold in so nicely tempered an atmosphere. A cold 
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wind would soon have killed it. Besides all this there 
were charming studies to be gone' through every day with 
Hugh ; some for aunt Lucy to hear, some for masters and 
and mistresses. There were amusing walks in the Boule- 
vards, and delicious pleasare-taking in the gardens of Paris, 
and a new world of people and manners and things and 
histories for the little American. And despite her early 
rustic experience Fleda had from nature an indefeasible 
taste for the elegancies of life ; if suited her well to see all 
about her, in dress, in furniture, in various appliances, as 
commodious and tasteful as wealth and refinement could 
contrive it; and she very soon knew what was right in eaoh 
kind. There were now and then most gleeful excursions 
in the environs of Paris, when she and Hugh found ia 
earth and air a world of delights more than they could tell 
anybody but each other. And at home, what peaceful 
times they two had, — what endless conversations, discus- 
sions, schemes, air-joumeys of memory and fancy, back- 
ward and forward ; what sociable dinners alone, and de- 
lightful evenings with Mr. and Mrs. Rossitur in the saloon 
wnen nobody or only a very few people were there ; how 
pleasantly in those evenings the foundations were laid of a 
strong and enduring love for the works of art, painted, 
sculptured, or engraven ; what a multitude of curious and 
excellent bits of knowledge Fleda's ears picked up from 
the talk of different people. They were capital ears ; what 
they caught they never let fall. In the course of the year 
her gleanings amounted to more than many another per- 
son's harvest. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



Ueav*ii bless thee; 
Tboa hart the sweetest face I over lookM on. 

Shakspkark. 



ONE of the greatest of Fleda's pleasures was when Mr. 
Carleton came to take her out with him. He did that 
often. Fleda only wished he would have taken Hugh too, 
but somehow he never did. Nothing but that was wanting 
to make the pleasure of those times perfect. Knowing 
that she saw the common things in other company, Guy 
was at the pains to vary the amusement when she went 
with him. Instead of going to Versailles or St. Cloud, he 
would take her long delightful drives into the country and 
shew her some old or interesting place that nobody else 
went to see. Often there was a history belonging to the 
spot, which Fleda listened to with the delight of eye and 
fancy at once. In the city, where they more frequently 
walked, still he 'shewed her what she would perhaps have 
seen under no other other guidance. He made it his busi- 
ness to give her pleasure ; and understanding the inquisi- 
tive active little spirit he had to do with he went where his 
own tastes would hardly have led him. The Quai aux 
Fleurs was often visited, but also the Halle aux B16s, the 

Seat Halle aux Vins, the Jardin des Plantes, and the 
arche des Innocens. Guy even took the trouble, more 
for her sake than his own, to go to the latter place once 
very early in the morning, when the market bell had not 
two hours sounded, while the interest and prettiness of the 
scene were yet in their full life. Hugh was in company 
this time, and the delight of both children was beyond 
words, as it would have been beyond anybody's patience 
that had not a strong motive to back it. They never dis- 

17* 
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covered that Mr. Carleton was in a hurry, as indeed he was 
not. They bargained for fruit with any number of people, 
upon all sorts of inducements, and to an extent of which 
they had no competent notion, but Hugh had his mother's 
purse, and Fleda was skilfully commissioned to purdiase 
what she pleased for Mrs. Carleton. Verily thfr two chil- 
dren that morning bought pleasure, not peaches. Fancy 
and Benevolehce held the purse strings, and £o(»iomy did 
not even look on. They revelled too, Fleda especially^ 
amidst the bright pictures of the odd, the new, and the 
picturesque, and the varieties of character and incident, that 
were displayed around them ; even till the country people 
began to go away and the scene to lose its charm. It 
never loet it in memory ; and many a time in aifter life 
Hugh and Fleda recurred to something that was seen or 
done *^ that momipg when we bought fruit at the Imiooena." 

Besides these scenes of everyday life, whi<^ mterested 
and amosed Fleda to the last degree, Mr. Carleton ahewed 
her many an obscure part of Paris where deeds of daiii^ 
and of blood had been, and thrilled the littk listener's ear 
with histories of the Past. He judged her rightly, ^le 
would rather «t any time have gone to walk with him, tlun 
with snybody else to see any show that could be davised. 
His object in all this was in the first place to give her 
pleasure, and in the second place to draw out her miiid mto 
free communion with his own, which he knew eould only 
%»e done by talking sense to her. He sooe^^ded as he visb> 
ed. Lost in the interest of the scenes he presented to ker 
eye and mind, she forgot everything cdse and frfiewed Um 
Iwrself ; precisely what he wanted to see. 

H was strange that a young man, an admrred man of 
ftahion, a flattered favourite of the gay and great world, 
and fiirthermore a reserved and proud repeller of almost 
all who sought his intimacy, should seek and delist in ite 
society of a little child. His mother would have wondered 
if she had known it. Mrs. Rossitur did marvri that STeii 
Fleda should have so won upon the cold and iMM^kty 
4 young Englishman ; and her husband said he probaMj 
ohoso to have Fleda^ with him because he could make up 
his mind to like nobody else. A remark which perhaps 
arose from the ntter failure of every attempt to draw him 



and C^aAton nearer togetlier. But Mr. Rossttur wi» im\y 
Mf right. The reason lay deeper. 

Mr. Carleton bad admitted the truth of Christianity, upon 
wimt he oon^dered sufficient gronfids, and would now hikve 
steadily fought for it, as be would for anything else tiiat he 
Mieved to be trut^. But there he stopped. He had Vrot dfs- 
eovered ixor tried to discover whether the truth of Christifta- 
ity imposed any obligation npoh him. He had cast off his 
unbelief, and looked upon it now as a singular folly. But 
his belief was almost as vague and as fruitless as his infi- 
delity had been. Perhaps, a little, his bitter dissatisfaction 
with the wdrld and hitman things, or rather his de^porid- 
wA riew of them, was mitigated. If there was, as ha now 
held, a Supreme Orderer of events, it might be, and it was 
wtional to suppose there would be, in the issues of time, 
an entire ohMilge wrought in the disordered and dishonour^ 
state of his handiwork. There might be a remedial dystem 
Bomewhere^-^nay, it might be in the Bible ; he meant to 
k«ik some dnyt But i^% he \aA Anything to do with that 
diange — that the working of the remedial System called 
iat te.nd»— tftiat Mi kad e^y oh^ge ki t^ mmttei^^had 
ilever eateiM ihto hi^ imagination o^ stirred fais ^bnscfenci^. 
Hd w>ul living his old life at Paris, with his old dissatisfao- 
tioii^ perhups a ti^Hle iess bittm^. He was seekii^ pleasure 
is ^hatevier art^ leandhg, literature, r<6finement and luxury 
can do for a man who has them all at command ; but there 
was som^tidilg witiiM htaa that spuitied this ignoble exist- 
«ifce aad calM fe/t highet aii^d and worthier ^ertion. He 
WIS aot vieioas, he ifev6r had htsm vicious, or, as somebody 
^se said, his vices wei^d all i^fhiM vicieis ; but a life of 
mere self4nd«ilg6nee al^ilg^ puiftoied without self-satisfec- 
tit)n9 is oonst«ntly Idw^ifig the st^andard and weakening 
the forces of inrttte,^^essening the whole mean. He felt 
il ho ; and to leave his ordlffiiry scelito aiiid odmipations and 
lose a morning wHh l^le Fk»da was a fi^^hening of his 
better nature ; it was like bi'eaithing pure air csfter the fever- 
heat of a sick room ; it was like hearing the birds sing 
afber the meaningless jabber of Bedlam. Mr. Carleton 
indeed did not put the Blatter quite do strofigly to himself. 
He called Fleda his good angel. He did not exactly know 
thdt the office thie godMl ai^el perfofined was simply to 
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hold a candle to his conscience. For oonscieoce waa not 
by any means dead in him ; it only wanted light to see by. 
When he turned from the gay and corrupt world in which 
he lived, where the changes were rung incessantly upon 
self-interest, falsehood ,> pride, and the various more or leas 
refined forms of sensuality, and when he looked upon that 
pure bright little face, so free from selfishness, those clear 
eyes so innocent of evil, the peaceful brow under which a 
thought of double-dealing had never hid, Mr. Carleton felt 
himself in a healthier region. . Here as elsewhere, he hon- 
oured and loved the image of truth ; in the broad sense of 
truth ; — that which suits the perfect standard of right. But 
his pleasure in this case was invariably mixed with a slight 
feeling of self-reproach ; and it was this hardly recognised 
stir of his better nature, this clearing of his mental eye- 
sight under the light of a bright example, that made him 
call the little torch-bearer his good angel. If this were 
truth, this purity, uprightness and singleness of mind, as 
conscience said it was, where was he % how &r wandering 
from his beloved Idol ! 

One. other feeling saddened the pleasure he had in her 
society — a belief that the ground of it could not last. '* If 
she could grow up so T' — ^he said to himself. ^' But it is 
impossible. A very few years, and all that clear sunshine 
of the mind will be overcast; — ^there is not a doud 
now !" — 

Under the working of these thoughts Mr. Carleton some- 
times forgot to talk to his little charge^ aad would walk for 
a length of way by her side wrapped up in sombre musings 
Fleda never disturbed him then, but waited contentedly and 
patiently for him to come out of them, with her old feeling 
wondering what he could be thinking of and wishing he 
were as happy as she. But he never left her very lonff ; 
he was sure to waive bis own humour and give her all me 
graceful kind attention which nobody else could bestow so 
welL Nobody understood and appreciated it better than 
Fleda. 

One day, some months after they had been in Paris, they 
were sitting in the Place de la Concorde, Mr« Carleton was 
in one of these thinking fits. He had b^en giving Fleda a 
long detail of the sceneathat had taken place in that spot — 
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a history of it from the time when it had lain an unsightly 
waste;— Hsuch a graphic lively account as he knew well 
how to give. The absorbed interest with which she had 
lost everything else in what he was saying had given him at 
once reward and motive enough as he went on. Standing 
by his side, with one little hand confidingly resting on his 
knee, she gazed alternately into his face and towards the 
broad highly-adorned square by the side of which they had 
placed themselves, and where it was hard to realize that the 
ground had once been soaked in blood while madness and 
death filled the air ; and her changing face like a mirror 
gave him back the reflection of the times he held up to her 
view. And still standing there in the same attitude after 
he had done she had been looking out towards the square in 
a fit of deep meditation. Mr. Carleton had forgotten her 
for awhile in his own thoughts, and then the sight of the 
little gloved hand upoh his knee brought him back again. 

"What are you musing about, Elfie, dear?" he said 
cheerfully, taking the hand in one of his. 

Fleda gave a swifl glance into his face, as if to see 
whether it would be safe for, her to answer his question ; a 
kind of exploring look, in which her eyes often acted as 
scouts for her tongue. Those she met pledged their faith 
for her security ; yet Fleda's look went back to the square 
and then again to his face in silence. 

"How do you like living in Paris?" said he. "You 
should know by this time." 

" I like it very much indeed," said Fleda. 

" I thought you would." 

" I like Queechy better though," she went on gravely, her 
eyes turning again to the square. 

" Like Queechy better ! Were you thinking of Queechy 
just now when I spoke to you ?" 

" Oh no !" — with a smile. 

" Were you going over all those horrors I have been dis- 
tressing you with ?" 

"No," said Fleda; — "I was thinking of them, awhile 

" What then ?" said he pleasantly. " You were looking 
so sober I should like to know how near your thoughts were 
to mine." 



^ 1 was thinking/' said Fleda gravelj, and a Iktie un- 
willingly, but Gny's manner was not to be wlf^stood, — 
"I was wishing I could be like the disciple Whom Jesus 
loved." 

Mr. Carleton let her see none of the surprise he felt at 
this answer. 

** Was there one more loved than the rest P 

^'Yes — ^the Bible calls him *the disciple whom Jesus 
lov«d.' That was Johrf." 

** Why was he preferred above the others f * 

*'* I don't know. I suppose h^ was more gentle and sood 
than the others, and loved Jesus more. I think Aunt 
Miriam said so when I asked her once." 

Mr. Carleton thought Fleda had not fkr to seek for the 
fulfilment of her wish. 

" B\it how in the world, Elfie, did you work round to 
this gentle and good disciple from those scenes of blood you 
set out with ?" 

" Why," said Elfie, — " 1 was thinking how unhappy and 
Bad people' are, especially people here, I think ; and how 
much mtrst be done before they will all be brought right ; 
— and t^en I was thinking of the work Jesus gave his dis- 
dples to do ; and so I wished I could be like diat disciple, 
— Hugh and I were talking about it this mominc." 

"What is the work he gave them to do f^ said Mr. 
CSftfleton, more and more interested. 

" Why," said Fleda, lifting her gentle wistf\il eyes to 
his and then looking away, — " to bring everybody to be 
good and happy." 

** And how in the world are they to do that ?" said Mr. 
Carleton, astonished to see his own problem quietly handled 
by this child. 

" By telling them about Jesus Christ, and getting them 
to believe and lovo him," said Fleda, glancing at him 
again, — " and living so beautifully that people cannot help 
believing them." 

*'Tha<; last is an important dausej" said Mr. Carleton 
thoughtfully. " But suppose people will not hear when 
they are spoken to, Elfte T* 

"Some will at any rate," said Fleda, — ^**and by and by 
everybody will." 
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•• »Brw do y ott know ?" 

^' S«i»i]se the Bible says so.'* 

" Are you sure of that, Elfie?" 

•♦Why yes, Mr. Carleton — God has promiiied that the 
\N»i^d dhall be fuH of good people, and tfaea they will b« id( 
IWlppy. I wish it was now." 

^^ But if that be so, Elfie, God can make them all good 
without our help V* 

^ Yes, but I suppose he chooses to do it with our help, 
Mr. Carleton," said Fleda with equal naivete and gravity. - 

" But is not this you speak of," s&id he half smiliAg, — 
^rather the business of clergy men 1 you have nothing to 
do with it 1" 

"No," said Fleda, — "everybody has something to do 
with it ; the Bible says so ; ministers must do it in their 
way 4nd other people in other ways ; eveiybody hbd his 
own work. Don't you remember Uie parable of the teil 
talents, Mr. Carleton V 

Mr. (G^leton wad silent fi)r a minute. 

" I do not know the Bible quite as well as yott do, Elfie," 
he said then, — " nor as I ought to do." 

Elfie's only answer was by a look some'^^h&t lik^ that he 
well remembered on shipboard he had thought was angel- 
like,-^a look of gentle sorrowful wistfuiness Whtdi she did 
not venture to put into words. It had not for that the l^ss 
power. But he did not choose to prolong the conversation. 
They rose up and began to w«lk homew»^d, Elfie tUnking 
with all the warmth of her lit3« heart that she wished V^ 
niliieh Mr. Carleton knew the Bible better; divided be- 
tween him and " that disdple" whom she aSid Hngh hMi 
been talking abouc 

" I appose you are very busy now, Elfie," observed her 
oompanton, when tlkey had walked the lefigt^ of servetui 
squares in silence. 

" O yes !" said Fleda. " Hugh and i are as btey «b we 
can be. We «re hfusy every minute." 

" En^oept when you are on some chase after pleasure f 

" Well," said Fleda laughing,—" that is a kind df bual^ 
ness ; and all the business k peasure too: I didn't mean 
thftt we were always busy about w&i^h. O Mr. Cai^leton 
w% had sUDh a nfee tkne the day befoife yesiwrday !"— And 
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she went on to give him the hidtory of a very siioouuifiil 
chase after pleasure which they had made to Str Cload. 

•*And yet you like Queechy better?" 

** Yes," said Fleda, with a gentle steadiness peculiar to 
herself, — "if I had aunt Lucy and Hugh and uncle Rolf 
there and everybody that I care for, I sk»uld like it » great 
deal better." 

" Unspotted" yet, he thought. 

"Mr, Carleton," said Fleda presently, — "do you play 
and sing every day here in Paris 1" 

" Yes," said he smiling, — "about every day. Why T 

" I wa» thinking how pleasant it waa at your house, in 
England." 

" Haa Carleton the honour <^ rtvallii^ Queechy in your 
liking r 

" 1 haven't lived there so ^ong^ you know," said Fleda. 
" I dare say it would if I had. I think it i» qnite as pretty 
a place." 

Mr. Carleton smiled with a very {leased expression* 
Truth and politeness had joined hands in her answer with a 
child's grace. 

He brought Fleda to her own door and there was leav- 
ing her. 

" Stop ! — ^0 Mr. Carleton," cried Fleda, '^ come in just 
for one minute — I want to shew you something," 

He made no resistance to that. She led hhn ta the 
saloon, where it happened that nobody was, and repeating 
." One mimite I" — rushed out of the room. In less than 
that time she came running back with a beautiful hal^ 
blown bud of a monthly rose in her hand, and in her fao^ 
sudi a bloom of pleasure and eagerness as more than rival^ 
led it. The rose was &irly eclipsed. She put the bud 
quietly but with a most satisfied Air of affection into Mr. 
Carleton's hand. It had come from a little tree which he 
had given her on one of their first visits to the Quai aux 
Fleurs. She had had the choice ^f what she liked best, 
and had characteristically taken a flourishing little rose- 
bash that as yet shewed nothing but leaves aad green 
buds ; partly because she would have the j^easure of see- 
ing its beauties come forward, and partly because she 
thought having no flowers it would not cost much. The 
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fonner reason however was all that she had given to Mr. 
Carletoa's remonstranoes. 

"What is all this, Elfie?" said he. ''Have you been 
robbing your rose-tree ?" 

" No," said Elfie ; — " there are plenty more buds ! Isn't 
it lovely? This is the first one. They've been a great 
while coming out." 

His eye went from the rose to her ; he thought the one 
was a mere emblem of the other. Fleda was usually very 
quiet in her demonstrations; it was as if a little green bud 
had suddenly burst into a flush of loveliness; and he saw, 
it was as plain as possible, that good-will to him had been 
the moving power. He was so much struck and moved 
that his thanks, though as usual perfect in their kind, were 
far shorter and graver than he would have given if he had 
felt less. He turned away from the house, his mind full 
of the bright unsullied purity and single-hearted good-will 
that had looked out of that beaming little ^ace ; he seemed 
to see them again in the flower he held in his hand, and he 
saw nothing else as he went. 

Mr. Carleton preached to jiimself all the way home, and 
his text was a rose. 

Laugh who will. To many it may seem ridiculous; and 
to most minds it would have been impossible ; but to a 
nature very finely wrought and highly trained, many a 
voice that grosser senses cannot hear comes with an utter- 
ance as clear as it is sweet-spoken; many a touch that 
coarser nerves cannot heed reaches the springs of the deeper 
life ; many a truth that duller eyes have no skill to see 
shews its fair features, hid away among the petals of a rose,- 
or peering out between the wings of a butterfly, or reflected 
in a bright drop of dew. The material is but a veil for the 
spiritual ; but then eyes must be quickened, or the veil be- 
comes an impassable cloud. 

That particular rose was to Mr. Carleton's eye a most 
perfect emblem and representative of its little giver. He 
traced out the points of resemblance as he went along. 
The delicacy and character of refinement for which that 
kind of rose is remarkable above many of its more superb 
kindred ; a refinement essential and unalterable by decay 
or otherwise, as true a characteristic of the child as of the 

18 
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fldWdr; a delicacy that called fot" gefitle handffing and ten- 
der cherishing ; — the sweetness, rare indeed, but asserting 
ittie^ m it were timidly, i^ least with eq^ly rare modesty ; 
— the very style of the beauty, that with all its loveliness 
would not staatle noi^ evefi cateh the eye among its more 
sfaoWy neighbours ; — and the breath of purity that seemed 
to own no kindred with earth, nor liability to infection. 

As he went on with his musing, and drawing out this fair 
dkaracter from the type before him, the feeling of contragt^ 
that he had known before, pressed upon Mr. Carleton's 
n»nd ; the feeling of self-reproach, and the bitter wish that 
he could be again what he once had been, something like 
this. How changed now he seemed to himself— ^ot a 
pomt of likeness left. How much less honourable, how 
Aiuch less worth, how much less dignified, than that fair 
innocent child. How much better a part she was acting in 
life — ^what an influence she was exerting, — ^as pure, as 
sweet-breathed, and as unobtrusive, as the very rose in his 
hand. And he— domg no good to an earthly creatute and 
losing himself by inches. 

He reached his room, put the flower m a glass on the 
table, and walked up and down before it. It had come to 
a stru^le between the sense of what was and the passionate 
Wish for what mi^ht have been. * 

'^ It is late, sir,'^ said his servant opening the door, — "^ and 
you were — " 

"" I am not going out." 

"This efvening, sir?" 

«« No— not at all to-day. Spenser \ — ^I don't wish to see 
'anybody — ^let no one come near me." 

The servant retired and Guy went on with his walk and 
his meditations ; looking back over his life and reviewing, 
with a wiser ken now, the steps by which he had come. 
He compared the selfish disgust with which he had cast off 
Ae world with the very different spirit of little Fleda's look 
upon it that morning ; the useless, self-pleasing, vain life he 
was leading, with her wish to be like the beloved disdple 
ansd do something to heal the troubles of those less happy 
t^n herself. He did not very well comprehend the grounds 
of her feeling or reai^oning, bat he began to see, mistily, 
tiiat his own had been mistaken'and wild. 



His step grew sto^r, Ms eye more liitent, his brow 
^p!det. 

" She is right and I am wrong," he thought. " She is by 
ftr the nobier creature — worth many such as I. lAke her 
1 cantrot be — ^I cannot regain what I have lost, — ^I cannot 
iotnfo what years have done. Bat I can be something other 
than I am ! If there be a system of remedy, as there well 
may, it may as well take effect on myself first. She says 
feneryb6dy has hra work; I believe her. It must iil the 
nature of things be so. I wi]l make it my business to find 
out what mine is ; and when I have made that sure I will 
give myself to the doing of it. An AUwisd Governor must 
Ibok fet service of me. He shall have it. Whatever my 
life be it shall be to some end. If not what I would, what 
I can. If not the purity of the rose, that of tempered steel r* 

Mr. Carteton walked his room foi* three hours ; then rung 
fcr Bis servant and ordered him to prepare everything for 
leaving Psaris the sedond day thereafter. 

"Hie next morliing over their coffee he told his mother of 
his purpose. 

"Leave Paris! — ^To-morrow! — ^My dear Guy, that is 
rather a sudden notice." 

"Noxmother — ^for I am going alone." 

His mother immediately bent an anxious atnd somewhat 
terrified look upon him. The frank smile she met put half 
her suspicions out of her head at once, 

" What is the matter T 

"Nothing at all — ^if by * matter' you mean mischief.'^ 

"You are not in difficulty with those young men again f 

" No mother," said he coolly. ** I am in difficulty with 
no one but myself." 

•* With yourself!' But why will you not let me go with 
you?" 

**"My busfaess will go on better if I am quite alone." 

" What business ?" 

*' Only to settle this question with myself," said he smiling. 
. " But Guy ! you are enigmatical this morning. Is it the 
question that of all others 1 wish to see settled ?" 

" No mother," said he laughing arid colouring a fittle, — 
"I don't want another half to take care of till I have this 
dud under managetifient.'* 
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^'I don't understond you," said Mrs. Garleton. ''There 
is no hidden reason under all this that you are keeping from 
me 1" 

" I won't say that. But there is none that need give 
you the least uneasiness. There are one or two matters I 
want to study out — I cannot do it here, so I am going where 
I shall be free." 

" Where 1" 

'' I think I shall pass the summer between Switzerland 
and Germany." 

" And when and where shall I meet you again ?" 

" I think at home ; — I cannot say when." 

"At home!" said his mother with a brightening face. 
"Then you are beginning to be tired of wandering at 
last ?" 

" Not precisely, mother^ — rather out of humour." 

" I shall be glad of anything," said his mother, gazing at 
him admiringly, " that brings you home again, Guy." 

" Bring me home a better man, I hope, motiier," said he 
kissing her as he leil the room. " I will see you again by 
and by." 

"'A better man!'" thought Mrs. Garleton, as she sat 
with full eyes, the image of her son filling the place where 
his presence had been ; — " I would be willing never to see 
him better and be sure of his never being worse !" 

Mr. Carleton's fhrewell visit found Mr. and Mrs. Rbssitur 
not at home. They had driven out early into the country 
to fetch Marion from her convent for some holiday. Fleda 
oame alone into the saloon to receive him. 

" I have your rose in safe keeping, Elfie," he said. " It 
has done me more good than ever a rose did before." 

Fleda smiled an innocently pleased smile. But her look 
changed when he added, 

" I have come to tell you so and to bid you good-bye." 

" Are you going away, Mr. Garleton !" 

" Yes." 

" But you will be back soon 1" 

" No, Elfie, — ^I do not know that I shall ever oome back." 

He spoke gravely, more gravely than he was used ; and 
Fleda's acuteness saw that there was some solid reasofi 
for this sudden determination. Her fiioe changed sadly. 
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but she was sileiit, her eyes never waveriag from those that 
read hers with sudi gentle intelligence. 

'^ You will be satisfied to have me go, Elfie, when I tell 
you that 1 am going on business which I believe to be duty. 
Nothing else takes me away. I am going to try to do 
right," said he smiling. 

Elfie could not answer the smile. She wanted to ask 
whether she should never see him again, and there was 
another thought upon her tongue too ; but her lip trembled 
and she said nothing. 

" I shall miss my good fairy," Mr. Carleton went on 
lightly ; — " I don't know how I shall do without her. If 
your wand was long enough to reach so far I would ask 
you to touch me now and then, Elfie." 

Poor Elfie could not stand it. Her head sank. She 
knew she had a wand that could touch him, and well and 
gratefully she resolved that its Mght blessing should ^^now 
and then" rest on his head ; but he did not understand 
that J he was talking, whether lightly or seriously, and 
Elfie knew it was a little of both, — he was talking of want- 
ing her help, and was ignorant of the help that alone could 
avail him. " Oh that he knew but that !" — What with this 
feeling and sorrow together the child's distress was exceed- 
ing great ;^ and the tokens of grief in one so accustomed to 
hide them were the more painful to see. Mr. Carleton 
drew the sorrowing little creature within his arm and en- 
deavoured with a mixture of kindness and lightness in his 
tope to cheer her. 

" I shall oflen remember you, 4ear Elfie," he 'said ; — " 1 
shall keep your rose always and take it with me wherever 
I go. — You must not make it too hard for me to quit Paris 
— ^you are glad to have me go on such an drrand, are you 
not ?" 

She presently commanded herself, bade her tears wait 
till another time as usual, and trying to get rid of those 
that covered her face, asked him, " What errand 1" 

He hesitated. 

" I have been thinking of what we were talking of yes- 
terday, Elfie," be said at length. " I am going to try to 
discover my duty, and then to do it." 

But Fleda at that clasped his hand, and squeezing it in 

18* 
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Mbh hem b«tit di^ti ber Irtt]^ head over it to \iA% \t» fhM 
and the tears that strecimed again. H6 hardly knelr how 
to understand <^ what to say to her. He half suspected 
Hiat there were depths hi tha^t childish mind beyond Ms 
fathoming. He was not however left to waR long. Fl^da^ 
thou^ she might now and then be surprised into shewing 
it, neyer allowed her sorrow of any kind to press upon the 
notice or the tiin« of others. 9he again checked herself 
and dried her ihce. 

" There is nobody else in Paris that will be so sorry ibr 
my leaving it," said Mr. Carleton, half tenderly a«rd half 
{4easantly. 

^^ There is nobody else ^t has so much cause,'' said 
Elfie, near bursting out sgain, but she nestrained hers6l£ 

" And you will not come here again, Mr. Carleton 1" she 
said after a few minutes. 

^\ do not say tiiat — it is possible — ^if I do, it will be le 
see you, Elfie." ♦ 

A shadow of a smile passed oyer her face at thak It 
was gone instantly. 

** My iiiother will no* leare Paris yet," he went on^— 
** you will see her often." 

But he saw that Fleda was thmking of something else ; 
i^e scarce seemed to hear him. She was thinkmg of 
something that troubled her. 

^' Mr. Carleton — ^" she began, and her eoloar cfaaaAlged. 

''Sp^L, Elfie." 

Her colour changed again. **Mr. Carleton — ^will you be 
displeased' if I say something ?" 

'* Don't you know me better than to ask me that^ £9fiet** 
ks said gently. 

** I want to ask you something, — if you won't mind taj 
saying it." 

'* What is it?" said he, readhig in her £ioe that a request 
was behind. "^ I will do it." 

Her eyes sfMtrided, but she seemed to have some Ml- 
culty in going on. 

*^ I will do it, whatever it is," he said watching h«r. 

^ Will you wait iot me one moment, Mr. Caneton 1** 

"Half an hour." 

She spvang away, her face absc^tely flashing pleasora 
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Uveiigk faer tettn. U was inach t akm m^ and i^i^ain doubt- 
fid aadciniigiDgocdoiir^wheli a few mimitis afterwards bIm 
Oune baok with a book in her hand. With a alriking mix- 
tare of tinidityy modefllj, and eagemeaa ia her ooanteDanoe 
she aame forwacd, and ptMag iha little Tolume, wfaidi waa 
het own bible, ialo Mr. GarietoB's hands said aader her 
breathy ^Please read it." She did not Tenters to look up* 
He aaw what ^e book was; and tkea taking the gentle 
head wfakk had giren it, he k^wed it two or tiree times. 
If It kaid been a prkieess's he ooald net with more VBSpeOL 
" You have my promise, Elfie," he said. ^I need not 
repeat itf 

She raised her eyes and gave him a look so grateful, so 
loving, so happy, that it dwelt for ever in his remem- 
brance. A moment after it had fided, and she stood stil^ 
where he had left her, listening to his footsteps as they 
went down the stairs. She heard the last of them, and 
then sank upoB> her knees by a chair and burst into a pas- 
sion of tears. Their time was now and she let them come. 
It was not only the losing a loved and pleasant friend, it 
was not only the stirring of sudden and disagreeable ex- 
dtement ;'-^poor Elfie was crying for her bible. It had 
been her father's own — it was fiUed with his marks — ^it was 
precious to her above price— and £lfie cried with all her 
heart for the loss of it. She had done what she had on the 
spur of the emeigency — she was satisfied she had done 
right ; she would not take it back if she could ; but not 
the less her bible was gone, and the pages that loved eyes 
had looked upon were for hers to look upon no niore. Her 
very heart was wrung that she should have parted with it, 
— and yet, — ^what could she do 1— It was as bad as the 
parting with Mr. Carleton. 

That agony was over, and even that was shortened for 
" Hugh would find out that she had been crying." Hours 
had passed, and the tears were dried, and the little face was 
balding over the wonted tasks with a shadow upon its 
wonted cheerfulness, — ^when Rosaline came to tell her that 
Victor said there was somebody in the passage who wanted 
to see her and would not come in. 

It was Mr. Carleton himself. He gave her a parcel, 
amiled at her without saying a word, kissed her hand earn- 
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estly, and was gone agun. Fleda mn to her own rooni) 
and took the wrappers off such a beauty of a bible as she 
had never seen ; bound in blue velvet, with clasps of sold, 
and her initials in letters of gold upon the cover. Fleda 
hardly knew whether to be most pleased or sorry ; 
for to have its place so supplied seemed to put her 
lost treasure further away than ever. The remilt was 
another flood of very tender tears ; in the very shedding 
of which however the new little bible was bound to her 
heart with .cords of assodation as bright and as inoorrapt- 
ible as its gold mountings. 



QtrEEOBT. S18 



CHAPTER XV. 



Her aports wova meh m eantod ridiiM of knowledge upon the Hieeni or<to^ 
ligbt.r-8n>KBT. 



FLED A had not been a year in P^ris when her unole sud- 
denly made up his mind to quit it and go home. Some 
trouble in money affairs, felt or feared, brought him to this 
step, which a month before he had no definite purpose of 
ever taking. There was cloudy weather in the financial 
world of New York and he wisely judged it best that his 
own eyes should be on the spot to see to his own interests. 
Nobody was sorry for this determination. Mrs. Rossitur 
always liked what her husband liked, but she had at the 
same time a decided predilection for home. Marion was 
glad to leave her convent for the gay world, which her 
parents promised she should immediately enter. And 
Hugh and Fleda had too lively a spring of happiness within 
themselves to care where its outgoings should be. 

So home they came, in good mood, bringing'^ith them 
all manner of Parisian delights that Paris could part with. 
Furniture, that at home at least they might forget where 
they were ; dresses, that at home or abroad nobody might 
forget where they had been ; pictures and statuary and 
engravings and books, to satisfy a taste really strong and 
well cultivated. And indeed the other items were quite as 
much fbr this -purpose as for any other. A French cook for 
Mr. Rossitur, and e^en Rosaline for his wife, who declared 
she was worth all the rest of Paris. Hugh cared little for 
any of these things ; he brought home a treasure of books 
and a flute, to which he was devoted. Fleda cared fbr 
them all, even Monsieur Emile and Rosaline, for her uncle's 
and aunt^s sake; but her special joy was a beautiful little 
King Charles which had been sent her by Mr. Carleton a 
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few weeks before. It came with the kindest of letters, say- 
ing that some matters had made it inexp^ient for him to 
pass through Paris on his way home but that he hoped 
nevertheless to see her soon. That intimation was the only 
thing that made Fleda sorjry to leave Paris. The little dog 
was a beauty, allowed to be so not only by his mistress but 
by every one else ; of the true black and tan colours ; and 
Fleda's dearly loved and constant companion. 

The life she and Hugh led was little dianged by the 
^kao^a of plaea They waA out aad eaiBft Ia aa tfaiy had 
done in Paris, and took the same quiet but intense- hafpi- 
ness in the same quiet occupations and pleasures ; only Che 
3ViUeiMNa«4 C3>m:ip» Elya^ bad a miserable subadtvte in 
^j^ttery, iin4 qq si^stituW at all ludywbdre elae. And 
the pleawt drives in the enviroQ9 of Paris ware missed too 
md bad nothing ia New Y^rk to supply their place. Mrsw 
Sosfijitvir always said i^ waA impossiUe to get out of New 
Y^rk 1^ land, and not worth the double to do it by water* 
But then in the house Fleda thought there was a great gain. 
The dirty Parisian Hotel was well exchanged for the bright 
dean weil-appoi«ted house in State street* And if Broad- 
wi^y was disagreeable, and the Park a weariness to the eyes^ 
after the drewed gardens of the Frendi capital, Huffh and 
Fleda mada it up in the delights of the luxurioudy finr- 
nisbed library and the dear at^&me feeling* of having tha 
whole house their own. 

They were left, those two children, quite as mnoh to 
thems^ves ae ever. Marion was going into company, and 
aheand her mother were swallowed up in the consequent 
^ i^^e&fMry oaUs upon their tin).e. Marion never had been 
anything to Fleda. Sl^e was a fine hividsome girl, out* 
wardly, but seemed tiP have more of her father than her 
mother in her compositiioh, though coldar-natured and more 
wrapped up in self than Mr^Bossitur would be called by 
anybody that knew him« She had never done anything to 
draw fleda towards her, and even Hugh had very little of 
her attention. They did not miss it. They were every* 
thing to eadi other. 

Everythingf-^for now morning and night there was a 
sort of whirlwind in the house which carried the mother and 
daughter nonad and round and permitted no rest ; and Mr. 
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!Q«ii^«^r bip9^1f W90 drawn in. It was worse thaa it had 
been 19 Paiisi. There, with Marion in her convent, there 
were often evenings when they did not go abroad nor r^ 
<^ive QoijE^pany and spent the time quietly and happily in^ 
Q^ o^hi^r's society.^ No such evenings now ; if by cban«§ 
there were an unoccypied one Mrs. Rossitur and her daughr 
%^ wejre apre to be tired and Mr. Rossitur busy. ' 

Hugh and Fleda in those bustling times retreated to tlie 
library ; Mr. Bossier would rarely have that invaded ; and 
whiji^ t^e net was sio eagerly cast* for pleasure among the 
gay company below, pleasure had oflen slipped away and 
hid, h^srself among the.thin^ on the library table, and was 
dancing on every page of Hugh's book and mipding ea<cli 
a^oke of Fleda'it pepQll and cockioa the spaniel's ears when- 
ever his mstretis looked at hinx. fCing, the s^aniel^ lay oat 
a silk cushion on the library table, his nose just tooehing 
!]f luda'a fingerst Fleda's drawing was mere amusement ; 
^ and Hugh were not so burthened with studies that they 
had not always their evenings free, and to tell truth, mu<£ 
mo^e th«i,^ thei^ evening^. Masters indeed they had ; but 
the heads of the house were busy with the interests of their 
grown-up child, and perhaps witJb other interests ; and took 
it for granted that all was going right with the young ones* 

^^ Haven't we a great deal better time than they have 
down stairs, fleda '^" said Hugh one of these evenings. 

" Hum — ^yes — " answered Fleda abstractedly, stroking 
into order some old man in her drawing with great intent, 
ness. — " King ! — you rascal — keep back and be quiet, sir ! — " 

Nothing could be conceived more gentle and loving than 
Eleda's tone ci fault-finding, and her repulse only fell ^rt 
of a caress. 

'* What's he doing?" 

" Wants to get into my lap." 

« Why don't you let him !" 

" Because I don't choose to — a silk cushion is good 
enough for his majesty. King ! — ^" (laying her soft (£eek 
against the little dog's soft head and forsaking her drawing 
for the purpose.) 

" How you do love that dog !" said Hugh. 

" Very well — why shouldn't I ? — provided he steals no 
love from anybody oke," said Fleda, still caressing him. 



216 QUEECHY. 

" What a noise somebody is making down stairs !*' said 
Hugh. " I don't think I should ever want to go to large 
parties, Fleda, do you 1" 

" I don't know, said Fleda, whose natural taste for soci- 
ety was strongly developed; — "it would depend upon 
what kind of parties they were." 

" I shouldn^t like them, I know, of whatever kind," said 
Hugh. " What are you smiling at ?" 

" Only Mr. Pickwick's face, that I am drawing here.'* 

Hugh came round to' look and laugh, and then began 
again. 

*' I can't think of anything pleasanter than this room as 
we are now." 

"You should have seen Mr. Carleton's library," said 
Fleda in a musing tone, going on with her drawing. 

" Was it so much better than this 1" 

Fleda's eyes gave a slight glance at the room and then 
looked down again with a little shake of her head suffi- 
ciently expressive. 

" Well," said Hugh, " you and I do not want any better 
than this, do we, Fleda T 

Fleda's smile, a most satisfactory one, was divided be- 
tween him and King. 

" I don't believe, said Hugh, " you would have loved 
that dog near so well if anybody else had given him to 
you." 

"I don't believe I should! — ^not a quarter,'' said Fleda 
with sufficient distinctness. 

"I never liked that Mr. Carleton as well as you did." 

"That is because you did not know him," said Fleda 
quietly. 

" Do you think he was a good man, Fleda ?" 

" He was very good to me," said Fleda, " always. What 
rides I did have on that great black horse of his !" — 

" A black horse f ' 

" Yes, a great black horse, strong, but so gentle, and he 
went so delightfully. His name was Harold. Oh I should 
like to see that horse! — When I wasn't with him, Mr. 
Carleton used to ride another, the greatest beauty of a 
horse, Hugh ; a brown Arabian — ^so slender and delicate — 
her name was Zephyr, and she used to go like the wind to 
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be sure. Mr. Qirleton said he wotildn^t trust me on suoh 
a flj^iway thing/' 

" But you didn't use to ride alone ?" said Hugh. - 

- *•*• Oh no ! — and / wouldn't have been afraid if he had 
chosen to take me on any one." 

''But do you think, Fleda, he was a good man? as I 
mean ]" 

^ I am sure he was better than a great many others,'' 
aniwered Fleda evasively ; — ** the worst of him was infi- 
intely better than the best of half the people down stairs, — 
Mr. Sweden included." 

" Sweden ! — you don't call his name right." 

"The worse it is called the better, in my opinion," said 
Fleda. 

">WelI, I don't like him; but what makes you dislike 
him so much ?" 

" I don't know — ^partly because Uncle Rolf and Marion 
like him so much, I believe — I don't think there is any 
moral expression in his face." 

"I wonder why they like him," said Hugh. 

- It was a somewhat irregular and desultorv education 
that the two children gathered under this system of things. 
The mastei*s they had ^ere rather for accomplishments and 
languages than for anything solid; the rest they worked 
out for themselves. Fortunately they both loved books, 
and rational books ; and hours and hours, when Mrs. Ros- 
situr and her daughter were paying or receiving visits, they, 
always together, were stowed away behind the book-cases 
or in the library window poring patiently over pages of va- 
rious complexion ; the soft turning of the leaves or Fleda's 
frequent attentions to King the only sound in the room. 
They walked together, talking of what they had read, 
though indeed they ranged beyond that into nameless and 
numberless fields of speculation, where if they sometimes 
found fruit they as often lost the^p way. However the 
habit of ranging was something. Then when they joined 
the rest of the family at the dinner- table, especially if oth- 
ers were present, and most especially if a certain German 
gentleman happened to be there who the second winter 
after their return Fleda thought came y&ry often, she and 
Hugh would be sure to find the strange talk of the world 

\9 



218 QUEECET, 

that was going on unsuited and wearisome to th^m, and 
they would make their escape up stairs i^ain to handle the 
pencil and to play the flute and to read, and to draw plans 
ibr the future, whUe Ring crept upon the skirts of his mis- 
tress's gown and laid his little head on her feet. Nobody 
ever thought of sending thetn to school* Hugh was a child 
of frail health, and though not oflen very ill was oflen near 
it ; and as for Fleda, she and Hugh were inseparable ; and 
besides by this time her uncle and aunt would almost as 
soon have thought of taking the mats off their delicate 
shrubs in winter as of exposing her to any atmosphere less 
genial than that of home. 

For Fleda this doubtful course of mental training 
wrought singularly well. An uncommonly qvick eye and 
strong memory and clear head, which she had even in 
childhood, passed over no field of truth or fancy without 
making their quiet gleanings ; and the stores thus gathered, 
though somewhat miscellaneous and unarranged, were botk 
rich and uncommon, and more than any one or she herself 
knew. Perhaps such a mind thus left to itself knew a 
more free and luxuriant growth than could ever have flour- 
ished within the confinement of rules. Perhaps a plant at 
once so strong and so delicate was safest without the hand 
of the dresser. At all events it was permitted to spring 
and to put forth all its native gracefulness alike unhindered 
and unknown. Cherished as little Fleda dearly was, her 
mind kept company with no one but herself, — ^and Hugh. 
As to externals, — music was uncommonly loved by both 
the children, and by both cultivated with great success. So 
much came under Mrs. Rossitur's knowledge. Also every 
foreign Signor and Madame that came into the house to 
teach them spoke with enthusiasm of tl;ie apt minds and 
flexile tongues that honoured their instruc^tipns. In private 
and in public the gentle, docile, and affectionate children 
answered every wish both of taste And judgmen|;. And 
perhaps, in a world where education is not understood, 
their guardians might be pardoned for taking it for granted 
that all was right where nothing appeared that was wrong \ 
certainly they took no pains to make sure of the fact. In 
tills case, one of a thousand, their neglect was not punished 
with disappointniept. They never found out that Hngh*^ 
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mind wanted the sU^ngthenih^ that early skilful training 
might have given it. His intelleoiual tastes were not so 
strong as Fleda's; his reading was more superficial; his 
gleanings not so sound and in far fewer fields, and they 
went rather to nourish sentiment and &ncy than tQ stimulate 
thought or lay up food for it. But his parents saw nothing 
of this. 

The third winter had not passed, when Fleda's discernment 
saw that Mr. Sweden, as she called him, the German gen- 
tleman, would not cease coming to the house till he had 
carried off Marion with him. Her opinion on the ' subject 
was delivered to no one but Hugh. 

That winter introduced them to a better acquaintance. 
One evening Dr. Gregory, an uncle of Mrs. Rossitur's, had 
been dining with her and was in the drawing-room. Mr. 
Schwiden had been there too, and he and Marion and one or 
two other young people had gone out to some popular enter- 
tainment. The children knew little of Dr. Gregory but 
that he was a very respectable-looking elderly gentleman, a 
little rough in his miners ; the doctor had not long been 
reftumed from a stay of some years in Europe where he had 
been collecting rare books for a fine public library, the 
charge of which was now entrusted to him. Afler talking 
some time with Mr. and Mrs. Rossi tur the doctor pushed 
round his chair to take a look at the children. 

" So that's Amy's child," said he. " Come here Amy." 

" That is not my name," said the little girl coming for- 
ward. 

" Isn't it \ It ought to be. What is then 1" 

« Elfleda." 

'' Elfleda ! — Where in the name of all that is auricular 
did you get such an outlandish name 1" 

"My father gave it to me, sir," said Fleda, with a dig- 
nified sobriety which amused the old gentleman. 

" Your father ! — Hum — ^I understand^ And couldn't your 
father find a cap that fitted you without going back to the 
old-fashioned days of King Alfred 1" 

" Yes sir ; it was my grandmother's cap." 

" I am afraid your grandmother's cap isn't all of her that's 
come down to you," said he, tapping his snufi^box and looking 
at her with a curious twinkle in his eyes. " What do you 



call yourself? Haven't you some variations oi dik tongue- 
twisting appellative to serve for every day and save tifo^Mt^ 

^'They call me Fleda," said the little girl, who could not 
help laughing. :■■■ -.'j 

" Nothing better than thaifcl?'- ■■ 'r 

Fleda remembered two prettier nick-names whioh had 
been hers ; but one had been given by dear lips long ago, 
and she was not going to have it profaned by common use; 
«nd " Elfie" belonged to Mr. Carleton. She would own to 
nothing but Fleda. 

'' Well Miss Fleda," said the doctor, " are you going to 
school?" 

"No sir." ' 

" You intend to live without such a vulgar thing as learn- 
ing?" . 

" No sir — Hugh and I have our lessons at home?" 

" Teaching each other, I suppose ?" 

" O no, sir," said Fleda laughing ; — " Mme. Lascelles and 
Mr. Schweppenhesser and Signer Barytone come to teach 
.us, besides our music masters." 

" Do you ever talk German with this Mr. Wbat's-his-name 
who has just gone out with your cousin Marion ?" 
^ i " I never talk to him at all, sir." 

" Don't you ? why not ? Don't you like him ?" 

Fleda said " not particularly," and seemed to wish to let 
the subject pass, but the doctor was. amused and pressed it. 
. "Why why don't you like him?" said he; "I am sure 
he's a fine-looking dashing gentlemau, — dresses as well as 
anybody, and talks as much as most people, — why don't 
you like him ? Isn't he a handsome fellow, eh ?" 

" I dare say he is, to many people," said Fleda. 

" She said she didn't think there was any moral expres- 
sion in his face," said Hugh, by way of setting the matter. 

" Moral expression !" cried the doctor, — " moral expres- 
sion 1 — ^and what if there isn't, you Elf! — ^what if there isn't?'* 

'* I shouldn't care what other kind of expression it had,** 
said Fleda, colouring a little. 

Mr. Rossitur 'pished' rather impatiently. The doctor 
glanced at his niece, and changed the subject. 

" Well who teaches you English, Miss Fleda? you haven't 
told me that yet." 
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^ O that ^'B teach oarselves,'' said Fleda, smiling as if it 
was a very innoceot question. 

. " Hum I — ^you do 1 Pray how do you teach yourselves ?" 
J. " Py jreadipg, sir." 

"Reading! And what do you read'? what have you 
^ veadin tjbe last twelve months, nowl" 

" I don't think I could remember all exactly," said Fleda. 

.'.^But^yeiU tiave'gotxLlist of them all," said Hugh, who 
«luuii^ to have been looking over said list a day or two 
lielbr^ and felt quite proud of it. 

" Let's have it — ^let's have it," said the doctor. And M's, 
Soaailsar laughing said " Let's h^ve it ;" and even her hus- 
band commanded Hugh to go. and fetch it ; so poor Fleda, 
thcftugh not a little unwilling, was obliged to let the list be 
forthcoming. Hugh brought it, in a neat little book covered 
with pink blotting paper. 

**^NP3«.for it," said the doctor; — "let us see what t^is 
Sligliffc ap^<)uii[t^ to. Can yoM stand fire, Elfledaf 

* * Jan. 1. Robinson Crusoe.' 

" Hum — that sounds reaspuable, at all events." 

" I liajd it for ^ New Year present," remarked Fleda, who 
sippdiibv'iwith dQwnncast eyes, like a person undergoing an 
examination. 

\i9i^,% Hiistoire de France,' 

,5' What history of France.is this?" 

!E1eda hesitated ^and then said it .was by Lacretelle. 

" Lacretelle ] — what, of the Revolution ?" 

" No sir, it is before that ; it is in five or six large 
volumesi." , 

" What, liQHi^.S,V's time !", said the doctor muttering to 
himself. 
>- \ Jn-o.. ^li 2. ditto, ditto.' 

" ' Two' means the sepiatnd volume I suppose 1" 

"Yes sir." 

" Hum — ^if you were a mouse you would gnaw through 
the wall in time at that rate. This is in the original ?" 

"Yes sir." 

' Feb. 3. Paris. L. E. K.' 
.,'»."Wiiat4o these hieroglyphic meaul" 

* A trae list made by a child of tliat age. 
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"That stands for the 'Library of Entertaining Knowl- 
edge,' " said Fleda. 

"But how is this?-— do you go hop skip and jump 
through these books, or read a little and then throw them 
away ? Here it is only seven days since you began the 
second volume of Lacretelle — ^not time enough to get 
through it." , 

" O no, sir," said Fleda smiling, — ^" I like to have several 
books that I am reading in at once, — ^I mean — ^at the same 
time, you know ; and then if I am not in the mood of one 
I take up another." 

"She reads them all through," said Hugh, — "always, 
though she reads them very quick." 

" Hum — I understand," said the old doctor with a hu- 
morous expression, going on with the list. 

' March 3. 3 Hist, de France.' 

" But you finish one of these volumes, I suppose, before 
you begin another ; or do you dip into different parts of 
the same work at once ?" 

"O no, sir ;— of course not I" 

'Mar. 5. Modern Egyptians. L. E. K. Ap. 18.' 

" What are these dates on the right as well as on the 
left ?" 

" Those on the right shew when 1 finished the volume." 

" Well I wonder what you were out out fbr !" said the 
doctor. " A Quaker ! — ^you aren't a Quaker, are you ?" 

" No sir," said Fleda laughing. 

" You look like it," said he. 

' Feb. 24. Five Penny Magazines, finished Mar. 4.' 

" They are in paper numbers, you know, sir." 

' April 4. 4 Hist. de. F.' 

" Let us see — the third volume was finished March 20 — 
I declare you keep it up pretty well." 

' Ap. 19. Incidents of Travel.' 

" Whose is that f 

" It is by Mr. Stephens." 

" How did you like it 1" 

" O very much indeed." 

"Ay, I see you did ; you finished it by the first of May. 
• Tour to the Hebrides'— what 1 Johnson's 1 " 

" Yes sir." 
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«' Read it all fairly throu^ f' 
*' Yes sir, certainly." 
-He i^niled and went on. 

* May 12. Peter Simple T 

There was quite a shout at the heterogeneous character of 
Fleda's reading, whidi she, not knowing exactly what to 
make of it, heard rather abashed. 

*' ' Peter Simple' !" said the doctor, settling himself to go 
on with his list; — ^"well, let us see. — 'World without 
Souls.' Why you Elf! read in two days." 

" It is very short, you know, sir." 

" What did you think of it?" 

" I liked parts of it very mudi." 

He went on, still smiling. 

* June 15. Goldsmith's Animated Nature.' * 

* " 18. 1 Life of Washington.' 
" What Life of Washington ?" 

" Marshall's." 

« Hum.—* July 9. 2 Goldsmith's An. Na.' As I live, 
begun the very day the first volume was finished. Did you 
read the whole of that ?" 

" O yes, sir. I liked that book very much." 

* July 12. 5 Hist, de France.' 

**Two histories on hand at once! Out of all rule. Miss 
Fleda ! We must look after you." 

''Yes sir; sometimes I wanted to read one, and some- 
times I wanted to read the other." 

" And you always do what you want to do, I suppose ?" 

" I think the reading does me more good in that way." 

'July 15. Paley's Natural Tlieology !' 

There was another shout. Poor Fleda's eyes filled with 
tears. 

" What in the world put that book into your head, or 
before your eyes ?" said the doctor. 

" I don't know, sir, — ^I thought I should like to read it," 
said Fleda, drooping her eyelids that the bright drops under 
them might not be seen. 

" And finished in eleven days, as I live !" said the doctor 
wagging his head. ' July 19. 3 Goldsmith's A. N.' 

'Aug. 6. 4 Do. Do. 

'" That is one of Fioda's favourite books," put in Hugh. 
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"^ So it seems. ' 6 Hist, de Franoe.'— What does 
little cross mean V 

^Tbat shews when the book is fioishedf'VfMHd Dedai 
looking on the page, — "" the last volume, I mean/' / 

f* ' Retrospect of Western. Travel'—' Goldsmith'a A. N^ 
last vol.'— 'Memoirs de Sullj'-4n the French ?'! 

"Yes sir." 

"' Life of. Newton'— What's this?— 'Sep. 8* 1 Fairy 
Queen !' — ^not Spenser'sT' 

" Yes sir, I believe so— the Faby Qoe^ ia fiv* 
volumes." i . . / 

The doctor looked up comically at his niec^ andibef hus- 
band, who were both sitting OiC sjUK^ding «lose by. t^ ^ , 

" * Sep. 10. Paolo e Virginia.' — ^In what language 1". 

" Italian, sir ; I was just beginning, «nd> I hav^« fin- 
ished it yet.'* 

"'Sep. 16. Milner's Church .:Hi9to?y'!fT-rWjM the 
deuce! — 'Vol. 2. Fairy Queen.' — Why this must have 
been a^vouri^e book too," 

"T^'s one oftb^ books FledaJoyes best^" saidiHugh; 
— '* she went through that very fiwt." . „ 

" Over it, you PMsai^:! reckon^ bq^^.imuch did you skip^ 
riedaf . . i 

"I didn't skip ft all," said Fl^; r"! yead^f ery w«>rd 

..r" 'Sep. Sa % lifem. de SuH^j'— ^^^yOTlr^;^ iildufl- 
trious mouse, I'll say that, foe, "^m^r^^^^ thWi i M >oii 
Quixotte r— ' Life of Howard'—' Nov. VI. %, laiiy Queen.* 
-^'Nov. 2ft. 4,r^iry.,.Que^o.'r^'D«#^: ft,, i,iGkiMiP»tii's 
England.' — ^Well if this, list of books is a'fair^^chibit *of 
jx^i^ tast^ jand, capaqi4y„you ha^e a mos^ Wppily propcHv 
tioned set of intellectuals. Let us see — Hbtory, lim, %f^ 
nature, theology, poetry and divinity !—upf(n myrSoulS — 
and poetry and history t)^j^dingf$^turea!-t}--a( little; fii9» 
•i^^s muchas you.covdd jay your hand on, I'll warrant, by 
that pi^cb H^ t^ cori>er pi^ your eye.,, Andjiercy tjiie elev* 
enth of Decem^w, you finished the Fairy Queen; — and 
ex^r sinCi^i \ suppose,, you have , been imagimng yourself the 
^ faire Una,', with Hugh string for Prince Arthur or thi^ 
Bed-cross kniffhty—^haven't you ?" 
^' No sir* I didn't imagine anything about it.** 



" ^'Om'^- toll'XDe ! What did you read it for T 
^QvULf vbeoautie Ji liked it, pir. I liked it better than any 

other book I read last year." 

''Youtdid! Well, the year ends, I see, with another 

volume of .Solly. I won't enter upon this year's list. 

Pray ..bow; much of all these volumes do yqu suppose you 

remember? .^11 try and find out, next time I come to see 

VQU. I can give a guess, if you study with that little pug 

inycwrjap/' 
. 'hUe is; not. a pug!" said Fleda, in whose arms King 

was lying luxuriously, — " and he never gets into my lap 

besides.!' , 

. Jf^Doi^'t ke ! j Why not r 
^^BecaAisei- don't like it, sir. I don't like to see dogs in 

bi|».'! 

*f But all the ladies in the land do it, you little Saxon ! it 
jamniveraally considered a mark pf distinction." 
.fv^M can't help what all the ladies in the land do," said 
SledJA^ . "That won't alter my liking, and I don't think ^ 
lady's lap i» a place for a dog." 

.= '^I wish you were my daughter!" said the old doctor, 
$haking his head at her with a comic fierce expression of 
QHAj[iteiiani;;e;, which FJeda perfectly understood and laughed 
atijaoQCirdingly.. Then as the two children with the dog 
went off into the. other room, he said, turning to his niece 
wtiA Mr« Rossitur, .. 

hh^Sfi* that girl ever takes a wrong turn with the bit in hei* 
tedthy.you'll be puzzled to hold her. What stuff will yo^ 
make the reins of?" 

.\\M dcm't think .sh€| eyer will take a wrong turn," said Mr. 
itosijjur;"- u i* 

/iii^* A look is .enough to manage her, if she did," said his 
wide, it' Hugh is not more gentle." 
-;.{:>f L should ;be inclined rather to fear her not having sta- 
bility,^ chai^ter enough," said Mr. Bossitur. "She is 
fl^ ,very me^ and yielding, I almost doubt whether anyj. 
thijBg would give her courage to take ground of her own 
a&d keep it." . , 

" Hu m - ! t Well, well !" said the old doctor, walking off 
after the children. "Prince Arthur, will you bring this 
damsel up to my den some of these days ? — the * fairs 
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Una' is safe from the wild beasts, you know; — and Pll 
shew her books enough to build herself a bouse with, if she 
likes." 

The acceptance of this invitation led to some of the 
pleasantest hours of Fleda's city life. The visits to the 
great library became very frequent. Dr. Gregory and the 
children were little while in growing fond of each other; 
he loved to see them and taught them to come at saoh 
times as the libr&ry was ire^ of visiters and his hands of 
engagements. Then he delighted himself with giving them 
pleasure, especially Fleda, whose quick curiosity and intel- 
ligence were a constant amusement to. him. He would 
establish the children in some comer of the large apart- 
ments, out of the way behind a screen of books and Uibl^ ; 
and there shut out from the world they would enjoy a kind 
of fairyland pleasure over some volume or set of engra- 
vings that they could not see at home. Hours and hoorB 
were spent so. Fleda would stand clasping her hands be- 
fore Audubon, or rapt over a finely illustrated book df 
travels, or going through and through with Hugh the works 
of the best masters of the pencil .and the graver. The doc- 
tor found he could trust them, and then all the treasures of 
the library were at their disposal. Very often he put cho- 
sen pieces of reading into their hands ; and it was pleasant- 
est of all when he was not busy and came and sat down 
with them ; for with all his odd manner he was extremely 
kind, and could and did put them in the way to profit 
greatly by their opportunities. The doctor and the chil- 
dren had nice times there together. 

They lasted for many months, and grew more and more 
worth. Mr. Schwiden carried off Marion, as Fleda had 
foreseen he would, before the end of spring ; and after she 
was gone something like the old pleasant Paris life was 
taken up again. They had no more company now than was 
agreeable, and it was picked not to suit Marion's taste but 
her father's, — a very different matter. Fleda and Hu^ 
were not forbidden the dinner-table, and so had the good 
of hearing much useful conversation from which the former, 
according to custom, made her steady precious gleamngs. 
The pleasant evenings in the family were still better enjoyed 
than they used to be; Fleda was older; and (h;* snag 



kaiiddome American house had a home-feeling to her that 
th«. wide Parisian saloons never knew. She had beoMne 
bound to her uncle and aunt by all but the ties of blood ; 
nobody in the house ever remembered that she was not 
lx»m their daughter ; except indeed Fleda herself, whore- 
membered everything, and with whom the forming of any 
new affections or relations somehow never blotted out or 
even faded the register of the old. It lived in all its bright- 
ness ; the writing of past loves and friendships was as plain 
as ever in her heart ; and ofben, often the eye and the kiss 
of memory fell upon it. In the secret of her heart's core; 
for still, as at the first, no one had a suspicion of the mov- 
ings of thought that were beneath that childish brow. No 
one guessed how clear a judgment weighed and decided 
upon many things. No one dreamed, amid their busy, 
bustling, thoughtless life, how oflen, in the street, in her 
bed, in company and alone, her mother's last prayer was in 
Fleda's heart ; well cherished ; never forgotten. 

Her education and Hugh's meanwhile went on after the 
old fashion. If Mr. Rossitur had more time he seemed to 
have no more thought for the matter; and Mrs. Rossitur, 
fine-natured as she was, had never been trained to self^ 
exertion and of course was entirely out of the way of train- 
ing others. Her children were pieces of perfection, and 
needed no oversight ; her house was a piece of perfection 
too. If either had not been, Mrs. Rossitur would have been 
utterly at a loss how to mend matters, — except in the latter 
instance by getting a new housekeeper ; and as Mrs. Renney, 
the good woman who held that station, was in everybody's 
opinion another treasure, Mrs. Rossitur's mind was uncrossed 
by the shadow of such a dilemma. With Mrs. Renny as 
with every one else Fleda was held in highest regard; 
always welcome to her premises and to those mysteries of 
her trade which were sacred from other intrusion. Fleda's 
natural inquisitiveness carried her often to the housekeeper's 
room, and made her there the same curious and careful 
observerthat she had been in the librarv or at the Louvre. 

" C!ome," said Hugh one day when he had sought And 
found her in Mrs. Renney's precincts, — " come away, Fleda I 
What do you want to stand here and see Mrs. Renney roll 
butter and sugar. fori" 
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^My dear Mr. Bossftitir!*' said Fleda,— '^^yov d<Mi^ uii^ 
dtfftrt»Dd qtt6lqu6ch<Aes«^ H6w do you kniofwha^limj 
kivve'to g^t my living by makiiig' them, some daj.** 

^Bj making what r said Hugh. 

'^ Qi]elqtiechoses,-'-«Dglio^, klckshaWs, — alias, sweet Irt^ 
fles denominated meifHtigs/' 

'* Pshaw, Fleda r 

^' Miss Fleda is more likely to get her living by eatiitg 
tiiem, Mr. Hugh, isn't she 1" said the housekeeper. 
- ^ 1 hope tb decline both lines of life," said Fleda laugh- 
ingly as she followed Hugh out of the room. But her 
dumoe remark hkd graced the truth sufficiently near. 

Those Jrears In ^ew ¥o*fc were a happy time for little 
f^eda, a time when mind and body flockrished under the 
•un of prosperity; Luxury did not spcnLher ; and 'any one 
that 'daw her in the soft furs of her winter wrapj^ngs would 
liave said . that delicate cheek and frame were never made 
to know the unkihdliness of harsher things. 
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CHAPTER XVL 
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Whereanto is money good? 
Who'll. It Bot waDto hardihood, 
Who hu it has much tronhlA uul ovai . 
Who once has had It haa despair. 

LoHorKLLow. From the 



r' was the middle of winter. One day Hugh and Fleda 
had come. home from their walk. Thej dashed into the 
parlour, complaiuing that it was bitterly oold, and began 
unrobing before the glowing grate, whidi was a mass of 
living fire. from end to ejid. Mrs. Rossitur was there in an 
easy chair^, alone and doing nothing. That was not a thing 
absolutely unheard of, but Fleda had hot pulled off her 
second glove before she bent down towards her and in a 
changed tone tenderly' aske^, if she did not feel well 1 

Mrs. Bos^itur looked up in her fkoe a , minute, and then 
drawing her down kissed the blooming cheeks one and 
the other several times. But as she looked off to the fire 
again Fleda saw that it was through watering eyes. She 
droppecL,.on,her :kQe^ by the side of the easy diair that she 
might Jiaveva bet^ sight of that J&ee, and tried to read it 
a9 she asked again what, was l^e. matter ; a|id Hugh com* 
ing to ih& other side repeated her question. His mother 
passed an arm round each, looking wistfully from one to 
the other and kissing them earnestly, but she said only, 
with a very heart-felt emphasis, " Poor children !" 

Fleda was now afraid to speak, but Hugh pressed his 
inquiry. 

" Why ^ poor' mamma 1 what makes you say so V* 

^* Because you are poor really^ dear Hugh. We hav^ 
lost everything we have in the world." . 

" Mamma ! What do you mean V 



830 QUEMCSr, 

'^ Your &ther has failed." 

" Failed ! — ^But mamma I thought he wasn't in businesa?'' 

"So I thought," said Mrs. Rossitur; — ^''I didn't know 
people could fail that were not in business ; but it seems 
they can. He was a partner in some con^m or other, and 
it's all broken to pieces, and your father with it, he says." 

Mrs. Kossitqr's face was distressful. They were all 
silent for a little ; Hugh kissing his mother's wet cheeks. 
Fleda had softly nestled her head in her bosom. But Mrs. 
Rossitur soon recovered herself. 

" How bad is it, mother ?" said Hugh. 

" As bad as can possibly be." 

*• Is everything gone ?" 

" Everything !"— 

" You don't mean the house, mamma 1" 

" The house, and all that is in it." 

The children's hearts were struck, and they were silent 
again, only a treaibling touch of Fleda's lips spoke sympa- 
thy and patience if ever a kiss did. 

" But mamma," said Hugh, after he had gathered breath 
for it, — "do you mean to say that everything^ literally 
everything^ is gone 1 is there nothing lefl ?" 

" Nothing in the world — ^not a sou." 

" Then what are we going to do !" 

Mrs. Rossitur shook her head, and had no words. 

Fleda /boib«<f across to Hugh to ask no more, and putting 
her arms round her aunt's neck and laying cheek to cheek, 
she spoke what comfort she could. 

"Don't, dear aunt Lucy! — there will be some way — 
things always turn out better than at first — ^I dare say we 
aball find out it isn't so bad by and by. Don't you mind 
St, and then we won't. We can be happy anywhere to- 
gether." 

If there was not much in the reasoning: there was some- 
thing in the tone of the words to bid Mrs. Rossitur bear 
herself well. Its tremulous sweetness, its anxious love, 
was without a taint of self^reeollection ; its sorrow was for 
hgr, Mrs. Rossitur felt that she must not shew herself 
overcome. She again kissed and blessed and pressed closer 
in her arms her little comforter, while her ottier hand was 
given to Hugh. 
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^ I have only heard about it this moraing. Your uncle 
was here telling me just now, — a little while before you 
oame in. Don't say anything about it before him." 

Why not % The words struck Fleda disagreeably. 

*^ What will be done with the house, mamma?" said 
Hugh. 

" Sold — sold, and everything in it." 

''Papa's books, mamma! and all the things in the 
library !" exclaimed Hugh, looking terrified. 

Mrs. Rossitur's face gave the answer ; do it in words she 
•*ould not. 

The children were a long time silent, trying hard to swal- 
low this bitter pill ; and still Hugh's hand was in his 
mother's and Fleda's head lay on her bosom. Thought 
was busy, going up and down, and breaking the companion- 
ship they had so long held with the pleasant drawing-room 
and the tasteful arrangements among which Fleda was so 
much at home ; — ^the easy diairs in whose comfortable arms 
she had had so many an hour of nice reading ; the soft rue 
where in the very wantonness of frolic she had stretched 
herself to play with King ; that very luxurious bright grate- 
ful of fire, which had given her so often the same warm 
welcome home, an apt introduction to the other stores of 
comfort which awaited her above and below stairs; the 
rich-coloured curtafhs and carpet, the beauty of which had 
been such a constant gratification to Fleda's eye ; and the 
exquisite French table and lamps they had brought Out 
with them, in which her uncle .and aunt had so much pride 
and which could nowhere be matched for elegance ; — ^they 
must all be said * good-bye' to ; and as yet fancy had nothing 
to furnish the future with ; it looked very bare. 

King had come in and wagged himself up close to his 
mistress, but even he could obtain nothing but the touch of 
most abstracted finger-ends. Yet, though keenly recog- 
nised, these thoughts were only passing compared with the 
anxious and sorrowful ones that went to her aunt and 
uncle ; for Hugh and her, she judged, it was less matter. 
And Mrs. Rossitur's care was most for her husband ; and 
Hugh's was for them all. His associations were lc€s 
qui^ and his tastes less keen than Fleda's and less a 
part of himself. Hugh lived In his a£feotlons ^ with a 
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^Ivo to them; he could bear to loee Any tfaii^ aad go any 
iiv^i;9«./it.' • . - 

" Mamola," ^d he after a long time, — ''^ will aii3rlMHg 
be doiie with Fleda'n hooka ?" 

;.. A ^u^tiouithal^ had been in Fleda's mind belbre, but 
which she had patiently forborne just then to ask. 

'' No indeed !" said Mrs. Rbssitur, pressing Fled« more 
iilloseljy' laiidiidsaftiKg in. a kind of rapture the sweet thought- 
ful face ; — '^ not yours, x my ..darling ; they can't touch any- 
thing that belongs to.3WU-n-I'.wish.it was more^— and f don't 
suppose they will take anything of mine either." 

^' Ah, iweli i'.' said Fleda raisipgher head, .^' you ba^e^ot 
quite 'a pArc<^ ofibeoksy annt/JLucyycand I have « good many 
•T^iov well it 4e I have had so many given me since I have 
be6n herel-TH^Thatwiil make qnitea nice little libraiy, bo^ 
Aogeth.ervaiid Hugh has some; i thought perhaps -we sbouldn^t 
have onec-at all lefi^. and that would have bees ratheap^bad.'^ 

^ Bather •bad^! ■ Mrs. RossitRir looked at her, 'and was 

.^Qst^Y dod'tiLyou wear a t;ad face for anything !". Fleda 
went.ODi earnestly .;r-*'' we shall be perfectly fai^py if you 
mid unde Rolf only will be." . > - 

. '^ My dear childbeen !"* ' said Mrs. Rossitur wiping her eyea, 
-^'itiafor you lamimhappy — ^you and your unel&;— 4 do 
lUMk thilil&;ofldnysel£-' t^ 1 i ^: -. > • . «i. . 

"Aad W9 do not think of ourselves, mamma," said Huglii. 
rn^'I IpiiHVi itr-^but haviDg. good .children don't make pM 
eare less about >themi'' Baid.Mr& Roasitar, the tears < fairly 
W&ing over her- iingenJ 

* Hugh pulled the /fiBgen down and ag|iin tiied tbe afli- 
cacy of his lips/ 

^' And you kni^ papa tbbilEs most of yo», manAna.^' 

>^Ah, y6urii&theifr'--rsiAid Mnk Bosaitnr .shaking her 
h^,— '' I am afraid it win go hard with lum !— But I wlil 
be hl^py as long as I h&ve you two, or elsel afaould be a 
very wicked wwnan^ . It oaly gneves.meto think of you* 
eduealiicm and prospecta-^^' 

^* Ftoda^a piaao^ raiimina!'' said Hu^ with sudden die* 
may. •'..,•. * ■ *. 

a Mrs. Rossitur rflkook her head agun and oovered her ey«B^ 
white -Fledai fitrekhing^ aerdsa to iiagh gave him by look 



and toudi an earnest admonition to let that subject alone. 
And then with a sweetness and gentleness like nothing but 
tJie breath of the south wind, she wooed her annt to hope 
and resignation. Hugh held back, feeling, or thinking, 
Chat Fleda could do it better than he, and watching her 
progress, as Mrs. Rossitur took her hand from her face, and 
smiled, at first mournfully and then really mirthfully in 
FM»'» &ce, at some sally that nobody but a nice observer 
wouM- have seen was got up for the occasion. And it was 
hardly that, so completely had the child forgotten her own 
sorrow in ministering to that of another. ^^ Blessed are the 
peaeemakers'' ! It is always so. 

"You are a witch or a fairy," ^ said Mrs. Hossitur, eatch- 
-4ngi'her again in her arms,— '^^ nothing elsei You must try 
jeav- powers of diarming: upon your uncle." 

Fleda laughed, without any eflbrt ; but as to trying her 
slight wand upon Mr. Rossitur .she had serious doubts. 
Anil &a doubts beeame certainty when they met at dinner ; 
he looked so grave that she dared not attack him. It was 
a gloomy meal, for the face that should have lighted the 
whole table cast a shadow there. 

iia Without at all oompc^ending the whole ef her husband's 
chanicteF the sure tmagnetism. of affection had enabled Mrs. 
Bossitur to divine his thoughts. Pride was his ruling pas- 
sion ; not such pride as Mr. Carleton's, which was rather 
MAtt'SlagjgpBimted ael^respectybut wider and.more indiscrim- 
inate in its choice. pfobjeets. Ittwas pride in his family 
toame^ j>nde^ln his own talen ts,. which were oonsiderAble; 
pride in his family,. wife and children and all of which he 
thoiif^t did 'him honour, — if they had not his love for them 
aaaoredly would have known some diminishing ;-^pridQ in 
his wealth and in the attractions with which it surrounded 
him ; and lastly, pride in the skill, taste and connoisseur- 
8hip?«^ick efiahled' him to bring those attracticnis together. 
Furthermore, his love for both literature and art was true 
sod atrong.*; and for many years he had accustomed himself 
to lead a life of great luxuriousness ; catering for body and 
]ilin4jn;ev«fy taste that could.be elegantly enjoyed; and 
again>< proud, of the. elegance of every enjoyment. The 
change of circumstances which touched his pride wounded 
:Um atr^Yfury point where he waa yuln«»ble at all. 
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FledahadneverMt 80 afraid of him. She was glad to 
Dr. Gregory come in to tea. Mr. Roasitur was not there. 
The Doctor did not touch upon wfl^irs, if he had heard of 
their misfortune ; he went on as usual in a rambling cheer- 
ful way all tea-time, talking mostly to Fleda and Hugh. 
But after tea he talked no more but sat still and waited till 
the master of the house came in. 

Fleda thought Mr. Rossitiir did not look glad to see him. 
But how could he look glad about anything? .He did not 
sit down, and for a few minutes there was a kind of meaning 
silen'ce. Fleda sat in the comer with the heartache, to see 
her uncle^s gloomy tramp up and down the rich apartment, 
and her aunt Lucy's gaze at him. 

"Humph! — well--So!" said the Doctor at last, — 
" You've all gone overboard with a smash, I understand 1'' 

The walker gave him no regard. 

" True, is it ?" said the tloctor. 

Mr. Rossitur made no answer, unless a smothered grunt 
might be taken for one. 

** How came it about ?" 
• " Folly and Devilry." 

"Humph! — ^bad capital to work upon. I hope the 
principal is gone with the interest. What's the amount 
of your loss 1" 

^ Ruin." 

"Humph. — French ruin, or American ruin? because 
there's a difference. What do you mean?" 

" I am not so happy as to understand you sir, but we 
shall not pay seventy cents on the dollar." 

The old gentleman got up and stood before the fire 
with his back to Mr. Rossitur, saying "that was rather 
bad." 

" What are you going to do ?" 

Mr. Rossitur hesitated a few moments for an answer aod 
then said, 

" Pay the seventy cents and begin the world anew with 
nothing." 

" Of course I" said the doctor. " I understand that ; but 
where and how 1 What end of the world will yea take op 
first?" 

Mr. Rossitur writhed in impatience or disgust, and after 
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mgm heBitating answered dryly tJiat he had not deter* 
mined. 

^' Have you thought of anything in particular ?" , 

'-'' Zounds! no sir, except my misfortune. That's enough 
for one day." 

^ And too much," said the old doctor, *' unless you can 
mix some other thought with it. That's what I came for. 
Will you go into business 1" 

Fleda was startled by the vehemence with which her unde 
said " No, never !" — and he presently added, " I'll do noth- 
ing here." 

" Well, — well," said the doctor to himself; — " Will you 
go into the country ?" 

" Yes ! — ^anywhere ! — ^the further the better." 

Mrs. Kossitur startled, but her husband's face did not 
encourage her to open her lips. 

" Ay but on a farm, I mean ?" 

^^ On anything, that will give me a standing." 

" I thought that too," said . Dr. Gregory, now whirling 
about. *^ I have a fine piece of land that wants a tenant. 
You may take it at an.easy rate, and pay. me when Uie crops 
come in. 1 shouldn't expect so young a farmer, you know, 
to keep any closer terms." 

"How far is it?" 

" Far enough — ^up in Wyandot County." 

" How large f ' 

" A matter of two or three hundred acres or so. it is 
very fine, they say. It came into a fellow's hands that owed 
me what I thought was a bad debt, so for fear he would 
never pay me I thought best to take it and pay him ; whether 
IJie place will ever fill my pockets again remains to be seen ; 
doubtful, I think." 

"I'll take it. Dr. Gregory, and see if I cannot bring that 
about." 

" Pooh, pooh ! fill your own. I am not careful about it ; 
the less money one has the more it jingles, unless it gets 
too low indeed." 

"I will take it, Dr. Gregory, and feel myself under obli- 
gation to you." 

" No, I told you, not till the crops come in. No obligation 
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18 binding till the term is up. Well, I'll see yon furthet 
about it." 

'* But Rolf!" sjlid Mrs. Rossitur, — ^^slop a mlntfte, uncle, 
don't go yet, — Rolf don't know anything i» the world about 
the management of a farm, neither do 1." 

^' The ^ &ire Una' can enlighten you," said the doctor, 
waving his hand towards his little favourite in the comer, — 
" but I forgot ! — ^Well, if you don't know, the ^ops* wonHi 
come in«— that's all the difference." 

But Mrs. Rossitur looked anxiously at her husband. '' Do 
you know exactly what you are undertaking, Rolf 1" fllie 
said. 

** If I do not, I presume 1 shall discover in time." 

*' But it may be too late," said Mrs. Rossitcrr, in the tone 
of- sad remonstrance that had gone all the length it dared. 

'^It can not be too late !" said her husband impatiently. 
'^ If I do not know what I am taking up, I know very well 
what I am laying down; and it does not signify a straw 
wfaat oomes after--4f it was«a mail-shell, that would cover 
my head !" = * : : 

** HiHa^-^"' SMd the old doctor,-^" the ' snail is very well 
in his way, but I li^eno idea that' he was ever cut out Ibr 
a farmer." 

^ Do you think you will find it a business you would like, 
Mr. Rossitur?" said his wife timidly. 

*' I tell you," said he &cing about, '^ it is not a question 
of liking. ■ I will like anytlung that will bury -me out <^ 
liie werWR'trii. ■■• -.• <i , ./ • 

Poor Mrs. llossitiir. She had* not yet come to wishing 
herself buried aljve, and she had small faith in the perma- 
nenoe of her husband^s taste for it. She looked de^)onding. 

'' You don't suppose," said Mr. Rossitur stopping again in 
the. middle of the floor alter another turn and a half, — *^you 
do not suppose that I am going to take the labouring of the 
&rm upon myself? I shall employ some one of course, who 
understands the matter, to take all that off my handff.^' 

The doctor thought of the old proverb and the alterna- 
tive the plough presents to those who would thrive by it ; 
Fleda thought of Mr. Didenhover ; Mrs. Rossitur would 
fiun have su^ested that such an important person must be 
weU paid ; but neither of them spoke. 
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>< Of oouney" said Mr* BoMitm' haughtily a» h» went on 
^th hi» 'walky ^ I. do not expect any more than you to live 
in the beckwooda the life we have beon leading here. That 
is at an end." 

./^ 1» it a renj. wild oountry ?" asked Mrs. Bossiturof the 
doctor. 

^' No wild beasts, my dear, if that is your meaning, — and 
I do not4Mippose /th«ce are ev^en many snakes left by this 
time." 

'^ No, but dear ionole^ I mean, ia it in an unsettled state 1" 

"No>my dear, ikot at all, — perfectly quiet." 

^' Ah but, do not play with, me," exdaimed poor Mrs. 
Bossitur between laughing and crying ; — " I mean is it &r 
£t>m any towm and notaBBong neighbours?" 

'^ Far enough to be out of the way of momiog calls," said 
the doctor ; — '' and when your neighbours come to<«ee you 
they will expect tea by four o^clock. There are not a great 
many near Uy, but they don't mind coming from five or six 
miles off" . ^ • j ^ 

•: Mrs. Bossitur looked chilled and horrified. To her he 
had described a very wild country indeed. Fleda woilld 
;hsive laughed if it had not been for her aunt's face ; but that 
settled down into a doubtful anxious look that pained her. 
It pained the old doctor too. 

^^ Come," said- he touching her pretty chin with his fore 
.finger,-^'^ what are you thinking of? folks may be good 
folks apd yet hasve 1»a at four o'clock, mayn't they ?" 

^ ^^ When do they have dinner !" said Mrs^ Bossitur. 

" I really don't know. When you get settled up there 
I'll come and see." 

" Hardly," said Mrs. Bossitur. " I don't believe it would 
be possible for Emile to get dinner before the tea-time ; 
and I am sure I shouldn't like to propose such a thing to 
Mrs. Benney." 

The doctor fidgeted about a little on the hearth-rug and 
looked comical, perfectly understood by one acute observer 
in the comer. 

*' Are you wise enough to imagine, Lucy," said Mr. Bos- 
situr sternly, '^ that you can carry your whole establishment 
with you 1 What do you suppose Emile and Mrs. Benney 
would do in a farm-house ?" 
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'^ I can do without whatever yoa can,^' said Mrs. Bossi- 
tur meekly. '* I did not know that you would be willing 
to part with Emile, and 1 do not think Mrs. Benney w'ould 
like to leave us." 

" 1 told you before, it is no more a question of liking," 
answered he. 

'^ And if it were," said the doctor, '* I have no idea that 
Monsieur Emile and Madame Benney would be satisfied 
with the «tyle of a country kitchen, or think the interior of 
Yankee land a hopeful sphere for their energies." 

^' What sort of a house is it *?" said Mrs. Bossitur. 

" A wooden frame house, I believe." 

" No but, dear uncle, do tell me." 

^' What sort of a house ? — Humph — Laige enough, I am 
told. It will accommodate you, in one way." 

"Comfortable?" 

'^ I don't know," said the doctor shaking his head ; — 
" depends on who's in it. No house is that per se. But I 
reckon there isn't much plate glass. I suppose you'll find 
the doors all painted blue, and every fireplace with a crane 
in it." 

" A crane !" said Mrs. Bossitur, to whose imagination 
the word suggested nothing but a large water-bird with a 
long neck. 

" Ay 1" said the doctor. " But it's just as well. You 
won't want hanging lamps there, — ^and candelabra would 
hardly be in place either, to hold tallow candles." 
, " Tallow candles !" exclaimed Mrs. Bossitur. Her hus- 
band winced, but said nothing. 

'* Ay," said the doctor again, — " and make them your- 
self if you are a good housewife. Come Lucy," said he 
taking her hand, " do you know how the wild fowl do on 
the Chesapeake? — duck and swim under water till they can 
shew their heads Mrith safety 1 'Twon't spoil your eyes to 
see by a tallow candle." 

Mrs. Bossitur half smiled, but looked anxiously towards 
her husband. 

^ Pooh, pooh ! Bolf won't care what the light burns that 
liglits him to independence, — and when you get there you 
may illuminate Mrith a whole whale if you like. By the 
way, Bolf, there is a fine water power up yonder, and a 
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saw-mill in good order, they tell me, but a short way from 
the house. Hugh might learn to manage it, and it woidd 
be fine employment for him/' 

" Hugh 1" said his mother disconsolately. Mr. Bossitur 
neither spoke nor looked an answer, fleda sprang for- 
ward. 

" A saw-mill ! — Uncle Orrin I — ^where is it V 

'' Just a little way from the house, they say. You can*t 
manage it, fair Saxon ! — though you look as if you would 
undertake all the mills in creation, for a trifle." 

" No but the place, uncle Orrin ; — where is the place ?" 

" The place % Hum — ^why it's up in Wyandot County — 
some five or six miles from the Montepoole Spring — ^what's 
this they call it ?— Queechy ! — By the way !" said he, 
reading Fleda's countenance, " it is the very place where 
your fether was born ! — it is ! I didn't think of that be- 
fore." 

Fleda's hands were clasped. 

"01 am very glad !" she said. " It's my old home. It 
is the most lovely place, aunt Lucy ! — most lovely — and 
we shall have sonie good neighbours there too. O I am 
very glad ! — ^The dear old saw-mill ! — ^" 

" Dear old saw-mill !" said the doctor looking at her. 
"Rolf, I'll tell you what, you shall give me this girl. I 
want her. I can take better care of her, perhaps, now than 
you can. Let her come to me when you leave the city — 
it will be better for her than to help work the saw-mill ; 
and I have as good a right to her as anybody, for Amy be- 
fore her was like my own child." 

The doctor spoke not with his usual light jesting manner 
but very seriously. Hugh's lips parted, — Mrs. Rossi tur 
looked with a sad thoughtful look at Fleda, — ^Mr. Rossitur 
walked up and down looking at nobody. Fleda watched 
him. 

" What does Fleda herself say 1" said he stopping short 
suddenly. His face softened and his eye changed as it fell 
upon her, for the first time that day. Fleda saw her open- 
ing; she came to him, within his arms, and laid her head 
upon his breast. 

" Wliat does Fleda say 1" said he, softly kissing her. 

Fleda's tears said a good deal, that needed no interpreter. 
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Shd felt her uncle's hand passed more and more tenderly 
over her head, so tenderly that it made it all the more Wr 
ficult for her to govern herself and stop her tears. But she 
did stop them, and looked up at him then with suob a &oe — 
.80 glowing through smiles and tears — it was like a very- 
rainbow of hope upon the cloud of their prospects. Mr. 
Rossitur felt the power of the sunbeam wand, it reached his 
heart ; it wa» even with a smile that he said as he looked 
jat her, 

" Will you go to your uncle Orrin, Fledfti" 

" Nojt if uncle Rolf will keep me.*' 

"Keep you !" said Mr. Rossitur ; — "I should like to see 
who wouldn't keep you ! — ^There, Dr. Gregory, you have 
your answer." . 

"Hum! — ^I might have known," said the doctor, "that 
the 'faire Una' would abjure cities. — Come here, you Elf!" 
— and he wrapped her in his arms so tight she could not 
stir, — " I have a spite against you for this. What amends 
will you make me for such an affront ?" 

"Let me take breath," said Fleda laughing, "and I'll tell 
you. You don't want any amends, uncle Orrin." 

" Well," said he, gazing with more feeling than he cared 
to shew into that sweet face, so innocent of apology- 
making, — " you shall promise me that you will not forget 
uncle Orrin and the old house in Bleecker street." 

Fleda's eyes grew more wistful. 

" And will you promise me that if ever you want any- 
thing you will come or send straight there ?" 

"If ever I want anything I can't get nor do without," said 
Fieda. 

" Pshaw !" said the doctor letting her go, but laughing at 
the same time. " Mind my words, Mr. and Mrs. Rossitur ; — 
if ever that girl takes the wrong bit in her mouth — Weil, 
well ! ril go home." 

Home he went. The rest drew together particularly 
near, round the fire; Hugh at his father's shoulder, and 
Fleda kneeling on the rug between her uncle and aunt with 
a hand on each ; and there was not one of them whose 
gloom was not lightened by her bright &ce and cheerful 
words of hope that in the new scenes they were going to 
" they would all be so happy." 



The days that followed were gloomj ; but Fleda's minis- 
try was unceasing. Hugh seconded her well, though more 
passively. Feeling less pain himself, he perhaps for that 
▼ery reason was less acutely alive to it in others; not so 
quick to foresee and ward off, not so skilful to allay it. Fleda 
seemed to have intuition for the one and a charm for the other. 
To her there was pain in every parting ; her sympathies clung 
to whatever wore the livery of habit. There was hardly 
any piece of furniture, there was no book or marble or pic- 
ture, that she could take le^ve of without a pang. But it 
was kept to herself; her sorrowful good-byes were said in 
secret ; before others, in all those weeks, she was a very 
Euphrosyne ; light, bright, cheerfiil, of eye and foot and 
hand ; a shield between her aunt and every annoyance that 
Mhe could take instead ; a good little fairy, that sent her sun- 
beam wand, quick as a flash, where any eye rested gloomily. 
People did not always find out where the light came from, 
but it was her witchery. 

ITie creditors would touch none of Mrs. Rossitur's things, 
b^r husband's honourable behaviour had been so thorough. 
They even presented him with one or two pictures which 
he sold for a considerable sum ; and to Mrs. Rossitur they 
gave up all the plate in daily use ; a matter of great re- 
joicing to Fleda who knew well how sorely it would have 
been missed. She and her aunt had quite a little library 
too, of their own private store ; a little one it was indeed, 
but the worth of every volume was now trebled in her eyes. 
Their furniture was all left behind ; and in its stead went 
ffotne of neat light painted wood which looked to Fleda 
deliciously countryfied. A promising cook and housemaid 
Were ensued to go with them to the wilds ; and about the 
first of April they turned tfjeir backs upon the city. 

9i 
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CHAPTER XVII. 



The thresher's weary flingin-tree 

The lee-lang day had tired me: 

And whan the day had closed his e'e. 

Far 1' the west, 
Ben i* the spence, right pensivelie, 

I *gaed to rest. 

BuftNS 



QUEECHY was reached at night. Fleda had promised 
herself to be off almost with the dawn of light the 
next morning to see aunt Miriam, but a heavy rain kept 
her fast at home the whole day. It was very well ; she 
was wanted there. 

Despite the rain and her disappointment it was impossi- 
ble for Fleda to lie abed from the time the first grey light 
began to break in at her windows, — those old windows that 
had rattled their welcome to her all night. She was up and 
dressed and had had a long consultation with herself over 
matters and prospects, before anybody else had thought of 
leaving the indubitable comfort of a feather bed for the 
doubtnil contingency of happiness that awaited them down 
stairs. Fleda took in the whole length and breadth of it, 
half wittingly and half through some finer sense than that 
of the understanding. 

The first view of things could not strike them pleasantly ; 
it was not to be looked for. The doors did not happen to 
be painted blue { they were a deep chocolate colour ; doors 
and waiQscot. The fireplaces were not all furnished with 
cranes, but they were all unoouthly wide and deep. No- 
body would have thought them so indeed in the winter, 
when piled up with blazing hickory logs, but in summer 
they yawned uncomfortably upon the eye. Tlie ceilings 
"were low; the walls roujh papered pr rougher white- 
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washed ; the sashes not hung ; the rooms, otherwise well 
enough proportioned, stuck with Httle cupboards, in recesses 
and comers and out of the way places, in a style icnperti* 
nently suggestive of housekeeping, and fitted to shock any 
^rmmetrical: set of neiVes. The old house had undei^one 
a thorough putting in order, it is true ; the chocolate paint 
was just dry, and the paper hangings freshly put up ; and 
the bulk of the new furniture had been sent on before and 
unpacked, though not a single article of it was in its right 
place. The house was clean and tight, that is, as tight as 
it ever was. But the colour had been unfortunately diosen 
— ^perhaps there was no help for that ; — the paper was very 
coarse and countryfied ; the big windows were startling they 
looked so bare, without any manner of drapery ; and the 
long reaches of wall were unbroken by mirror or picture- 
frame. And this to eyes trained to eschew ungracefulness 
and that abhorred a vacuum as much as nature is said to do ! 
Even Fleda felt there was something disagreeable in the 
change, though it reached her more through the channel of 
other people's sensitiveness than her own. To her it was 
the dear old house still, though her eyes had seen better 
things since they loved it. No comer or recess could have 
a pleasanter filling, to her &ncy, than the old brown cup- 
board or shelves which had always been there. But what 
would her uncle say to them ! and to that dismal paper ! 
and what would aunt Lucy think of those rattling window- 
sashes ! this cool raw day too, for the first ! — 

Think as she might Fleda did not stand still to think. 
She had gone sofbly all over the house, taking a strange look 
at the old places and the images with which memory filled 
them, thinking of the last time, and many a time before 
that ; — and she had at last come back to the sitting-room, 
long before anybody else was down stairs ; the two tired 
servants were just rubbing their eyes open in the kitchen 
and speculating themselves awake. Leaving them, at their 
peril, to get ready a decent breakfast, (by the way she 
grudged them the old kitchen) Fleda set about trying what 
her wand could do towards brightening the face of afiairs 
in the othe^ part of the house. It was quite cold enough 
for a fire, luckily. She ordered one made, and meanwhile 
busied heraelf with the various stray packages and articles 
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of weariog apparel that l&y aeattered abont givhqp tk» 
whole place a look of disoomiiMt. Fie(kt ga^red tiMi wft 
and bestowed them in one or two oi iJt» impertinent cap» 
boards, and then undertook the lidbour of oarrying oat i^ 
the wrong furniture that had got into the break&st-room 
and bringing in that whieh reidlj belonged, there firom the 
hall and the parlour beyond ; moTing Uke a mouse that she 
might not disturb the people up stairs. A quarter of 
hour was spent in arranging ta the best advantage 
various pieces of furniture in the room ; it was the veij 
same in which Mr. Carleton and Quurltoa Boasiturhad beea 
received the memorable day of the roast pig diimer, but 
that was not the uppermost assodatioa in Fleda's maid» 
Satisfied at last that a happier effect could not be produced 
with the given materials^ and well pleased too with her 
success, Fleda turned to the fireb H was made, but not by 
any means doing its part to encourage the other portions of 
the room to look their best. Fleda knew s(»nething of 
wood fires from old times ; she laid hold of 1^ tongs, and 
touched and loosened and coaxed a stick here and there, 
with a delicate hand, till, seeing the very opening it had 
wanted, — without which neither fire nor hope can keep its 
activity, — the blaze ^rang up energetically, crackling 
through all the piled oak and hickory and driving the smoke 
clean out of sight. Fleda had done her work. It would 
have been a misanthropical person indeed that could have 
come into the room then and not felt his &ce brighten. 
One other thing remained, — setting the break&st table ; and 
Fleda would let no hands but hers do it this morning; she 
was curious about the setting of tables. How she remem- 
bered or divined where everything had been stowed ; how 
quietly and efficiently her little fingers mfastened hampers 
and pried into baskets, without making any noise ; till all 
the breakflkst paraphernalia of silver, china, and table-linen 
was found, gathered from various receptacles, and laid in 
most exquisite order on the table. State street never saw 
better. Fleda stood and looked at it th^, in immense 
satisfaction, seeing that her uncle's eye would miss nothing 
of its accustomed gratification. To her the old room, shi- 
ning with firelight and new furniture, was perfectly charm- 
ing. If those great windows were staringly bright, health 
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and tfaeerftdnen seemed to look in at them. And what 
odier images of association, with ^^nods and becks and 
wreathed smiles,*^ looked at her out of the curling flames 
in the old wide Ar^laee ! And one other angel stood there 
unseen, — the one whose errand it is to see fulfilled the 
pmmise, ^'Give and it shall be given to you ; full measure^ 
and pressed down, and heaped up, and running over." 

A little while Fleda sat contentedly eying her work; 
then a new idea struck her and she sprang up. In the next 
meadow, only one fence between, a little spring of purest 
water ran through from the woodland ; water cresses used 
to grow there. Uncle Rolf was very fond of them. It was 
pouring with rain, but no matter. Her heart beating be- 
tween haste and delight, Fleda slipped her feet into galoches 
and put an old cloak of Hugh's over her head, and ran out 
through the kitchen, the old accustomed way. The sei*vants 
exclaimed and entreated, but Fleda only flashed a bright 
looik at them from under her cloak as she opened the door, 
and ran off, otct the wet grass, under the fence, and over 
half the meadow, till she came to the stream. She was get- 
ting a delicious taste of old times, and though the spring 
water was very cold and with it and the rain one half of 
each sleeve was soon thoroughly wetted, she gathered her 
cresses and scampered back with a pair of eyes and cheeks 
that might have struck any city belle chill with envy. 

" Then but that's a sweet girl !" said Mary the cook to 
Jane the housemaid. 

"A lovely countenance she has," answered Jane, who 
was refined in her speech. 

" Take her away and you've taken the best of the house, 
Fm a thinking." 

"Mwk Rossi tar is a lady," said Jane in a low voice. 

" Ay, and a very proper-behaved one she is, and him the 
same, that is, for a gentleman I maan ; but Jane ! I say, I'm 
thinking he'll have eat too much sour bread lately ! I wish 
I knoweid how they'd have their e^s boiled, till I'd have 
'em ready." 

"Sure it's on the table itself they'll do 'em," said Jane. 
"Tlwy've an el^ant little fixture in there for the purpose." 

"Is that it!" 

Nobody found out how busv Fleda's wand had been in 

21» 
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the old breakfast room. Bat she was not dki^^iiited ; shs 
had not worked for praise. Her cresses were appreciated % 
that was enough. She enjoyed her breakfast, the only one 
of the party th<at did. Mr. Rossitur looked moody; his 
wife looked anxious ; and Hugh's face was the reflection of 
theirs. If Fleda's face reflected anything it was the sun- 
light of heaven. 

" How sweet the air is after New York !" said she. 

They looked at her. There was a fresh sweetness of an- 
other kind about that breakfast-table. They all felt it, and 
breathed more freely. 

" Delicious cresses !" said Mrs. Rossitur. 

^* Yes, I wonder where they came from." said her husband. 
" Who got them ?" 

*^ I guess Fleda knows,' ^ said Hugh. 

"They grow in a little stream of spring water over here 
in the meadow " said Fleda demurely. 

" Yes, but you don't answer my question," said her uncle, 
putting his hand under her chin and smiling at the blushing 
face he brought round to view ; — *' Who got them?" 

"Idid." 

" You have been out in the rain ]". 

** O Queechy rain don't hurt me, uncle Rolf." 

** And don't it wet you either 1" 

" Yes sir— a little." 

'* How much 1" 

" My sleeves, — O I dried them long ago." 

*' Don't you repeat that experiment, Fleda," said he seri- 
ously, but with a look that was a good reward to her never- 
theless. 

" (t is a raw day 1" said Mrs. Rossitur, drawing her shoul- 
ders together as an ill-disposed window sash gave one of its 
admonitory shakes. 

" W hat little panes of glass for such big windows !" said 
Hugh. 

" But what a pleasant prospect through them," said Fle- 
da, — " look, Hugh ! — worth all the Batteries and Parks in 
the world." 

" In the world ! — ^in New York you mean," said her uncle. 
" Not better than the Champs Elysees ?" 

" Better to me," said Fleda. 
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" For to-day I must attend to the prospect in-doors," said 
Mrs. RossitUr. 

" Now aunt Lucy," said Fleda, " you are just going to 
put yourself down in the corner, in the rocking-chair there, 
with your book, and make yourself comfortable ; and Hugh 
and I will see to all these things. Hugh and I and Mary 
and Jane, — that makes quite an army of us, and we can do 
everything without you, and you must just keep quiet. Fll 
build you up a fine fire, and then when I don^t know what 
to do I will come to you for orders. Uncle Rolf, would 
you be so good as just to open that box of books in the hall ? 
because I am afraid Hugh isn't strong enough. Fll take 
care of you, aunt Lucy." 

Fleda's plans were not entirely carried out, but she con- 
trived pretty well to take the brunt of the business on her 
own shoulders. She was as busy as a bee the whole day. 
To her all the ins and outs of the house, its advantages and 
disadvantages, were much better known than to anybody 
else ; nothing could be done but by her advice ; and more 
than that, she contrived by some sweet management to bafHe 
Mrs. Rossitur's desire to spare her, and to bear the larger 
half of every burden that should have come upon her aunt. 
What she had done in the breakfast room she did or helped 
to do in the other parts of the house ; she unpacked boxes 
and put away clothes and linen, in which Hugh was her ex- 
cellent helper ; she arranged her uncle's dressing-table with 
a scrupulosity that left nothing uncared-for ; — ^and the last 
thing. before tea she and Hugh dived into the book-box to 
get out some favourite volumes to lay upon the table in the 
evening, that the room might not look to her uncle quite so 
dismally bare. He had been abroad notwithstanding the 
rain near the whole day. 

It was a weary party that gathered round the supper-table 
that night, weary it seemed as much in mind as in body ; 
and the meal exerted its cheering influence over only two 
of them ; Mr. and Mrs. Rossitur sipped their cups of tea ab- 
stractedly. 

** I don't believe that fellow Donohan knows much about 
his business," reinarked the former at length. 

"Why don't you get somebody else, then?" said his 
wife. 
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"I happen to have exignged bim, unfortvnalely." 

A pause. 

" What doesn't he know 1" 

Mr. Kossitur laughed, not a pleasant laugh. 

'^It would take too long to enumerate. If you had 
asked me what part of bis business he does understand, I 
could have told jou shortly thai I dop't J^now." 

" But you do not understand it very weil yourselt Ax» 
you sure?" 

" Am I sure of what V 

" That this man does ncA know his bnsine?? 1** 

^' No further sure than I ean ^ve confidence ii) my QFP 
common sense." 

'^ What will you do ?" said Mrs. Rossitqr afl^ a moment. 

A question men are not fond of answering, esp^cialiy 
when they have not made up their miBds. Mr. Bossitur 
was silent, and his wife too, after that. 

*'*' If I could get some long-headed Yankee to go aIoii|g 
with him'' — he remarked again, bali^iciog ]^is spoon on th^ 
edge of his cup in curious illustration pi his own xnenti^ 
position at the moment \ Donohan bei^g the onlj^ fixed 
point and all the rest wavering in pneertainty» Thei^ wer^ 
a few silent minutes before anvbody answered 

" If you want one and don t know of on^, uncle Bpl^** 
said Fleda, " I dare say cousin Seth might*" 

Tliat gentle modest speech brought Us attention routed 
upon her. His &oe soflcned. 

" Ck>usin Seth? who is cousin Seth?" 

*' Pie is aunt Miriam's son/* said lEleda.. ^ Seth P1«B>> 
field. He's a very good farmer^ \ know ; grandpa used to 
say he was ; and he knows everybody." 

^^Mrs. Plumfield," said Mrs. Rossi tur, as "her husband'a 
eyes went inquiringly to her, — " Mrs, Plumfield was Mr* 
Kinggan's sister, you remember. This is her son." 

^^ Cousin Seth, ehl" said Mr* Rossitur dubiously* 
** Well — Why Fleda, your sweet air don't seeoa to agre^ 
with you, as &r as I see ; •! have not known you look so- 
so trisU — since we left Paris. What have you been doings 
my child?" 

^^ She has been doing everything, &ther," said Hugh. 

^^ O \ it's nothing/' said l^eda^ answering Mr^ Rossitur'a 



look and tone of affection with a bright smile. " I'm a 
little tired, that's all." 

' A little tired !' She went to sleep on the sofa directly 
after supper and slept like a baby all the evening ; but her 
power did not sleep with her; for that quiet, sweet, tired 
face, tired in their service, seemed to bear witness against 
the indulgence of anything harsh or unlovely in the same 
atmosphere. A gentle witness-bearings but strong in its 
gentleness. They sat close together round the fire, talked 
Boflly, and from time to time cast loving glances at the 
quiet little sleeper 'by their aidAk Tbdy did not know that 
she was avfinry, and that though her wand had fallen out 
of her hand it was still resting upon them. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 



Omi» Here is everything adTantageooB to life. 
AnU True; laye meant to 11t«. 

Tumar. 



FLEDA'S fatigue did not prevent her being up before 
sunrise the next day. Fatigue was foi^otten, for the 
light of a fair spring morning was shining in at her windows 
and she meant to see aunt Miriam before break&st. She 
ran out to find Hugh, and her merry shout reached him be- 
fore she did, and brought him to meet her. 

" Come, Hugh ! — I'm going off up to aunt Miriam's, and 
I want you. Come ! Isn't this delicious ?" 

" Hush !— " said Hugh. " Father's just here in the bam. 
I can't go, Fleda." 

Fleda's countenance clouded. 

" Can't go ! what's the matter 1 — can't you go, Hughl" 

He shook his head and went off into the bam. 

A chill came upon Fleda. She turned away with a 
very sober step. What if her uncle was in the bam, why 
should she hush % He never had been a check upon her 
merriment, never; what was coming now? Hugh too 
looked disturbed. It was a spring morning no longer. 
Fleda forgot the glittering wet grass that had set her own 
eyes a sparkling but a minute ago ; she walked along, ooffi- 
tating, swinging her bonnet by the strings in thoughttul 
vibration, — till by the help of sunlight and sweet air, and 
the loved scenes, her spirits again made head and swept 
over the sudden hindrance they had met. There were the 
blessed old sugar maples, seven in number, that fringed the 
side of the road, — how well Fleda knew them. Only 
skeletons now, but she remembered how beautiful they 
looked after the October frosts ; and presently iliej would 
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1>6 putting out their new green leaves and be beautiful in 
another way. How different in their free-born luxuriance 
from the dusty and city-prisoned elms and willows she had 
left. She came to the bridge then, and stopped with a 
thrill of pleasure and pain to look and listen. Unchanged ! 
— all but herself. The mill was not going ; the little brook 
went by quietly chattering to itself just as it had done the 
last time she saw it, when she rode past on Mr. Carleton's 
horse. Four and a half years ago ! — And now how strange 
that she had come to live there again. 

Drawing a long breath, and swinging her bonnet again, 
Fleda softly went on up the hill ; past the saw-mill, the 
ponds, the factories, the houses of the settlement. The 
same, and not the same ! — Bright with the morning sun, 
and yet somehow a little browner and homelier than of old 
they used to be. Fleda did not care for that ; she would 
hardly acknowledge it to herself; her aflfection never made 
any discount for infirmity. Leaving the little settlement 
behind her thoughts as behind her back, she ran on now to- 
wards aunt Miriam's, breathlessly, till field after field was 
past and her eye caught a bit of the smooth lake and the 
old farmhouse in its old place. Very brown it looked, 
but Fleda dashed on, through the garden and in at the 
front door. 

Nobody at all was in the entrance-room, the common 
sitting-room of the family. With trembling delight Fleda 
opened the well-known door and stole noiselessly through 
the little passage-way to the kitchen. The door of that 
was only on the latch and a gentle movement of it gave to 
Fleda's eye the tall figure of aunt Miriam, just before her, 
stooping down to look in at the open mouth of the oven 
which she was at that moment engaged in supplying with 
more work to do. It was a huge one, and beyond her aunt's 
head Fleda could see in the far end the great loaves of 
bread, half baked, and more near a perfect squad of pies and 
pans of gingerbread just going in to take the benefit of the 
oven's milder mood. Fleda saw all this as it were without 
seeing it ; she stood still as a mouse and breathless till her 
aunt turned ; and then, a spring and a half shout of joy, 
and she had clasped her in her arms and was crying with 
her whole heart. Aunt Miriam was taken all aback ; she 
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cou)4 do nothing but sit down and iprj too wffi Sfsggff^ hgr 

oven door. 

^ Ain't breakfast readj yet, motber]'' ssid a manlj 
voice coming in. ^' I must be off to s^ after them plongbib. 
Hollo ! — why mother I — " 

The first exdamation was uttered as the q>eaker put the 
door to the oven's mouth ^ the second as he tamed in quest 
of the hand that should have done H. He stood wonder* 
ing, while his mqther and Fleda between laughing and cry* 
ing tried to rouse themselves and k><^ up. 

" What is all this ]" 

" Don't you see, Scth ]" 

^^I see somebody that i^ like to have ipoiied yoqr 
whole baking — ^I d(Mi't know who it is, yet" 

'' Don't you now, cousin Seth ?" said Fleda shaking away 
her tears and getting up. 

^^ I ha'n't quite loet my recolleetion. Coustn, yon must 
give me a kiss. — How do you do ? YoU ha'n't forgot how 
To colour, I see, for all you ve been so long among the pale 
city-iblks." 

*^ 1 haven't forgotten anv thing, cousin Seth," said Fleda, 
blushing indeed but l^ughmg and shaking his hand with as 
hearty good-will. 

^^ I don't believe you have, — anything that is good," said 
be. " Where have you been all this while 1" 
' " O part of the time in New York, and part of the time 
in Paris, and some other places." 

^^ Well you ha'n't seen anything better than Qnee^y, or 
Queechy bread and butter, bave you ?" 

" No indeed !" 

" Come, you shall give me another kiss for that," aadd he, 
suiting the acticm to the word ', — '^ and now sit down and 
eat as much bread apd butter as you can. It's just as good 
as it used to be. Come mother! — I goess breakfast is 
ready by the looks of that cofiee-pot" 

" Breakfast read v I"" said Fleda. 

'^ Ay indeed ; it s a good half hour since it ought to ha* 
been ready. lif it ain't I can't stop for it. Them boys 
will be running their furrows like 8»i^At9 if I «itt't there to 
nturt them." 



«' Which Kke ^evp^otat," said Fleda,—^^ tbe ftinpowB or the 
men 1" 

*^ W^, I was thinking of the furrows," said he gianoing 
at her ; — '' I gues9. there ain't Gunning enough m HSb others 
t^ tix>uhle tbei^. Gome sit down, and let me see whether 
you have forgot a Qu^eefay appetite." 

. **'I ^n't know," said Fleda douhtfully,— " they will 
«Hpectme^«^home." 

" I don't care who • expects you — sit down ! you ain't 
going to eat any bread and buttei: this morning but my 
mother^s-— you haven't got any like it a( your house, 
li^er,^ ^ve her a cu^p of coffee, will you^ and set her to 
work." 

Fkda was too willing to comply with the invitation, 
were it only for the charm of old times. She had not seen 
such a table for years, and little as the oonventionalities of 
delicate taste were kiiown tbere^ it was not without a come- 
Ihiess of its own in iitsair of wholesome abundance and the 
9xlr^im^ puriity of all its airangements. If but a piece of 
qqld pork were on aunt Miriam's table, it was served with 
a. nicety that would not have o^nded the most fastidious ; 
and amid irregularities that the fastidious would scorn, 
there was a sound excellence of material and preparation 
that they very of^ fail to know. Fleda made up her mind 
she would be wanted at home ; all the rather perhaps foi' 
IJugh's mystcuriou^ '^ hiitsh" ; and there was something in 
the hearty kindness and truth of these friends that she feU 
particularly genial. And if there was a lack of silver at 
the boaid^itp pliyse. wa^ mpre than filled with the pure gold 
of association. They sat down to table, but aunt Miriam'a 
ayes devoured Fleda, Mr. Pliimfield set about his more 
material breakfast with all despatch. 

^So Mr. Rossitur has left the dty for good," said aunt 
Miriam. " How does he like it ?" 

"He hasn't been here but a day, you know^ aunt 
Miriam," said Fleda evasively. 

" Is he anything of a farmer 1" asked her oousin, 

^ Not much," said Fleda. 

^' Is he going to work the &rm l^miwlf 1" 

" How ap you mea^ ?" 



^ I mean, is he going to work the &rm himself, or hire it 
out, or let somebody else work it on shares?" 

** I don't know," said Fleda ; — " 1 think he is going to 
hare a farmer and oversee things himself." 

'' He'll get sick o' that," said Seth ; '' unless he's the 
luck to get hold of just the right hand." 

*' Has he hired anybody yet ?" said aunt Miriam, after 
a little interval of supplying Fleda with 'bread and but- 
ter.' 

" Yes ma'am, I believe so." 

" What's his name ?" 

'* Donohan, — an Irishman, I believe ; uncle Rolf hired 
him in New York." 

*' For his head man ?" said Seth, with a suffidently intel- 
ligible look. 

" Yes," said Fleda. " Why ?" 

But he did not immediately answer her. 

'' The land's in poor heart now," said he, '' a good deal 
of it ; it has been wasted ; it wants first-rate management 
to bring it in order and make much of it for two or three 
years to come. I never see an Irishman's head yet that 
was worth more than a joke. Their hands are all of 'em 
that's good for anything." 

'* I believe uncle Rolf wants to have an American to go 
with this man," said Fleda. 

Seth said nothing, but Fleda understood the shake of his 
head as he reached over after a pickle. 

" Are you going to keep a dairy, Fleda ?" said her aunt. 

'^ I don't know, ma'am ; — I haven't heard anything about 
it." 

''Does Mrs. Rossitur know anything about country 
af&irsi" 

" No-— nothing," Fleda said, her heart sinking perceptibly 
with every new question. 

" She hasn't ady cows yet ?" 

She! — any cows! — But Fleda only said they had not 
come ; she believed they were coming. 

" What help has she got 1" 

♦* Two women — Irishwomen," said Fleda. 

'' Mother you'll have to take hold and leani her," said 
Mr. Plumfleld. 
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'^Tetoh Aer/" cried Fleda, repellinff the idea;— *'auBt 
Luey ? she cannot do anything — she isn't strong enough ; — 
not anything of that kind." 

" W hat did she come here for *?" said Seth. 

" You know," said his mother, '^ that Mr. Bossitur's ohr- 
cumstances obliged him to quit New York." 

'^Ay, but that ain't my question. A man had better 
keep his fingers off anything he can't live by. A form's 
one thing or t'other, just as it's worked. The land won't 
grow specie — it must be fetched out of it. Is Mr. Rossitur 
a sinart man ?" 

" Very," Fleda said, " about everything but farming." 

" Well if he'll put himself to school maybe he'll learn," 
Seth concluded as he finished his breakfast and went off. 
Fleda rose too, and was standing thoughtfully by the fire, 
when aunt Miriam came up and put her arms round her. 
Fleda's eyes sparkled again. 

/'You're not dianged — ^you're the same little Fleda," 
she said. 

/' Not quite so little," said Fleda smiling. 

'^ Not quite so little, but my own darung. The world 
haon't spoiled thee yet." 

'^ I hope not, aunt Miriam." 

" You have remembered your mother's prayer, Fleda 1" 

" Always !" 

How tenderly aunt Miriam's hand was passed over the 
bowed head, — how fondly she pressed her. And Fleda's 
answer was as fond. 

'^ I wanted to bring Hugh up to see you, aunt Miriam, 
with me, but he couldn't come. You will like Hugh. He 
is so good!" 

^ I will come down and see him," said aunt Miriam ; and 
Ui«i she went to look after her oven's doings. Fleda stood 
by, amused to see the quantities of nice things that were 
rummaged out of it. tliey did not look like Mrs. Ren- 
ney's work, but she knew from old experience that they 
were good. 

^ How early you must have have been up, to put these 
thinm in," said Fleda. 

''rut them in ! yes, and make them. These were all 
made this morning, Fleda." 



'^This ifijiHmiiig !-4>efore laraakfiiair! Wlij the meai was 
only iust idsiiig when I set out to oom« up the hill ; and- 1 
wasn t long coming, aunt Miriam/' 

" To ba sure ; that's the way to get things done. Befbre 
beeakfast.!— What time do you breakfast, Fledaf 

" Not till eight or nine o'clock." 

« Eiglit or nine !—ir«-e r 

^^ There hasn't been any change made yet, and I dmi'l 
suppose there will be. Uncle Rolf is always up early, but 
be can't bear to hare break&st early." 

Aunt Miriam's face shewed what she thought ; and Fled* 
went ftway with all its gravity and donbt settled like lead 
upon her heart. Thoogb she had one of the idfentioal apple 
pies in* her bands^ wbi<£ aunt Miriam had qoietly add wa* 
^'for her and Hugh," and though a pleasant savour of old 
times was about it^ Fleda could not get up again tb» bri^ 
feeling with which she had come up the lulL There was. a 
misecable^ misgiving at heart. It would work off in tiine. 

It had begun to work off, when at the foot of the. hill sin^ 
met her uncle. . Qe was <xHning after her to ask Mr. Plum- 
ftlld about tb« deeideraitum: of a Yankee. Fkda put her 
pie in safety behind a rock, and turned back With hHo^ m4 
aunt Miriam told them the way to Seth's ploughing gKmnd. 

A pleasaiHi word or two had. set Fleda s spirits a bound- 
ing again, and the walk was delightful* Truly the leaves 
were not on the trees, bat it was April, and they aoon 
WQjold bei; Acre was. promise hi the light, and hope m dia 
air, and everything smelt of the country andc^ng^tiraa* 
13bft a^ tread of the sod, that her ^t had not felt for so 
long,--^tbe fresh look of the neiwly-tumed earth, — ^bere and 
there the brilliance of a field of winter gram, — and that 
iiaaieless beauty of the budding trees, that the fbll llizu- 
rianoe of summer can never equal, — ^Fleda's heart was- 
apriaging for sympediy: And to her, with wbom associa^ 
tion was everywhere so strong, there was in it all ashadowy 
presenoe of her grandfather, with whom she had so often 
seen the spring-time bless those samtf hills and fields long 
agp. She walked on in sileno^ te her manner oommonly 
was when deeply pleased ; there were hardly two peaona 
to'vfhcm aba would fsp^k her mind freely thcnu Mr. Bos- 
situr had his own thoughts. 
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. : V Qw «Ayt)ii|^ equ$l tke spring-time V* she burst forth at 
length. 

H^r unde looked at her and smiled, *' Perhaps not ; but 
it is one thing," said he sighing, '^ for taste to enjoy and 
another thing for calculation to improve." 

"But one can do both, can't one 1" said Fleda brightly. 

*' I don't know," said he sighing again. " Hardly." 

F\»^ knew he was mistaken and thought the sighs out 
of place. But they reached her; and she had hardly oon- 
«|^m.ned them before they set her off upon a long train of 
eiiecises for him, and she had wrought herself into quite a fit 
6f tendeiuess by the time they reached her cousin. 

They Ibund him on a gentle side-hill, with two other men 
and teams, both of whom were stepping away in different 
parts of the field. Mr. Plumfield was just about setting off 
IQ work his way to the other side of the lot when they 
(|ame up with him. 

Fjeda was not ashamed of her aunt Miriam's son, even 
l^^TQ such critical eyes as those of her unele. Farmer-like 
as wer^ his dress and air, they shewed him nevertheless a 
well-built, iine-looking man, with the independent bearing 
of one who has never recognised any but mental or moral 
superiority. His face mi^t have been called handsome ; 
there was at least manliness in every line of it ; and his ex- 
eeUcQt dark eye shewed an equal mingling of kindness and 
f«ute common sense. Let Mr. Piumfield wear what clothes 
h» would one Mt obUged to follow Bums' notable example 
fiDd pay raspeet to the man that was in them. 

" A fine day, sir," he remarked to Mr. Rossitur afler they 
had shaken hands. 

' '' Yes, and I will not interrupt you but a minute. Mr. 
Piumfield, I am in want of hands, — hands for this, very busi- 
ness you are about, ploughing, — and Fleda says you know 
everybody ; so I have come to ask if you can direct me." 

" Heads or hands, do you want ?" said Seth, clearing his 
boot-sole from some superfluous soil upon the share of his 
pknagh. 

" Why both, to tell you the truth. I want hands, and 

teams, for that matter, for I have only two, and I suppose 

there is no time to be lost. And I want very much to get 

a persoB thorough! v acquainted with the business to go along 

a2» 
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iieith my man. He is an Irishman, and I am afraid not veiy 
well accustomed to the ways of doing things here." 

" Like enough," said Seth ; — *' and the worst of 'em is 
you can't learn 'em." 

" Well !— can you help me ?" 

'^ Mr. Douglass !" — said Seth, raising his voice to speak to 
one of his assistants who was approaching them, — *' Mr. 
Douglass! — you're holding that 'ere plough a little too 
obleekly for my grounds." 

"Very good, Mr. Plumfield!" said the person called 
upon, with a quick accent that intimated, " If you don't 
know what is best it is not my af&ir !" — the voice very pe- 
ctiltar, seeming to come from no lower than the top of his 
throat, with a guttural roll of the words. 

" Is that Earl Douglass ?" said Fleda. 

'• You remember him 1" said her cousin smiling. " He's 
just where he was, and his wife too. — Well Mr. Rossitur, 
'tain't very easy to find what you want just at this season, 
when most folks have their hands full and help is all taken 
up. I'll see if I can't come down and give you a lift my* 
self with the ploughing, for a day or two, as Fm pretty be- 
forehand with the spring, but you'll want more than that. 
I ain't sure — ^I haven't more hands than I'll want myself^ but 
I think it is possible Squire Springer may spare you ond 
of hisn. He ain't taking in any new land this year, and he's 
got things pretty snug ; I guess he don't care to do any 
more than common — anyhow you might try. You know 
where uncle Joshua lives, Fleda? Well Philetus — ^whal 
now ?" 

They had been slowly walking along the fence towards 
the furthest of Mr. Plumfield's coadjutors, upon whom his 
eye had been curiously fixed as he was speaking ; a young 
man who was an excellent sample of what is called ^ the 
raw material." He had just come to a sudden stop in the 
midst of the furrow when his employer called to him ; and 
he answered somewhat lack-a-daisically, 

" Why I've broke this here clevis — I ha'n't touched any- 
thing nor nothing, and it broke right in ten !" 

" What do you 'spose '11 be done now f said Mr. Plum- 
field gravely going up to examine the fracture. 

" Well 'twa'n't none of my doings," said the young man. 
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''I ha'n't touched any thing nor nothing-HUid the mean 
thing broke right in ten. Taln't do handj as the old kind 
o' plough, by a long jump*" 

" You go ^long down to the house and ask my mother for 
a new clevis ; and talk about ploughs when you know how 
to hold 'em," said Mr. Plumfield. 

" It don't look so difficult a matter," said Mr. Rossitur, — 
''but I am a novice myself. What is the principal thing to 
be attended to in ploughing, Mr. Plumfield ?" 

There was a twinkle in Seth's eye, as he looked down 
upon a piece of straw he was breaking to bits, which Fleda^ 
who could see, interpreted thoroughly. 

"Well," said he, looking up, — " the breadth of the stitches 
and the width and depth of the furrow must be regulated 
according to the nature of the soiLand the lay of the ground, 
and what you're ploughing for ; — there's stubble ploughing, 
and breaking up old lays, and ploughing for fallow crops, 
and ribbing, where the land has been some years in grass, 
— and so on ; and the plough must be geared accordingly, and 
^o as not to take too much land nor go out of the land ; and 
after that the best part of the work is to guide the plough 
right and nm the furrows straight and even." 

He spoke with the most impenetrable gravity, while Mr. 
Rossitur looked blank and puzzled. Fleda could hardly 
keep her countenance. 

"That row of poles," said Mr. Rossitur presently, — "are 
they to guide you in running the furrow straight?" 

** Yes sir — ^they are to mark out the crown of the stitch. 
I k«ep 'em right between, the horses and plough 'em down 
one afler another. It's a kind of way country folks play at 
ninepins," said Seth, with a glance half inquisitive, half sly, 
at his questioner. 

Mr. Rossitur asked no more. Fleda felt a little uneasy 
again. It was rather a longish walk to uncle Joshua's, and 
hardly a word spoken on either side. 

The old gentleman was "to hum ;" and while Fleda went 
back into some remote part of the house to see " aunt 
Syra," Mr. Rossitur set forth his errand. 

" Well, — ^and so you're looking for help, eh?" said uncle 
Joshua when he had heard him through. 

" Yes «ir,— I want help." 



'^So I liaT« md, air," Mr. Rofisitar asiswerad r»tbir 
shortly. "Can you supply me 1" 

" Well, — I don't know as I can," said thie old man, rub- 
bing his hands slowly over his knees. — ^"You haVt got 
much done yet, I s'pose 1" 

" Nothing. I oame the day before yesterday." 

^ Land's in rather poor condition in some parts, ain't it ?" 

" I really am not able to say, sir, — ^till I have seen it." 

^^ It ought to be," said the old gentleman shaking his head, 
-^" the fellow that was there last didn't do right by it — 
he worked the land too hard, and didn't put on it anywhere 
near what he bad ought to— I guess you'll find it pretty poor 
fa some places. He was trying to get all he could out of it, 
I s'pose. lliere's a good deal of fencing to be done too^ 
ain't there 1" 

^ All that there was, sir, — I have done none since I came.^ 

" Seth Plumfield got through ploughing yet 1" 

" We found him at it." 

" Ay, he's a smart man. What are you going to do, Mr. 
Roasitur, with that piece of niarsh land that lies off to the 
south-east of the bam, beyond the meadow, between the 
hills % I had just sich another, and I "■ 

^ Befbre I do anything with the wet land, Mr. 1 am 

so unhappy as to have foi^otten your name 1 — " 

"Spriis^er, sir," said the old gentleman, — "Springer — 
Joshua ^ringer. That is my name, sir." 

"Mr. Springor, before I do anything with the wet land I 
should like to have something growing on the dry ; and as 
that is the present matter in hand will you be so good as to 
let me know whether I can have your assistanoe.' 

" Well I don't know, — " said the old gentleman ; " there 
ain't anybody to send but my boy Lucas, and 1 don't know 
whether he would make up his mind to go or not." 

" Well sir !" — said Mr. Kossitur rising,— "in that ease I 
will bid you good nK>ming. I am sorry to have given you 
tbs trouble." 

"Stop," said the old man,^-"stop a bit Just ait down 
'11 go in and see about it." 

Mr. Rossitur sat 4own, and uncle Joshua left him to go 
into the kitchen and consult his wife, without wfaoae ooan- 



aalt of kt* ymgm espedwlly, he rarely did anything. They 

never varied in opinion, but aunt Syra's wits supplied tm 
steel edge to his heavy metal. 

'4 don't know but lAcaa would as leave go as not," the 
old gentleman remarked on coming back from this sharpen- 
ing process, — "^waA I ean make out to- spare him, I guess. 
¥qu cakalfttei to keep hini^ I a^poaftl'' 

^ Until this press is over ; and perhaps longer, if I fiad 
he caii do what I want." 

" You'Jl find him pretty handy at a' most anything ; but 
I mean, — I s'pose he'll get his victuals with you.'* 

*'I have made no arrangement of the kind," said Mr. Roa- 
situr controlling with some effort his rebelling muscles. 
'^ Donohan is boarded somewhere else, and for the present 
it will be best for all in my employ to follow the same 
plan." 

" Very good," said uncle Joshua, " it makes no differ- 
ence, — only of course in that case it is worth more, when a 
man has to find himself and his team." 

" Whatever it is worth I am quite ready to pay, sir." 

"Very good! You and Lucas can agree about that. 
He'll be along in the morning." 

So they parted; and Fleda understood the impatient 
quick step with which her uncle got over the ground. 

"Is that man a brother of your grandfather?" 

" No sir — Oh no ! only his brother-in-law. My grand- 
mother was his sister, but they weren't in the least like 
each other." 

" I should think they could not," said Mr. Rossitur. 

" Oh they were not !" Fleda repeated. " I have always 
heard that." 

After paying her respects to aunt Syra in the kitchen she 
had come back time enough to hear the end of the discourse 
in the parlour, and had felt its full teaching. Doubts 
returned, and her spirits were sobered again. Not another 
word was spoken till tl|^y reached home; when Fleda 
seized upon Hugh and went off to the rock afler her for- 
saken pie. 

" Have you succeeded 1" asked Mrs. Rossitur while they 
were gone. 
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"* Yes — Ihat is, a cousin has kindly ecMwsnted to eoma 
and help td^ 

^ A cousin !" said Mrs. Rossitor. 

** Ay, — ^we're in a nest of oousina.'^ 

'' In a wliat, Mr. Bossitur T 

^^ In a nest of cousins ; and I had rather be in a nest of 
rooks. I wonder if I shall be eipected to ask my ploush* 
men to dinner ! E^ery second man is a oonoin, and uie 
rest are uncles." 
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CHAPTER XIX 



Whilst Bkiee are blue and bright, 

Whilst flowers are gay, 
Whilst «7es that change ere night 

Make glad the day; 
Whilst yet the calm hours creep. 
Dream thou — and fh>m thy sleep 

Then wake to weep. 

Shbllkt. 



THE days of summer flew by, for the most part lightly 
over the heads of Hugh and Fleda. The farm was lit- 
tle to them but a place of pretty and picturesque doings 
and the scene of nameless delights by wood and stream, in 
all which, all that summer, Fleda rejoiced ; pulling Hugh 
along with her even when sometimes he would rather have 
been poring over his books at home. She laughingly said 
it was good for him ; and one half at least of every fine day 
their feet were abroad. They knew nothing practically of 
the dairy but that it was an inexhaustible source of the 
sweetest milk and butter, and indirectly of the richest cus- 
titrds and syllabubs. The flock of sheep that now and then 
came in sight running over the hill-side, were to them only 
an image of pastoral beauty and a soft link with tiie beauty 
of the past. The two children took the very cream of 
country life. The books they had left were read with 
greater eagerness than ever. "When the weather was " too 
lovely to stay in the house," Shakspeare or Massillon or 
Sully or the " Curiosities of Literature" or " Corinne" or 
Milner's Church History, for Fleda's reading was as naiscel- 
laneous as ever, was enjoyed under the flutter of leaves and 
along with the rippling of the mountain spring ; whilst King 
curled himself up on the skirt of his mistress's gown and 
slept for company ; hardly more thoughtless and fearless 
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of harm than his two companions. Now and then Fleda 
opened her eyes to see that her uncle was moody and not 
like himself, and that her aunt's gentle face was clouded in 
consequence ; and she could not sometimes help the sus- 
picion that he was not making a farmer of himself ; but the 
next summer wind would blow these thoughts away, or the 
next look of her flowers would pat them out of her head. 
The whole courtyard in front of the house had been given 
up to her peculiar use as a flower-garden, and there she and 
Hugh made themselves very busy. 

But the summer-time came to an end. 

It was a November morning, and Fleda had been doing 
some of the last jobs in her flower-beds. She was coming 
in with spirits as bright as her cheeks, when her aunt's atti- 
tude and look, more than usually spiritless, suddenly 
checked them. Fleda gave her a hopeful kiss and asked 
for the explanation. 

^ How bright you look, darling I" said her auut, stroking 
her che^k. 

^ Yes, but you don't, aunt Lucy. What has happened T 

" Mary and Jane are going away." 

** Going away t— What for T 

** They are tired of the place — don't like it, I suppose." 

" Very foolish of them ! Well, aunt Lucy, what mat- 
ter 1 we can get plenty more in their room." 

" Not from the city — not possible ; they would not oome 
at this time of year.'' 

** Sure ? — Well, then here we can at any rate." 

*' Here ! But what sort of persons diall we get here? 
And your uncle — just think !" — 

" O but I think we can manage," said Fleda. " Whea 
do Mary and Jane want to. go ?" 

" Immediately ! — to-morrow — they are not willing to watt 
fill we can get somebody. Think of it I" 

"Well let them go," said Fleda, — "the sooner tk» 
better." 

" Tes, and I am sure I don't want to keM> them ; but — "^ 
and Mrs. Rossitur wrung her hands, — " I haven't monev 
enough to pay them quite, — ^and they won't go without it. 

Fleda felt shocked — so much that she could not help 
looking it. 
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•* But e«*i*t uncle Rolf give it you t" 

Mrs. Bossitur shook her head. " I have asked him." 

"How much is wanting?" 

•* Twenty-five. Think of his not being able to give me 
tiiat !"— 

Mrs. Rossitur burst into tears. 

" Now don't, aunt Lucy !" — said Fleda, guarding well 
her own composure ; — " you know he has had a great deal 
to ipend upon the farm and paying men, and ail, and it is 
no wonder that he should be a little short just now, — ^now 
€iieer up ! — we can get along with this anyhow." 

"I asked him," said Mrs. Rossitur through her tearHy 
*^ when he would be able to give it to me ; and he told m4 
he didn't know !— " 

Fleda ventured no reply but some of the tenderest Cft» 
IVBses tha^ lips and arms could give ; and then sprang awaj 
end in three minutes was at her aunt's side again. 

"Lo€4c here, aunt Lucy," said she gently, — "here to 
tWCTity dollars, if you can manage the five." 

" Where did you get this ?" Mrs. Rossitur exclaimed. 

" I got it honestly. It is mine, aunt Lucy," said Fleda 
emiling. " Uncle Orrin gave me some money just before 
we came away, to do what I liked with ; and I haven^t 
wanted to do anything with it till now." 

But this seemed to hurt Mrs. Rossitur more than all the 
rett. Leaning her head forward upon Fleda's breast and 
dasping her arms about her she cried W'orse tears thaa 
Fleda had seen her shed. If it had not been for the emei& 
geiicy Fleda would have broken down utterly too. 

" That it should have come to this ! — ^I can't take it, dear 
Fieda !"— 

" Yes you must, aunt Lucy," said Fleda soothingly. " I 
couldn't do anything else with it that would give me so 
much pleasure. I don't want it — it would lie in my drawer 
tBl I don't know when. We'll let these people be off as 
soon as they please. Don't take it so — uncle Rolf will 
have money again — only just now he is out, I suppose— 
and we'll get somebody else in the kitchen that will do 
nicely — -you see if we don't." 

Mrs. Koflsitttr's embraee said what words were powerless 

^ say- 
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^ But I don't know how we're to find aav one here in the 
country — I don't know who'll go to look — ^1 am sure youi 
unele won't want to, — and Hugh wouldn't know — ^ 

"I'll go," said Fleda cheerfully;— " Hugh and J. We 
can do famously — if you'll trust me. I won't promise tc 
bring home a French cook." 

"No indeed — we must take what we can get. But you 
can get no one to-day, and they will be off by the mom* 
ing's coach — what shall we do to-morrow, — for dinner? 
Your uncle " 

" 111 get dinner," said Fleda caressing her ; — " I'll take 
all that on myself. It sha'u't be a bad dinner either. 
Uncle Rolf will like what I do for him I dare say. Now 
cheer up, aunt Lucy ! — do — that's all I ask of you. Won't 
you 1 — for me ]" 

She longed to speak a word of that quiet hope with 
which in every trouble she secretly comforted herself — she 
wanted to whisper the words that were that moment in 
her own mind, " Truly I know that it shall be well with 
them that fear God ;" — but her natural reserve and timidity 
kept her lips shut ; to her grief. 

The women were paid on and dismissed and departed in 
the next day's coach from Montepoole. Fleda stood at the 
front door to see them go, with a curious sense that there 
was an empty house at her back, and indeed upon her back. 
And in spite of all the cheeriness of her tone to her aunt, 
she was not without some shadowy feeling that soberer 
times might be coming upon them. 

" What is to be done now ?" said Hugh close beside her. 

" O wo are going to get somebody else," said Fleda. 

" Where f 

" I don't know ! — ^You and I are going to find out." 

" You and I !— " 

*• Yes. We are going out after dinner, Hugh dear," said 
she turning her bright merry face towards him, — " to pick 
up somebody." 

Linking her arm within his she went back to the desej-ted 
kitchen premises to see how her promise aboufi taking Ma* 
ry^fi place was to be fulfilled. 

" Do you know where to look ?" said Hugh. 

" I've a notion ; — but the first thing is dinner, that uneld 
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Bolf mayn't think the world is turning topsy turvy. There 
is nothing at all here, Hugh ! — nothing in the world but 
bread— it's a blessing there is that. Uncle Rolf will have 
to be satisfied with a coffee dinner to-day, and V\\ ma1ce 
him the most superb omelette — that my skill is equal to ! 
Hugh dear, you shall set the table. — You don't know how ? 
— ^then you shall make the toast, and I will set it the first 
thing of all. You perceive it is well to know how to do 
everything, Mr. Hugh Rossitur." 

^ Where did you learn to make omelettes?" said Hugh 
with laughing admiration, as Fleda bared two pretty arms 
and rah about the very impersonation of good-humoured 
activity. The table was set ; the coffee was making ; and 
she had him established at the fire with two great plates, a 
pile of slices of bread, and the toasting-iron. 

" Where % Oh don't you remember the days of Mrs. 
Renney ? 1 have seen Emile make them. And by dint of 
trying to teach Mary this summer I have taught myself. 
There is no knowing, you see, what a person may come 
to." 

"I wonder what father would say if he knew you had 
made all the coffee this summer!" 

• "That is an unnecessary speculation, my dear Hugh, as 
I have no intention of telling him. But see ! — ^that is the 
way with speculators ! * While they go on refining' — ^the 
toast bums 1" 

The coffee and the omelette and the toast and Mt*. Ros- 
situr's favourite French salad, were served with beautiful 
accuracy ; and he was quite satisfied. But aunt Lucy 
looked sadly at Fleda's flushed face and saw that her appe- 
tite seemed to have gone off in the steam of her prepara- 
tions. Fleda had a kind of heart-feast however which 
answered as well. 

Hugh harnessed the little wagon, for no one was at hand 
to do it, and he and Fleda set off as early as possible after 
dinner. Fleda's thoughts had turned to her old acquaint- 
ance Cynthia Gall, who she knew was out of employment 
and staying at home somewhere near Montepoole. They 
got the exact direction from aunt Miriam who approved of 
h^r plan. 

It was a pleasant peaoefiiL drive they had. They never 
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trtird alone tog«thef, thejr two, but TilJtatioftB WMMd tt» 
l06^ their power or b« forgOUen ; and an atikiosj^dfa of 
quietness gather about them, the natural eletoent Gf botli 
hearts. It might refuse its presence to one, but the atfcrao* 
tion of both together was too strong to be resisted. 

Miss Cynthia's present abode was in on out of the wa)r 
piace, and a gooa distance off; they were some time ia 
reaching it. The barest-looking and dingiest of houses, sti 
plump in a green field, without one softening or home-like 
IDneh f\r6m any home-idling within ; not a flower, tot a 
shrub, tiot an out-house, not a tree near. One wo>iild have 
thought it a deserted house, but that a thin wreath of smdlc* 
liSHy Stole up from one of the brown chimneys ; and gn6b* 
M as that was it toolt nothing from the hlvd stern barren* 
ness below which told of a woT8« |K>verty than that <s( 
j^irit and glazing. 

" O^n this be the place t" said Hugh. 

^ It must be. You stay here with the horse, and Pll n 
in and seek my fortune.-^-^Don't promise much,'' said Fleii 
shaking her head. 

The house stood back from the road. Fieda pioked her 
way to it along a little footpath whtoh seemed to be thm 
equal property of the geese. Her knock brought an invi- 
Wliott to " come in." 

An elderly woman was silting there whose appearaoee 
did not mend the general impression. She had ^ same 
dull and ui^iopefbl look that her house had. 

" Does Mrs. Gall live here?" 

*•! do,'* said this person. 

•* Is CynthiA at home ?" 

The woufian upon this mised her voice and direeted it at 
m hmer door. 

" Lucindy 1" said she in a diversity of tones,—*" Lu* 
filndy !-^tell Cynthy here's somebody wants to see her." — 
But no one answered, imd thi^wing the work fi^m her lap 
the woman muttered she would go and see, and left Fled* 
with a cold invitation to sit down. ' 

Dismal work ! Fleda wished herself cut of it. The 
house did not look* poverty-stricken withia, but poverty 
must have struck to the very heart, Fleda thought, where 
thep# was no appaMit cheHshint ef anythiny. There was 



Hq i^b^lute 4il^<»9 visible, neither was there a sign of real 
comfort or of a happy home. She could not fancy it wsiB 
one* 

She waited ao long that she was sure Cynthia did not 
l^qld herself in readiness to see company. And when the 
lady at last came in it was with very evident marks of 
<^* amartii^ up" about her. 

« Why it's Flidda Ringgan !" said Miss Gall after a du. 
bious look or two at her visiter. " How do you do ] ( 
didn't 'spect to see you. How much you have growed !" 

She looked really pleased and gave Fleda's Imnd a very 
strong grasp as she shook it. 

" There ain't no fire here to-day," pursued Cynthy, paying 
k^r attentions to the fireplace, — '^ we let it go down pa 9^ 
jCOunt of our being all busy out at the back of the house. I 
glie«s you're cold, ain't you ?" 

Fleda said no, and remembered that the woman she had 
fy^t seen was certainly not busy at the back of the house, 
nor anywhere else but in that very room, where she had 
iiiund her deep in a pile of patchwork. 

*^ I heerd you had come to the old place. Were you glad 
to be back again f Cynthy asked with a smile that Height 
b* taken to express some doubt upon the subject, 

u ] ^.gg y^^y g)|^} ^ see it again." 

"I hain't seen it in a great while. I've been staying to 
^i|^ thia year or two. I got tired o' going out," Cyndxy 
remarked, with again a smile very peculiar and FleMM 
thought a little sardonical. She did not know how to an- 
swer. 

" Well, how do you come along down yonder ?" Cynthy 
ipreut on, making a great fuss with the shovel and tongs lo 
Tery little purpose. '* Ha' you come all the way frooi 
Queechy 1" 

" Yes. I came on purpose to see you, Cynthy." 

Without atfkving to ask what for. Miss Gail now went out 
Uy '^ the back of the house" and came running in again with 
a live brand pinched in the tongs, and a long tail of smoke 
nuifiing after it. Fleda would have compounded for no fire 
and no choking. The choking was only useful to give her 
ttflse to think. She was uncertain how to bring in her 
errand. 



*' And how is Mb' Plumfieldr said Cjnthjr, in an inter- 
val oi blowing the brand. 

'- She is quite well ; but Cynthy, you need not have taken 
all that trouble fur rne. 1 cannot stay but a few minutes." 

'' There is wood enough !" Cynthia remarked with one of 
her grim smiles ; an assertion Fleda could not help doubt- 
ing. Indeed she thought Miss Grail had grown altogether 
more disagreeable than she u:«ed to be in old times. Why, 
she could not divine, unless the souring eil^ had gone on 
with the years. 

"And what's become of Earl Douglass and Mis' Doug- 
lass? I hain't heerd nothin' of 'em this great while. I 
always told your grandpa he'd ha' saved himself a great 
deal o' trouble if he'd ha' let £arl Douglass take hold of 
things. You ha'n't got Mr: Didenhover into the worka 
again- 1 guess, have you \ He was thei*e a good spell after 
your grandpa died." 

" I haven't seen Mi-s. Douglass," said Fleda. " But Cyn- 
thy, what do you think I have come here for?" 

" 1 don't know," said Cynthy, with another of her pecn- 
liar looks directed at the tire. ^' I s'pose you want some- 
h'n nother of me." 

" I have corne to see if you wouldn't come and live with 
my aunt, Mrs. Rossi tur. We are left alone and want some- 
body very much ; and 1 thought I would find yon put and 
see if we couldn't have you, first of all, — before Hooked for 
anybody else." 

Cynthy was absolutely silent. She sat before the fm, 
her feet stretched out towards it as far as they would go, 
and her arms crossed, and not moving her steady gaze at 
the smoking wood, or the chimney-back, whichever it might 
be ; but there was in the corners of her mouth the threat- 
ening of a smile that Fleda did not at all like. 

" What do you say to it, Cynthy ?" 

^' I reckon you'd best get somebody else," said Miss Grail 
with a kind of condescending dryness, and the smile shew- 
ing a little more. 

" Why 1" said Fleda. " I would a great deal rather have 
an old friend than a stranger." 

"Be you the housekeeper?" said Cynthy a little mb- 
mptly. 



«* O I atn a little of everything," said Fleda ;— " oook and 
housekeeper and whatever comes first I want you to oome 
and be housekeeper, Cynthy." 

** I reckon Mis! Rossitur don't have much to do with her 
help, does she ?" said Cynthy after a pause, during which 
the corners of her mouth never changed. Tlie tone of 
piqued independence let some light into Fleda's mind. 

" She is not strong enough to do much herself, and she 
wants some one that will take all the trouble from her. 
You'd have the field all to yourself, Cynthy." 

" Yoiir aunt sets two tables I calculate, don't she 1" 

" Yes — my uncle doesn't like to have any but has owli 
famrly around him." 

^ I guess I shouldn't suit !" said Miss Grail, after another 
little pause, and stooping very diligently to pick up some 
scattered shreds from the floor. But Fleda could see the 
flushed face and the smile which pride and a touch of spite- 
ful pleasure in the revenge she was taking made particularly 
ba;teful. She heeded no more convincing that Miss Gall 
*^ wouldn't suit ;" but she was sorry at the same time for 
the perverseness that had so needlessly disappointed her ; 
and went rather pensively back again down the little foot- 
path to the waiting wagon. 

''This is hardly the romance of life, dear Hugh," she said 
as she seated herself. 

" Haven't you succeeded ?" 

Fleda shook her head. * 

" What's the matter ?" 
- " O — ^pride, — injured pride of station ! The wrong of 
not coming to our table and putting her knife into our but- 
ter." 

" And living in sudi a place!"— said Hugh. 

" You don't know what a place. They are miserably 
poor, I am sure ; and yet — I suppose that the less people 
have to be proud of the more they make of what is loft. 
Poor people ! — ^" 

" Poor Fleda !" said Hugh looking at her. « What will 
you do now ?" 

" O we'll do somehow," said she cheerfully. " Perhaps 
it IS just as well after all, for Cynthy isn't the smartest 
woman in the world. I remember grandpa used to say he 



cUdn't l>eliQYQ she could get i^'be«Q into Ihe juM^Ib of bar 
treftd."' 

*' A bean into the middle of her bread V^ said Hvgb. 

But Fleda's sobriety was quite baiu3he.d by bU myitified 
lopk, and her laugh rang along over the fi^da b«^rft Ae 
ipji^wered him. 

That laugh had blown away all the yaipoura, for the pr«- 
^t at lea^t, and thev jogged on again very qppiably. 

^^Jjo you know.'' said Fleda, after (^ while of ailtnt e«< 
joyment in the (maqgea of scene ^i^ ih^ mild aulumn 
weather, — " I am not sure that it wasn't yery w^ for me 
t^t we came away from New York." 

'4 dare say it was," said Hugh, — '^sinot We ONPf ; tat 
wt»ftt makes you say sol" 

'^ i don't mean that it was for anybody el9e, but for dm. 
I think I was a little proud of pur nice things ihere.'^ 

" iouj Fleda !" said Hi|gh with f^ look 9I epiwecialiog 
fifieotion. 

^' Yea I was, a little. It didn't make the gr^^test part of 
my love for them, I am sure ; but 1 think I had ^ little, vn* 
^etined, sort of pleasure in the feeling ^hat they were better 
9knd prettier than other people had." 

" You are sure you are not prou^ of yow UUle Kin| 
Charles now ?" s^id Hugh. 

" I don't know but I am,^' said Fleda laughlnf, '^Bul how 
much pleasanter it is here on almost every apcwnt* Look 
at the beautiful sweep of the groun4 ^ ap^ong thoee hiUa 
— isn't it ? What an exquisite horizon lU^^Hugh 1" 

" And what a sky over it t" 

(f Yes — I love these fall skies. Oh I woidd a great dtil 
rather be here than in any city that ever was built !" 

« So would !,'• said Hugh. « Put the thi^ is—" 

Fleda knew quite weU wba^ the thing wi^, and did not 
f^9wer. 

" But my dear Hugh," she said presently,—" I dwit 
remember that sweep of hills when we were coming 1" 

" YW weregolng the either way," said Hugh. 

" Tea but, Hugh, — I am sure we did not pass t)|ese griHl 
ft^^* We muat have got into the wrons road.^ 

^VifU^ drew the reins, and looked, ^!oA doubted. 



** There is • ^vse yonder,*' 9aid Fleda,-^'^ w^e hud better 

'^ 'HHMpe ia no bpuaeT^'' 

" y w there is-^behind that pieoe of wood. Look over 
il*-^n't you see a light earl of blue smoke against the 
skjf ?— We Bever parsed that bouse and wood, I am eertai^. 
We ought to make haste, for the aflemoons are short now, 
iwd jou wiU pleeisd to recollect there is nobody at ho9ie to 
get tea." 

** ( hope Lucas will get upon one of his everlasting talks 
wHh fisher/' said H<^h, 

'* And that it will hold till we get homCi" said Fleda. 
*^il will he the hapfilest use Lticas has made of his tongue 
in a good while," 

im% a» tb^y i^pped before a substantial-looking farm* 
h^^ a man einQe froni, the othe%* way and stopped there 
lote^ with his hand upon the gate. 

^ How &r are we from Queechy, sir f ^ said Hugh. 

" YouVe not from it at all, sir/' said the man politely. 
** You're ii^ Qtteechy, sir, at present" 

^*ls this the right road from Montepoole to Queechy vU? 

" It '^ ||o^ sir. It is a y&ry tortuous direction indeed 
Have I not the pleasure of speaking to Mr. Rossitur^s young 
geatlec^an T 

Mr, Rossitur*9 young gentleman acknowledged his reW 
tionshi^ and begged tjie &vou? of being set in the right wi^ 

" With much pleasure ! You have been shewing Mi49 
ibMsitur the pietaresque country about Montepoole ?'* 

-^}ly cousm and I have been tbsre on bu^nesei and lost 
oui^ w*y ^o^ning back." 

" Ah I daf e say. Very easy. First time you have bem 
tbwl" 

'^ Yes air, and we «re in a hurry to get home." 

^' Well sir, — ^you know the road by I)eaeon P«tterson'i1 
— comes out just above the lake ]" 

H«sh did not remember. 

" W eU--you keep this road qtraighft on,~l'iii aorry you 
arn ]«» a burfy»-^yon kee^on till--4o yon kaow wbak you 
strike Mr. Harris's ground 1" 
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No, Hugh knew nothing about it, nor Fleda. 

" Well ril tell you now how it is," said the stranger, "if 
you'll permit me. You and your — ^a— cousin— come in and 
do us the pleasure of taking some refreshment — ^l know my 
sister '11 have her table set out by this time — and I'll do 
myself the honour of introducing you to — a — ^these strange 
roads, afterwards." 

" Thank you, sir, but that trouble is unnecessary— cannot 
you direct us 1" 

" No trouble — ^indeed sir, I assure you, I should esteem 
it a favour — very highly. I — ^I am Dr. Quackenboss, sir; 
you may have heard — 

"Thank you Dr. Quackenboss, but we have no time thif 
afternoon — we are very anxious to reach home as soon as 
possible; if you would be so good as to put us in the way," 

" I — really sir, I am afraid — ^to a person ignorant of tbe 
various localities — You will lose no time — ^I will just hitdi 
your horse here, and I'll have mine ready by the time this 
young lady has rested. Miss — ^a — won't yoii join with met 
I assure you I will not put you to the expense of a minute 
— ^Thank you ! — ^Mr. Harden ! — Just clap the saddle on Xx^ 
Lolly pop and have him up here in three seconds.— Thank 
you ! — My dear Miss — a — won't you take my arm ? I am 
gratified, I assure you." 

Yielding to the apparent impossibility of getting any* 
thing out of Dr. Quackenboss, except civility, and to the 
real difficulty of disappointing such very earnest good will, 
Fleda and Hugh did what older persons would not have 
done, — 'alighted and walked up to the house. 

" This is quite a fortuitous occurrence," the doctor weni 
<m ; — " I have often had the pleasure of seeing Mr. RossiturS 
&mily in church — ^in the little church* at Queechy Ruu-^ 
and that enabled me to recognise your cousin as soon as 1 
saw him in the wagon^ . Perhaps Miss — ^a — ^you may have 
possibly heard of my name ? — Quackenboss — ^I don't knon 
that you understood " 

" i have heard it, sir." 

" My Irishmen, Miss — ^a — my Irish labour^ra, can't g -t 
koU of but one end of it ; they call me Boss — ^ha, ha, ha ! * 

Fleda hoped his patients did not get hold of ttie other 
end of it^ and trembled, viMbly. 



: '* Hard to poll a maD's name to pieces before hia Apey— 
hsLj ha ! but I am — ^a — ^not one thing myself, — a kind of 
beterc^nous — ^I am a piece of a physician and a little in 
the agricultural line also ; so it's all fair." 

"The Irish treat my name- as hardly, Dr. Quackenboss— 7 
they call me nothing but Miss Ring-again." 

And then Fleda could laugh, and laugh she did, so heart- 
ily that the doctor was delighted. 

" Ring-again ! ha ha ! — Very goOd ! — ^Well, Miss — a — ^I 
shouldn't think that anybody in your service would ever — 
a — ever let you put your name in practice," 

But Fleda's delight at the excessive gallantry and awk- 
wardness of this speech was almost too much ; or, as the 
doctor pleasantly remarked, her nerves were too many for 
her ; and every one of them was dancing by the time they 
reached the hall-door. Ilie doctor's flourishes lost not a 
bit of their angularity from his tall ungainly figure and a 
lantern-jawed face, the lower member of which had now 
3,nd then a somewhat lateral play wheti he was speaking, 
which curiously aided the quaint effect of his words. He 
ushered his guests into the house, seeming in a flow of s^ 
ijratulation. 

The supper-table was spread, sure enough, and hovering 
about it was the doctor s sister; a lady in whom Fleda 
only saw a Dutch face, with eyes that made no imprea- 
mon, disagreeable fair hair, and a string of gilt beads round 
her neck. A painted yellow floor under foot, a room 
that looked excessively toooden and smelt of cheese, bare 
walls and a well-filled table, was all that she took in be- 
sides. 

" I have the honour of presenting you to my sister,** said 
the doctor with suavity. "Flora, the Irish domestics of 
this young lady call her name Miss Ring-again — if she wUl 
let us know how it ought to be called we shall be happy to 
be informed." 

Dr. Quackenboss was made happy. 

"Miss Binggan — and this young gentleman is joiing 
Mr. Bossitur— the gentleman that has taken Squire Bing- 
gan's old place. We were so fortunate as to have them 
lose their way fihis afWnoon, ooming from the Pool, and 
th^ h#ve >ii9t fltepped in to se^ u^you oan*t find *ein a 
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WM^WA of ai QU t fllfcl pg theT oan «M, wkAei LoOypop b 
A getting ready to see t^tn nome/' 

Poor Miss ]p'lora immedialely disappeared i«to tiM 
kitchen, to order a bit of superior c^ieese and to luive soiii# 
slices of ham put on the grkiiroD, and then eomirig hack to 
the common room went rummaging about from cupboard 
to cupboard, in search of cake and sweetmeats. Fieda 
protested and be^ed in vain. 

^ She was so sorry she hadn't knowed,'^ Miss Flora said, 
— ^** she'd ha' had some cakes made that maybe they coald 
have eaten, but the brctttd was dry ; and the^ cheese wmVi 
as good somehow as the last one they cut ; maybe Miaa 
l^inggan would prefer a piece of nefwe^'roade, If she Mlied 
It ; and she iiadn't had good luck with her preserves lasi 
aunimer-'-the moat of '<em had fomented — she thought it 
was the damp weather } but there was some stewed pern 
Ihat maybe she Would be so good as to approve — ^and there 
was some ham ! whatever else it was it was hot ! — ^" 

It was impossibfe, it was impossible, to do dishonour to 
all this hospitality and kindness and pride that was brought 
out hr them. £arly or late, they most eat, m mere grtiti- 
tude. The difficulty was to avoid eating everything. 
l{u||^ and Fleda managed to compound the matter with 
each other, one taking the cake and pears, and the other 
"^e ham and ^leese. In the midst of all this overflow^ 
good-will Fleda bethought her to ask if Miss Flora knew 
of ^y girl or woman that would go out to service. Misa 
f^ra tCNdk the matter into grave consideration as soon as 
her anxiety on the subject of their cups of tea had siibeidad. 
She did not commit herself, but thought it possibla that 
one of the Finns might be willing to go out. 

«Where do they live ?« 

** h^s — a— 4iot ftr from Queeehy San,'* said the dootM, 
whose ROW and then hesitation in the midst of his spcacli 
was never for want of a thought but simply and mevdy 
for the best words to clothe it in. 

^ Is it in our way to-night 1" 

He could make it so, &e doctor aaSd, with plMmne^ <br 
ft woidd give him permission to gallant them a littie lte> 
tl»r.. 

Ihqr had aavenl sulaa jet to gO( aii4 Ae eM 



•s d^y Wdra pifninii throadi Qiieed^y Bim. Uadfor thiil 

Bluli cool ol«ar autumn sky Fleda would have enjoyed the 
ride very mudi, but that her unfuliillect errand was weighing 
upon her, and ahe feared her aunt and uncle might want her 
|»rvlees before she could be at home.- Still, late as it was, 
«he determined to stop for a minute at Mrs. Finn^s and go 
home with a clear conscience. At her door, and not till 
^iei«, the do<^or was prevailed upon to part company, the 
rest of the way being perfectly plain. 

Mrs. Finn's house was a great unprepossessing building, 
^«««dMd and dried by the rain and sun into a dark dingy 
colour, the only one that had ever supplanted the origi^ 
)Mxe of the ^e^-sawB boards. This indeed was not an un- 
common thing in the country ; near all the houses of the 
De^water settlement were in the same case. Fleda went 
up a fliglit of steps to what seemed the &ont door, but the 
girl that answered her knock led her down them again and 
round to a lower entrance on the other side. This intro- 
duced Fleda to a lame ground-floor apartment, probably 
the common room of the &mily, with the large kitehea 
fireplace and flagged hearth and wall cupboanfe, and ih» 
only furniture the usual red-backed splinter chairs and 
wooden table* A woman standing before tk» fire with a 
broom in her hand answered Fleda's indination with a 
aatumine nod of the head, aad fetching one of the. red- 
backs from the wall bade her ^* sit down." 

Poor Fleda^i nerves bade her ^^go away." The people 
ioeiced like thdr house. Tiie principal woman, ndio ra» 
aained standing broom in hand to hear Fleda^a bnsinen, 
wiaa in good truth a dark personage ; her head covered witfa 
black hair, her person with a dingy bkwk calico, and a 
euUen cloud lowering over her eye. At the comer of the 
fireplace was an old woman, laid by in an ewy chair ; disr 
aUed, it was phihi, not from mental but bodily infirmity ; 
$>F her fiioc had a cast of mischief which could not stand 
with the innocence of second childhood. At the other 
temer sat an elderly woman sewing, with tokens of her 
trade for yarda on tiie floor around her. Bade at the fiur 
iidaof the room a young man was eating his supper at tbs 
table alone ; and under the table, on the floor, the enoi^ 
waum Aniilj^ bvo^ ivwgh vaa vnwoittedlor fiOed with the 



•ewing- woman's child, wfakh^ had with aop^hnmaa 
crawled into it and lay kicking and orowmg in delight at ita 
new cradle. Fleda did not know how to enter upon her 
business. 

'^ I have been looking," she b^^n, *' for a person who is 
willing to go out to work — ^Miss Flora Quackenboss told 
me perhaps I might find somebody here." 

'* Somebody to help ?" said the woman beginning to use 
her broom upon the hearth.-—" Who wants 'em ?" 

" Mrs. Rossitur — my aunt." 

"Mrs. Rossitur? — what, down to old Squire Binggan^a 
placer' 

"Yes. We are left alone and want somebody very 
much." 

" Do you want her only a few days, or do you calculate 
to have her stop longer ? because you know it wouldn't be 
worth the while to put oneself out for a week." 

" O we want her to stay, — ^if we suit each other." 

" Well I don't know," said the woman going on with her 
•weeping, — " 1 could let you have Hannah but I 'spect VU 
want her to hum — ^What does Mis' Rossitur calculate to 
give?" 

"I don't know — anything that's reasonable." 

"Hannah kin go—just as good as not," said the old 
woman in the comer rubbing her hands up and down her 
lap ; — " Hannah kin go, just as good as not !" 

" Hannah ain't a going," said the first speaker, answering 
without looking at her. " Hannah '11 be wanted to hum ; 
and she aui't a well girl neither ; she's kind o' weak in her 
musdes ; and I calculate you want somebody that can take 
hold lively. There's Lucy — if she took a notion she could 
go— but she'd please herself about it. She won't do noth- 
intfwtthout she has a notion." 

This was inconclusive, and desiring to bring matters to a 
point Fleda after a pause asked if this lady thought Lucy 
would have a notion to go. 

" Well I can't say — sne ain't to hum or you could ask 
her. She's down to Mis' Douglass's, working for her to- 
day. Do you know Mis' Douglass? — ^Earl Douglass's 
vife?" 

" O yea, I knew her kog ago," said Fleda, thinking i| 



Hi^kt b« •• wall to tbrow in a spice of ivignitiadMRi ;-*-''! 
am Fleda Bin^pm. I used to live here with my gnsd- 
&ther." 

'^ Don^t say ! Well I thought you had a kind o' look-«— 
the old Squire's granddarter, ain't you ?" 

^' She looks like her father," said the sewing-wotnan lagr- 
ing down her needle, which indeed had been little liiadraBoa 
to her admiration since Fleda came in. 

^^ She's a real pretty gal," said the old woman in the 
corner. 

*' He was as smart a lookln' man as there was in 
Queechy township, or Montepoole either," the 
woman went on, ^'Do you mind him, Flidda?" 

"Anastasy," said the old woman aside, '''let 
go!" 

" Hannah^s a going to keep to hum ! — ^Well about Lucy," 
she said, as Fleda rose to go, — " I can't just say — suppos'n 
you come here to-morrow afternoon — ^there's a few coming 
to quilt, and Lucy '11 be to hum then. I should admire to 
have you, — ^and then you and Lucy can agree what you'll 
fix upon. You can get somebody to bring you, can't you 1" 

Fleda . inwardly shrank, but manag^ to get on with 
thanks and without making a positive promise, which Miss 
AHastasia would fain have had. She was glad to be out 
of the house and driving off with Hugh. 

" How delicious the open air feels !" 

"What has this visit produced 1" said Hugh. 

** An invitation to a party, and a slight possibility that 
at the party I may find what I want." 

" A party !" said Hugh. Fleda laughed and explained. 

" And do you intend to go 1'! 

" Not I ! — at least I think not. But Hugh, don't say 
anything about all this to aunt Lucy. I%e would be trou* 
bled." 

Fleda had certainly when she came away no notion of 
improving her acquaintance with Miss Anastasia ; but the 
supper, and the breakfast and the dinner of the next 
day, with all the nameless and almost numberless duties 
of housework that filled up the time between, wrought 
her to a very strong aextse of the necessity of having 
ioma kind m "help^ soon.' Mrs. Rosritur w«aried her- 



BtH ne9mk9$ij with ^ng refy thtle, aad then l ^^ Mi 
•d Sid to Me Fl«da working <m, that H wm nor* dis- 
heartening and harder to bear than the &tigue. Hugh 
wan a uosi fliithlbl and liiTaluable coadjutor, and his 
lack of strength was like her own made up bj eneigj of 
inll ; but naMier of the^m could bear the strain long ; and 
vbsn tks final elearing a¥Fay of the dinner-dishes gave her 
a breathing-time she resolved to dress herself and put her 
lidmble m. her pocket and go over to Miss Finn's quilting. 
Miss Lucy might not be like Miss Anastasia ; and tf Wb 
vera, anjrtMng thai had hands and fhet to mor« histead of 
||tv «win wiouIq be weloom«. 

Hugh went w>llh her to the door and was to cofse for 
kwatauMet. 



CHAPTER XX. 

iMfh wperflttity of brevdinf 

flBK QMkei 79a iiok, and then ivMi liiitfli^. 

r^ AN ASTASIA was a little surprised an^ agood daal 
gratified, Fleda saw, by her oomlng, and played the 
kostess with great benignity. The quilting-frame was 
stret^ed in an upper room, not in the long kitchen, to 
¥leda's joy ; most of the company were already seated at 
it, and she had to go through a long string of introductions 
beft>re she was permitted to take her place. First of all 
Earl Douglass's wife, who rose up and taking both Fleda's 
hands squeezed and shook them heartily, giving her with 
%fe and lip a most genial welcome. This lady had every 
look of being a very clever woman ; *' a manager" she was 
said to be ; and indeed her very nose had a little pinoh 
which prepared one for nothing superfluous about her. 
Even her dress could not have wanted another breadth 
lk)m the skirt and had no flilness to spare about the body. 
Neat as a pin though ; and a well-to-do look through it all. 
Miss Quackenboss Fleda recognised as an old friend, giit 
beads and all. Catherine Douglass had grown up to a 
pretty girl during the five years since Fleda had left 
Queechy, and gave her a greeting half smiling half shy. 
There was a little more affluence about the now of her 
drapery, and the pink ribbon round her neck was confined 
by a little dainty Jew's harp of a brooch * she had her 
mother's pinch of the nose too. Then there were two other 
young ladies ; — Miss Letitia Ann Thornton, a tall grown 
girl in pantalettes, evidently a would-be aristocrat from the 
air of her head and lip, with a well-looking &oe and looking 
w«)l knowing of the same, and sporting neat Ktfele white 
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cuffs at her wrists, the l ariyne who bore such a distinction. 
The third of these damsels, Jessie Healy, impressed Fleda 
with having been brought up upon coarse meat and having 
grown heavy in consequence ; the other two were extremely 
&ir and delicate, both in complexion and feature. Her 
aunt Syra Fleda recognised without particular pleasure and 
managed to seat herself at the qi41t with the sewing>woman 
and Miss Hannah between them. Miss Lucy Finn she 
found seated at her right hand, but after all the civilities 
she had just gone through Fleda had not courage just then 
to dash into business with her, and Miss Lucy herself 
stitched away and was dumb. 

So were the rest of the party — rather. The presence of 
Uie rfew-comer seemed to have the effect of a spell. Fleda 
could not think they liad been as silent before her joining 
them as they were for some time afterwards. The young 
ladies were absolutely mute, and conversation seemed to 
flag even among the elder ones ; and if Fleda ever, raised 
her eyes from the quilt to look at somebody she was 
sure to see somebody^ eyes looking at her, with a curiosity 
well enough defined and mixed with a more or less amount 
of benevolence and pleasure. Fleda was growing very in- 
dustrious and feeling her cheeks grow warm, when tho^ 
checked stream of conversation began to take revenge by 
turning its tide upon her. 

^ Are you glad to be back to Queechy, Fleda?'' said Mra. 
Douglass from the opposite far end of the quilt. 

** Yes ma'am," said Fleda, smiling back her answer,— ** en 
flome accounts." 

^* Ain't she growed like her father. Mis' Douglass?" said 
the sewing-woman. " Do you recollect Walter Ringgan— 
what a handsome feller he was 1" 

The two opposite girls immediately found something to 
say to each other. 

"She ain't a bit more like him than she is like her 
mother," said Mrs. Douglass, biting off the end of her 
thread energetically. '' Amy Ringgan was a sweet good 
woman as ever was in this town." 

Again her daughter's glance and smile went over to the 
speaker, 

^^ Yon •ilay in Queechy and live like Q ooo e h y folks do^" 
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MiB. Douglass nJdwi, fiodding enoonnigliigly, *' sad yoa'U 
beat both on 'em." 

But this speech jarred, and Fleda wishod it iMid Jiot been 
spoken. 

" How does your uncle like farming 1" said aunt Syra. 

A home-thrust, which Fleda fiarried by saying he had 
hardly got accustomed to it yet. 

'•'' What's been his business ? what has he been doing all 
his life till now ?" said the sewing-woman. 

Fleda replied that he had had no business ; and after the 
minds of the company had had time to entertain Uiis state> 
ment she was startled by Miss Lucy's voice at her elbow. 

*' it seems kind o' curious, don't it, that a man should live 
to be forty or fifty years old and not know anything o( the 
aarth he gets his bread from ?" 

'^ What makes you think he don't 1" said Miss Thornton 
rather tartly. 
. ^ She wa'n't speaking o' nobody," said aunt Syra. 

" I was — I was speaking of man — I was speaking ab^ 
Btractly," said Fleda's right-hand neighbour. 

^ What's abstractly ?" said Miss Anastasia scornfully. 

" Where do you get hold of such hard words, Lucy ?" 
aid Mrs. Douglass. 

*' I don't know. Mis' Douglass ; — ^they come to me ;— ^ 
it's practice, I suppose. I had no intention of being ob- 
scure." 

'' One kind o' word's as easy as anoUier I suppase, when 
]^u're used to it, ain't it ?" said the sewing-woman. 

^' What's abstractly f said the mistress of the house again. 

^^Look in the dictionary, if you want to know," said her 
sister. 

"I don't want to know — ^I only want you to tell." 

" When do you get time for it, Lucy ? ha'n't you nothing 
else to practise 1" pursued Mrs. Douglass. 

*' Yes, Mis' Douglass ; but- then there are times for exer- 
tion, and other times less disposable; and when I feel 
thoughtful, or low, I commonly retire to my room and con- 
template the stars or write a composition." 

The sewing- woman greeted this speech with an unquali* 
fied ha ! ha ! and Fl^a involuntarily raised her head to 
look at the last speaker; but there was nodiing to b^ 
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than the rest of the Finn family. 

'^Did you get home safe last night 1^' inquired Miss 
Quackenboss, bending forward over the quilt to look down 
to Fldda. 

Fidda thanked her, and replied that they had be«& orer- 
tumed and had several ribs broken. 

'^ And where have you been^ Fleda, all this while ?" said 
Mrs. Douglass. 

Fleda told, upon which all the quilting-party mised their 
heads simultaneously to take another review of her. 

'' Your uncle's wife ain't a Frenchwoman, be she f asked 
the sewing-woman. 

Fleda said '^ oh no !"-^and Miss Quackenboss remarked 
that '' she thought she wa'n't ;" whereby Fleda perceived it 
had been a subject of discussion. 

" She lives like one, don't she 1" said aunt Syra. 

Which imputation FJeda also refuted to the best of her 
power. 

" Well don't she have dinner in the middle of the afteiv 
noon ?" pursued aunt Syra. 

Fleda was obliged to admit that. 

'' And she can't eat without she has a freak piece of roaat 
meat on table every day, can she?" 

<^' It is not always roast,'' aaid Fleda, half rexed and half 
laughing. 

^ I'd rather have a good dish o' bread and 'laaaes than the 
hull on't ;" observed old Mrs. Finn ; from the comer whei^ 
abe sat maaiiiMtly turning up her nose at the &r*<^ joints 
on Mra. Roaaitur's dinaer^table. 

The girls on the other side of the quilt again held coonsel 
together, deep and low. 

'' Well didn't she pick up all them notions in that place 
yonder? — where you say she has been 1" aunt Syra went on. 

" No," said Fleda ; ** everybody does so in New York." 

^' T want to know what kind of a place New York is, 
now," said old Mrs. Finn drawlingly. " I s'pose it's pretty 
bigj^ ain't it?" 

Fleda replied that it was. 

'^ I shouldn't wonder if it was a^ost as far as from hare 
10 Qu^y Rub, now, ain't it ?" 
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The dittanoe mentioned being somewhere aboUt oii^ 
tf^fkth of New York's longest diameter, Fleda answered 
that it was quite as far. 

'' I s'pose there's plenty o' mighty ridi folks there, ain't 
there r' 

" Plenty, I beliere," said Fleda. 

'^ I should hate to live in it awfully !'' was the old woman's 
conclusion. 

^\ I should admire to travel in many oountries," said Miss 
Luoy, for the first time seeming to intend her words partio- 
ularly for Fleda's ear. ^ I think nothing makes people more 
genteel. I have observed it frequently." 

Fleda said it was very pleasant ; but though encouraged 
by this opening could not muster enough courage to ask if 
Miss Lucy had a '* notion " to come and prove their gentility* 
Her next question was startling, — if Fleda had ever studied 
mathematics? 

" No," said Fleda. " Have you ?" 

**• O my, yes ! There iras a lot of us concluded we would 
learn it ; and we commenced to study it a long time ago. 
I think it's a most elevating" 

The diecossion was suddenly broken off, for the sewlng- 
woraan exclaimed, as the other sister came in and took her 
seat, 

" Why Hannah ! you ha'n't been makin' bread with that 
crock on your hands !" 

»* Well Mis' Barnes !" said the girl,--" I've wash^ 'em, 
and I've made bread with 'em, and even that didn't take it 
off!" 

" Do you look at the stars, too, Hannah *?" said Mrs. 
Douglass. 

Amidst a small hubbub of laugh and talk whidi now be- 
came general, poor Fleda fell bade upon one single thought 
•*-Hone wish ; that Hugh would come to fetch her home 
before tea-time. But it was a vain hope. Hugh was noit 
to be there till sundown, and supper was announced long 
before that. They all filed down, and Fleda with them, to 
the great kitchen below stairs; and she found hei^elf pla<^ 
in the seat of honour indeed, but an honoar she would gladly 
have escaped, at Miss Anastasaa's right hand. 

A temporary locked -jaw would have be4n M% a bksaing. 
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Fleda dared hardly even look about her ; but under the eye 
of her hostess the instinct of good-breeding was f<)und suffi- 
cient to swallow everything; literally and figuratively. 
There was a good deal to swallow. Tlie usual variety of 
cakes, sweetmeats, beef, cheese, biscuits, and pies, was set out 
with some peculiarity of arrangement which r leda had never 
sieen before, and which lefb that of Miss Quackenboss ele- 
gant by comparison. Down each side of the table ran an 
advanced guard of little sauces, in Indian file, but in com- 
panies of three, the file leader of each being a saucer of 
custard, its follower a ditto of preserves, and the third keef>- 
ing a sharp look-out in the shape of pickles ; and to Fleda's 
unspeakable horror she discovered tW the guests were ex- 
pected to help themselves at will from these several stores 
with their own spoons, transferring what they took either to 
their own plates or at once to its final destination, which last 
mode several of the company preferred. Hie advantage 
of this plan was the necessary great display of the new sil- 
ver tea-spoons which Mrs. Douglass slyly hinted to aunt 
Syra were the moving cause of the tea-party. But aunt 
Syra swallowed sweetmeats and would not give heed. 

There was no relief for poor Fleda. Aunt Syra was her 
next neighbour, and opposite to her, at Miss Anastasia's left 
hand, was the disagreeable countenance and peering eyes of 
the old crone her mother. Fleda kept her own eyes fixed 
upon her plate and endeavoured to see nothing but that. 

** Why here's Fleda ain't eating anything," said Mrs. 
Douglass. ^* Won't you have some preserves ? take some 
custard, do ! — Anastasy, she ha'n't a spoon — ^no wonder !" 

Fleda had secretly conveyed herd under cover. 

'^ There wan one," said Miss Anastasia, looking about 
where one should have been, — *''' V\\ get another as soon as 
I give Mis' Springer her tea." 

*' Ha'n't you got enough to go round 1" said the old womaa 
plucking at her daughter's sleeve, — '* Anastasy ! — ^ha'n't yon 
got enough to go round ?" . 

This speech which was spoken with a most spiteful ^m- 
plicity Miss Anastasia answered with superb silence, an4 
presently produced spoons enough to satisfy herself and the 
company. But Fleda ! No earthly persuasion could prevail 
opua her to touch piokles, sweetmeats,* or custard, that even* 



ing ; and even in the bread and cakes she had a vision of 
hands before her that took away her appetite. She endeav- 
oured to make a shew with hung beef and cups of tea, which 
indeed was not Pouchong ; but her supper came suddenly 
to an end upon a remark of her hostess, addressed to the 
whole table, that they needn't, be surprised if they found 
any bits of pudding in the gingerbread, for it was made 
from the molasses the children left the other day. Who 
'^ the children" were Fleda did not know, neither was it 
material. 

It was sundown, but Hugh had not come when they 
went to the upper rooms again. Two were open now, for 
they were small and the company promised not to be such. 
Pathers and brothers and husbands began to come, and 
loud talking and laughhig and joking took place of the 
guilting chit-chat. Fleda would fain have absorbed herself 
m the work again, but though the frame still stood there 
the minds of the company were plainly turned aside from 
iheir duty, or perhaps they thought that Miss Anastasia had 
had admiration enough to dispense with service. Nobody 
shewed a thimble but one or twofold ladies ; and as num- 
bers and spirits gathered strength, a kind of romping game 
was set on foot in which a vast deal of kissing seemed to 
be the grand wit of the matter. Fleda shrank away out 
of sight behind the open door of communication between 
the two rooms, pleading with great truth that she was tired 
and would like to keep perfectly quiet ; and she had soon 
the satisfaction of being apparently forgotten. 

In the other room some of the older people were enjoy- 
ing themselves more soberly. Fleda's ear was too near 
the crack of the door not to have the benefit of more of 
their conversation than she cared for. It soon put quiet of 
mind out of the question. 

" He'll twist himself up pretty short ; that's my sense 
of it ; and he won't take long to do it, nother," said Earl 
Douglass's voice. 

FJeda would have known it anywhere from its extreme 
peculiarity. It never either rose or fell much from a cer. 
tain pitch ; and at that level the words gurgled forth, 
aeemingly from an ever-brimming fountain ; he never 
wanted one ; and the stream had neither let nor stay till 
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h^ hdd not a greater stock of that than some or his adigh* 
bours ; but he ksued an amount of word-curroiiey toAoiail 
for the use of the oounty. 

" HeMl ran himself agin a post pretty quieki" said imoto 
Joahtia in a confirmatory tone of voice. 

Fleda had a donfused idea that somebody was going to 
hang himself. 

^ He ain't a workfn' things i^ht,'' said Douglass, — ^ hd 
ain't a workin' things right ; he's takin' hold o' everything 
by the tail end. He ain't studied the business ; he doettn't 
kno>t #h^n things is right, uid he doesn't know when things 
is wrong ;-^and if they're wrong he don't know how to 
Mt 'em right He's got a feller there that ain't no more 
fit to be there than I am to be Vice President of the United 
S^tates ; and I ain't a going to say what I think I am fit lor, 
but I ha'tt't studied for that place and I shouldn't like to 
Stand an examination for't ; and a man hadn't ought to be 
a farmer no more if he ha'n't qualified himself. That's 
my idee. I like to see a thing done well if it's to be done 
at all ; and there ain't a stitch o' land been laid right on 
the hull fiirm, nor a furrow driv' as it had ought to be, sinoe 
he eome on to it ; and I say, Squire Springer, a man aia't 
going to get along in that way, and he hadn't ought to. I 
work hiard myself, and I calculate to work hard ; and I 
make a livin' by't ; and I'm content to work hard. When 
I see a man with his hands in his pockets, I think he'll hav9 
nothin' else in 'em soon. I don't believe he's done a hand's 
turn himself on the land the hull season !" 

And upon this Mr. Douglass brought up. 

^' My son Lucas has been workin' with him, off and on, 
pretty much the hull time since he come ; and hi says he 
ha'n't begun to know how to spell farmer yet." 

** Ay, ay! 'Ay wife — she's a little harder on folks than I 
be — I think it ain't worth while to say nothin' of a mia 
without I can say some good of him — that's my idee — «fid 
ft don't do no harm, nother, — but ray wife, sIm says he's 
ffot to let down his notions a peg or two afore they'll hitch 
just in the right place ; and I won't say but what I think 
she ain't maybe fur from right. If a man's above his bnsi» 
nes9 Yik stands a pretty fUr change to be below it soitae 



^y. I won't sa5' myself, for i Itaven't any acquaintaiice 
Wit|i Mm, and a man oughtn't to speak but of what he is 
knowing to, — but I have heerd say, that ho wa'n't as con- 
versaticmable as it would ha' been handsome in him to be, 
all things considerin.' There seems to be a good many 
things said of him, somehow, and I always think rafen don't 
talk of a man if he don't give 'etn occasion ; but anyhow 
I've been past the form pretty often myself this summer, 
workin' with Seth Plumfield ; and I've took notice of things 
myself; and I know he's been makin* beds o' sparrowgrass 
when he had ought to ha' been maltin' fences, ^d he's been 
helpin' that little girl o' his'n set her flowers, when he would 
ha' been better sot to work lookin' after his Inshman ; but 
I don't know as it made much matter nother, for if he went 
wrong Mr* Rossitur wouldn't know how to set him right, 
and if he was a going right Mr. Rossitur would ha' been 
just as likely to ha' set him wrong. Well I'm sbrry for 
him !" 

^'' Mr. Rossitur is a most gentlemanlike man," said the 
voice of Dr. Quackenboss. 

"Ay, — I dare say he is," Earl responded in precisely- the 
same tone. '' I was down to his house one day last sum- 
mer to see him. — He wa'n't to hum, though." 

^^ It would be strange if harm come to a man with such a 
guardian angel in the house as that man has in his'o,'' said 
Dr. Quackenboss. 

" Well she's a pretty creetur' !" said Douglass, looking 
up with some animation. ''I wouldn't blame any man 
that sot a good deal by her. I will say I think she's as 
handsome as my own darter ; and a man can't go no furder 
dian that I suppose." 

"She won't help his farming much, I guess," said undQ 
Joshua, — " nor his wife nother." 

Fleda heard Dr. Quackenboss coming through the door- 
way and started from her comer for fear he might find her 
out there and know what she had heard. 

He very soon found her out in the new place she had 
idiosen and came up to pay his compliments. FJeda was 
in a mood for anything but laughing, yet the mixture of 
tiie ludicrous which the doctor administered set her nerves 
u twitching. Bringing his chair down sideways at one 
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angle and his person at another, so as to nseet at the 

moment of the chair's touching the floor, aad ¥nth a look 
and smile slanting to mateh, the doctor said, 

"" Well Miss Ringgan, has^ — a — Mrs. Bossitur, — does she 
feel herself reconciled yetf 

^ Reconcfled, sir 1" said Fleda. 

^ Yes — a—to Queechy 1" 

^ She never quarrelled with it, sir," said ileda, quite un- 
able to keep from laughing. 

" Yes, — I mean — ^a — she feels that she ean sustain her 
Hpirits in different situations ?" 

" She is very well, sir, thank you." 

^^ It m\\>X, have been a great change to her — and to you 
nil — coming to this place." 

" Yes sir ; the country is very different from the city." 

" In what part of New York was Mi. Rossitur's former 
residence?" 

" In State street, sir." 

^* State street, — ^that is somewhere in the direction of the 
P;nkr 

"' Xo sir, not exactly." 

^' Was Mrs. Rossitur a native of the city ]" 

"Not of New York. O Hugh, my dear Hugh," ex- 
claimed Eieda in another tone, — *^what have you been 
thinking of?" 

" Father wanted me," said Hugh. " I could not help it, 
Fleda." 

" You are not going to have the cruelty to take your — 
a — cousin away, Mr. Rossitur ?" said the doctor. 

But Fleda was for once happy to be cruel ; she would 
hear no remonstrances. Though her desire for Miss Lucy's 
^^ help" had considerably lessened she thought she could not 
in politeness avoid speaking on the subject, after being in- 
vited there on purpose. But Miss Lucy said she ^' calcu- 
lated to stay at home this wintisr," unl.ess she went to live 
with somebody at Kenton for the purpose of attending a 
course of philosophy lectures that she heard were to be 
given there. So that matter was settled ; and clasping 
Hugh's arm Fleda turned away from the hgus^ \|rith a step 
and heart both lightened by the joy of being out of it, 

'• I couldn't come sooner, Fleda," said Hugh. 



QUEECHY. 291 

" No matter — ^O Pm so glad 1;o be away ! Walk a little 
faster, dear Hugh. — Have you missed me at home ?" 

" Do you want me to say no or yes 1" said Hugh smiling. 
" We did very well — mother and I — ^and I have left every- 
thing ready to have tea the minute you get home. What 
sort of a time have you had ?" 

In answer to which Fleda gave him a long history ; and 
then they walked on awhile in silence. The evening was 
still and would have been dark but for the extreme bril- 
lianoy of the stars through the keen clear atmosphere. 
Fleda looked up at them and drew large draughts of bodily 
and mental refreshment with the bracing air. 

" Do you know to-morrow will be Thanksgiving day 1" 

*Yes — what made you think of it?" 

" They were talking about it — they make a great fuss 
here Thanksgiving day." 

" I don't think we shall make much of a fuss," said Hugh. 

" I don't think we shall. I wonder what I shall do— I 
am afraid uncle Rolf will get tired of cofiee and omelettes 
in the course of time; and my list of receipts is very 
limited." 

" It is a pity you didn't beg one of Mrs. Renney's books,'^ 
said Hugh laughing. " If you had only known — " 

" 'Tisn't too late 1" said Fleda quickly,—" I'll send to 
New York for one. I will ! I'll ask uncle Orrin to get it 
fbr me. -That's the best thought ! — " 

" But FJeda ! you're not going to turn cook in that fesh- 
ion !" 

" It would be no harm to have the book," said Fleda. 
" I can tell you we mustn't expect to get anybody here that 
can make an omelette, or even ooflee, that uncle Rolf will 
drink. Oh Hugh !— " 

^'Whatr 

'* I don't know where we are going to get anybody !; — But 
don't say anything to aunt Lucy about it." 

" Well, we can keep Thanksgiving day, Fleda, without 
a dinner," said Hugh cheerfully. 

" Yes indeed ; — ^I am sure I can — ^after being among these 
people to-night. How much I have that they want ! Look 
at the Great Bear over there ! — ^isn't that better than New 
Yorkr 
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'' The Great Bear bangs over New York too^** Hugk nM 
with a smile. 

^^ Ah but it isffi't the same thing. Heaven hasn't the isme 
eyes for the city and the country." 

As Hugh and Fleda went quick up to tiie kitchen docf 
they overtook a dark figure, at whom lookiag narrowly m 
the passed, Fleda recognised Seth Plumfidd. He was joy- 
fully let into the kitchen, and there proved to be the bearer 
of a huge dish carefully covered with a napkin. 

" Mother guessed you hadn't any Thanksgivkig ready ,** 
he said, — *^ and she wanted to send tMs down to yon ; so I 
thought I would come and fetch it myself." 

" O thank her ! and thank you, cousin Seth ; — ^how good 
you are !" 

*♦ Mother ha'n't lost her old trick at '^m^" said he, " so I 
hope that^s good." 

*' O I know it is," said Fleda. ^ I rememrber aont Miri 
am's Thanksgiving chidren*pies. Now consin Seth, you 
must come in and see aunt Lucy." 

• " No," said he quietly, — " Pve got my fiwm boots on — I 
guess I won't see anybody but you." 

But Fleda would not suffer that, and finding she oould 
not move him she brought her aunt out into the kitchen. 
Mrs. Rossitur's manner of speaking and thanking him quite 
diarmed Seth, and he went away with a kindly feeling to- 
wards those gentle bright eyes whidi he never fbigot. 

" Now we've something for to-morrow, Hugh !" said 
Fleda ; — "and such a chicken-pie I can tell you as you never 
flaw. Hugh, isn't it odd how different a thing is in difierent 
drcumstances 1 You don't know how glad I was when I 
put my hands upon that warm pie-dish and knew what it 
was ; and when did I ever care in New York about Emile'a 
doings ?" 

^'' Except the almond gauffres," said Hu^ smiling. 

" I never thought to be so glad of a chioken-pie;" said 
iFleda, shaking her head. 

Aunt Miriam's dish bore out Fleda's praise, in the opinioa 
of all that tasted it ; for such fowls, such butter, and such 
eream, as went to its composition could hardly be known 
but in an unsophisticated state of society. But one pie 
could not last for ever ; and as soon as the signs of dHmer 



v«ffe gol rid of, 13iaak^Ying day thottgh it was, poor Fleda 
wtm fain to go up the hUI to consult aunt Miriam about the 
pofi«»bUity of getting^^ help.'' 

" I don't knoWy dear Fleda," said she ; — " if you cannoft 
get Lucy Finn — I don't know who else there is you can 
get. Mrs. Toles wants both her daughters at home I know 
this winter, because she is sick ; and Marietta Winchel is 
working at aunt Syra's ; — ^I don't know — Do you remem.ber 
Barby Elster, that used to live with me ]" 

" O yes !" 

^^ She might go — she has been staying at home these two 
years, to take care of her old mother, that's .the reason she • 
tefl vut ; but she has another sister come home now, — Hetty, 
thai: married and went to Montepoole, — she's lost her husp 
band and come home to liye ; so perhaps Barby would go 
out again. But I don't know, — how do you think your aunt 
Lucy would get along with her ?" 

^ Dear aunt Miriam ! you know we must do as we can. 
We fMtst have somebody." 

" Barby is a little quick," said Mrs. Plumfield, " but I 
tynk she is good-hearted, and slie is thorough, and faithful 
as the dny is long. If your aunt and uncle can put up with 
hat ways,'-' 

^' I am sure we can, aunt Miriam. Aunt Lucy's the eaa- 
lest pmoQ in the world to please, and I'll try and keep her 
away from uncle Rolf. 1 think we can get along. I knoor 
Burby used to like me." 

" But then Barby knows nothing about French cooking, 
ray child; she can do nothing but the common country 
things. What will your uncle and aunt say to that l*^ 

*' I don't know," said Fleda, " but anything is better than 
nothing. I must try and do what she can't do. I'll come 
.u|> aafid get you to teach me, aunt Miriam." 

Aunt Miriam hugged and kissed her before speaking. 

*' I'll tea<^ you what I know, my darling ; — and now we'll 
go right off and see Barby — ^we shall catch her just in a 
good Mme." 

It was a poor little unpainted house, standing back from 
the road, and with a double row of boards laid down to 
aenre as a path to it. But this board-walk was scrubbed 
MAiitly clean. They went in withoni knooking. There 

25* 
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Was nobody there bat an old woman seated before the fire, 
■haking all over with the St. Vitus's Danoe. She gave 
them no salutation, calling instead on " Barbj V — who pres- 
ently made her appearance from the inner door. 

" Barby I—who's this ?" 

''That's Mis' Plumfield, mother," said the daughter, 
speaking loud as to a deaf person. 

The old lady immediately got up and dropped a very 
quick and what was meant to be a very respect-ahewing 
curtsey, saying at the same time with much deference and 
with one of her involuntary twitches, — '' I ' 'maun' to know !" 
—The sense of the ludicrous and the feeling of pity to- 
gether were painfully oppressive. Fleda turned away to 
the daughter who came forward and shook hands wiUi a 
frank look of pleasure at the sight of her elder visiter. 

" Barby,*' said Mi-s. Plumfield, " this is little Fleda Ring- 
gan— do you remember her ?" 

'T mind to know !" said Barby, transferring her hand to 
Fleda's and giving it a good squeeze. — " She's growed a 
fine gal. Mis' Plumfield. You ha'n't lost none of your 
good looks — ha' you kept all your old goodness along with 
^em r 

Fleda laughed at this abrupt question, and said she didn't 
know. 

" If you ha'n't, I wouldn't give much for your eyes," said 
Barby letting go her hand. 

Mrs. Plumfield laughed too at Barby's equivocal mode 
of complimenting. 

" Who's that young gal, Barby ]" inquired Mrs. Ekter. 

" That's Mis' Plumfield's niece, mother !" 

" She's a handsome little creetur, ain't she ?" 

They all laughed at that, and Fleda's cheeks growing 
crimson, Mrs. Plumfield stepped forward to ask a^r the 
old lady's health ; and while she talked and listened Fleda's 
eyes noted the spotless condition of the room — ^the, white 
table, the nice rag-carpet, the bright many-coloured patoh- 
work counterpane on the bed, the brilliant cleanliness of 
the floor where the small carpet left the boards bare, the 
tidy look of the two women ; and she made up her mind 
that she could get along with Miss Barbara very well. 
Barby was rather ta'l. and in face decidedly a fine-looking 



old mothet, and now I suppose her sister and her child ; for 
Hettj is a poor thing-^never did much and now I suppose 
does nothing." 

" Are those Finns poor, aunt Miriam ?" 

" O no— not at all — they are very well off." 

" So I thought — they seemed to have plenty of every- 
thing, and silver spoons and all — ^But why then do they go 
out to work ?" 

^' They are a little too fond of getftkig money I expect," 
said aunt Miriam. '^ And they are a queer sort of people 
rather — the mother is queer and the diildren are queer — 
they ain't*like pther folks exaetly-^never were." 

'* I am very glad we ure to have Barby instead of that 
Lucy Finn," said Fleda. ^^O aunt Miriam! you can't 
think how much easier my heart feels." 

^ Poov ehiid I" said aunt Miriam looking at her. " But 
ii kn't iMst, FkdA, to kive things work too smooth in thk 
vmU." 

^ Nos I suppose not," said Fleda sighing. ^^ Isn't it v«y 
ttlmnge, au»t Miriam, that it should make people worse 
ioffttad of better to have everything go pleasaotly with 

^it is becBuse they are apt then to be so full of this 
freMUt tha(t they forget the cave of the future." 
. ^^ Ym and Ibrget there is anything better than the present^ 
I Bup|»oae,'^ said Fleda. 

^Ba «8 nwsta't fret at the ways, our ^father takes to 
kaa^ UB horn Girting ourselves ]" said aunt Miriam oheoiv 

^O tie i** said Fiada, looking up brightly in answer to tbr 
tender manner in which these words were spoken ; — ^ and 
I didn't mean that this is much of a troub]ie-^-*only I am 
vnrv^ladr to think that soiadbody is ooming to^norrow.^' 

Aunt Mvawm theo^^ that genlle unftietftii &ee omM 
•oil ttmd in need of mwk diaoipHne. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 



Wise men alway 

Aflyrme and say, 

That best is for a liiant 

Diligently, 

For to apply, 

The business that he can. 

More. 



FLEDA waited for Barby's coming the next day with a 
little anxiety. The introduction and installation how^ 
ever were happily got over. Mrs. Rossitur, as Fleda knew, 
was most easily pleased ; and Barby Elster's quick eye was 
satisfied with the unafTected and universal genilei^ess and 
politeness of her new employer. She made herself at home 
in half an hour ; and Mrs. Rossitur and Fleda were oonb 
forted to perceive, by unmistakeable signs, that thetvpresenoe 
was not needed in the kitchen and they might retire to 
their own premises and forget there was another part'of the 
house. Fleda had forgotten it utterly, and deliciously en- 
joying the rest of mind and body she was stretched upon 
the sofa, luxuriating over some volume from her remnant 
of a library ; when the inner door was suddenly pushed 
open &r enough to admit of the entrance of Miss Elster's 
head. 

" Where's the soft soap 1" 

Fleda's book went down and her heart jumped to her 
mouth, for her unde was sitting over by the window. Mrs. 
.Rossitur looked up' in a maze and waited for the question to 
be repeated. 

'*! say, Where's the soft soap?"- 

" Soft soap !" said Mrs. Rossitur, — '' I don't know whether 
there is any. — Fleda, do you know 1" 

'* I was trying to think, aunt Luoy-^I don't believe there 
it any." 
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'' Whure is it ?'' s^id Barbj. 

" There is none, I believe," said Mrs. Rossitur. 

" Where was it, then ?" 

" Nowhere — there has not been any in the houae," said 
Fleda, raising herself up to see over the back of her sofa. 

" There ha'n't been none !" -said Miss Elster, in a tone 
more significant than her words, and shutting the door us 
abruptly as she had opened it. 

" What upon earth does the woman mean 1" exclaimed 
Mr. Eossitur, springing up and advancing towards the kitchea 
door. Fleda threw herself before him. 

'* Nothing at all, uncle Rolf — she doesn^t mean anything 
at all — she doesn't know any better." 

"I will improve her knowledge — get out of the way, 
Fleda." 

' '^But uncle Rolf, just hear me one moment — ^please 
don't ! — ^she didn't mean any harm — ^these people don't know 
any manners — just let me speak to her, please uncle Rolf! — " 
fli^ Fleda laying both hands upon her uncle's arms, — ^ I'll 
inanage her." 

Mr. Rossitur's wrath was high, and he would have ran 
over or knocked down anything less gentle that had stood 
in his way ; but even the harshness of strength shuns to set 
itself in array against the meekness that does not oppose; 
if the touch of those hands had been a whit less light, or 
the glance of her eye less submissively appealing, it would 
have availed nothing. As it was, he stopped and looked at 
her, at first scowling, but then with a smile. r 

^^You manage her!'' said he. 

*' Yes," said Fleda laughing, and now exerting her force 
she gently pushed him back towards the seat he had quit- 
ted, — " yes, uncle Rolf — you've enough else to manage — 
don't undertake our *help.' Deliver over all your dis- 
pleasure upon me when anything goes wrong — ^I will be the 
conductor to carry it oif safely into the kitchen and dischai^e 
it just at that point where I think it will do most execution. 
Now will you uncle Rolf? — Because we have got a new- 
fashioned piece of firearms in the other room that I am afraid 
will go off unexpectedly if it is meddled with by an un- 
aki]iiil hand ; — and that would leave us without arms, you 



see, or with only aunt Xjoxsf^ ffiftdl nin^, iviidi sTb not 
reliable." 

" You saucy girl I" — said her uncle, wiio was lai^hing 
partly «t ahd pai^ly with her, — ^^I don't know what you 
deserve exaeUy^ — Well — ^keep this preeieicis new operative 
of yours out of my way and I'll trice care to keep out 
of hers. But mind, you must manage not to have 'your 
piece snapping in my &.ce in this fiisiuon, for i won^t stand 
it.* 

An4 so, qirieled, Mr. Rossitnr sal down to his book 
again ; and Fleda leaving hers open went to attend lapott 
Mfi^y. 

" There ain't much yaMow soap neither," said this per- 
aonage, — " if t*ii3 is all. There's on^ thing — if we ha'n't 
got it we can n>ake it. I must get Mis' Rossitur to have a 
Itat^ tub sol up right away. I'm a dreadlul faMid for 
hftvin' plenty o' so«^." 

'* What is a leach-tub ?" said Fleda. 

^ Why, a leach-tub, for to leadi ashes in. l^at's easy 
enough. I'll fix it, afore we're any on us much older. If 
Mr. Bossitur '11 keep me in good hard wood I sfaa'n't cost 
\ktsk hMnily anything for potash." 

'^ I'll see about it," said Fleda, "" and I will see about 
hwriiig the )eadb-tub, or whatever it is, put up for yon. 
And Barby, whenever you want anything, wifi you just 
iq>eak to me about it ?~-and if I am in the other room ask 
me to come out here. Because my aunt is not strong, and 
does not know where thii^ are as well as I do; aiid when 
my uncle is in there he sometimes does not like to be dis- 
terbed wHh hearing any such talk. If youll teU me I'll 
«ee and ha^e everything done for you." 

^' WinU — ^yoa get me a leadi sot up — ^tihatV all 111 ask of 
you just now," said Barby ^ood-humooredly ; — "and \a^^ 
me to find the soap-grease, n there is any. As to the rest, 
I donH want to see nothin' o' him in the kitcbeti so V\\ 
relieve hhn if he don't want to see modi o' me in the par- 
lour. — ^I shouldn't wonder li there wa'n't a speok of it hi 
the house." 

Not a spedi was ^re to be ibund. 

^ Tour uncle's podcete must ha' had a good h(^ in 'em 
by this time^" remarked Barby as they came back from the 



oallar. " However, tiie«e aever was a orook so omptj it 
couldnH be Ulled. You get me a leach-tab sot ap, and I'll 
find work for it." * 

From that time Fleda had no more trouble with her 
uncle and Barby. Each seemed to have a whoiesome ap- 
preciation of the other's eombative qualities and to shun 
them. With Mrs. Ro3sitar Barby was socm all^powerlul. 
It waa enough that she wanted a thing, if Mrs. Rossitur's 
own resources could compass it. For Fleda, to say that 
Sarby had presently a perfect understan(&g with her and 
jouied to that a most afl^tionate careful regard, is not 
perhaps saying much ; for it was true of every one without 
exception with whom Fleda had much to do. Barby was 
to all of them a very great comfort and stand-by. 

It was well for them that they had her within doors to 
keep things, as ^e called it, ^^ right and tight ;" for abroad 
the only system in vogue was cme of fluctuation and uncer- 
tainty. Mr. Rossitur's Ir ishman,^ Donohan, staid his year 
out, doii^ as little good and as much at least negative harm 
as he well could ; and then went, leaving them a good deal 
poorer than he found them. Dr. Gregory's generosity had 
added to Mr. Rossitur's own small stock of ready money, 
giving him/ the means to make some needed outlays on the 
iarm. But the outlay, ill-applied, had been greater than 
the income ; a scarcity ^of money began to be more and 
more felt ; and the comfort of the family accordingly drew 
within more and more narrow bounds. 'Hie temper of the 
head of the family su0ered in at least equnU degree. 

From the first of Barby's eoming poor Fleda had done 
h^ utmost to prevent the want of Mons. Emile from being 
felt. Mr. Rossitur's table was always set by her careM 
band, and all the delicacies that came upon it were, unknown 
to him, of her providing. Even the bread. One day at 
breakfast Mr. Rossitar had expressed his impatient dis> 
pleasure at that of Miss Elster's manufacture. Fleda saw 
the distressed shade that came over her aunt's face, and 
took her resolution. It wad the last time. She had fol- 
lowed her plan of sending for the receipts, and she studied 
tb^n diligei^ly , both at home and under aunt Miriam. Natu- 
ral quiekne^ of eye and hand came in aid of her affecticmate 
seal, and it was not kmg before alie ODuld. trust herself to 



undertake auy operation in the whole range of her cookery 
book. But meanwhile materials were growing scarce and 
hard to come by. The delicate French rolls which were 
now always ready for her uncle's plate in the morning 
had sometimes nothing to back them, unless the unfailing 
water-cress from the good little spring in the meadow. 
Fleda could not spare her eggs, for perhaps they might 
have nothing else to depend upon for dinner. It was no 
burden to her to do these things ; she had a sufficient re- 
ward in seeing that her aunt and Hugh eat the better and 
that her uncle's brow was clear ; but it was a burden when 
her hands were tied by the lack of means ; for she knew 
the failure of the usual supply was bitterly felt, not for the 
actual want, but for that other want which it implied and 
prefigured. 

On the first dismissal of Donohan Fleda hoped for a good 
turn of affairs. But Mr. ' Rossi tur, disgusted with his first 
experiment resolved this season to be his own head man ; 
and appointed Lucas Springer the second in command, with 
a posse of labourers to execute his decrees. It did not work 
well. Mr. Rossitur found he had a very tough prime 
minister, who would have every one of his plans to go 
through a kind of winnowing process by being tossed about 
in an argument. The arguments were interminable, until 
Mr. Rossitur not unfrequently qiyt the field with, " Well, 
do what you like about it!" — ^not conquered, bat wearied. 
The labourers, either from want of ready money or of what 
they called ^^ manners" in their employer, fell off at the 
wrong times, just when they were most wanted. Hugh 
threw himself then into the breach and wrought beyond his 
strength ; and that tried Fleda worst of all. She was glad 
to see haying and harvest pass over ; but the change of 
seasons seemed to bring only a change of disagreeableness, 
and she could not find that hope had any better breathing, 
time* in the short days of winter than in the long days of 
summer. Her gentle face grew more gentle than ever, for 
under the shade of sorrowful patience which was always 
there now its meekness had no eclipse. 

Mrs. Rossitur was struck with it one morning. She was 
ooming down from her room and saw Fleda standing on the 
landing-place gazing out of the window. It was bsl^re 



breakfiet one oold morning in winter. Mrs. Rosaittir put 

her arms round her softly and kissed her. 

^'What are you thinlting about, dear Fledal — ^you 
ought not to be standing here." 

^^ I was looking at Hugh," said Fleda, and her eye went 
back to the window. Mrs. Rossitur's followed it. The 
window gave them a view of the ground behind the house ; 
and there was Hugh,, just coming in with a large armful 'of 
heavy wood which he had been sawing. 

'^ He isn't strong enough to do that, aunt Lucy," said 
Fleda softly. 

*^ I know it," said his mother in a subdued tone, and not 
moving her eye, though Hugh had disa^^^eared. 

'' It is too cold for him — ^he is too thinly clad to bear this 
exposure," said Fleda anxiously. 

" I know it," said his mother again. 

** Can't you tell uncle Rolf? — can't you get him to do it 9 
I am afraid Hugh will hurt himself, aunt Lucy." 

*' I did tell him the other day — ^I did speak to him about 
it," said Mrs. Kossitur; ''but he said there was no reason 
why Hugh should do it, — there were plenty of other 
people — 

. '' But how can he say so when he knows we never can 
ask Lucas to do anything of the kind, and that other man 
always contrives to be out of the way when he is wanted 1 
— Oh what is he thinking of?" — said Fleda bitterly, as she 
saw Hugh again at his work. 

It was so rarely that Fleda was seen to shed tears that 
^y always were a signal of dismay to any of the house- 
hold. There was even agony in Mrs. Rossitur's vOiee |w 
she implored her not to give way to them. • But notwith* 
standing that, Fleda's tears came this time from too deep 
a spring to be stopped at once. 

" It makes me reel as if all was lost, Fleda, when I see 
you do so," — 

Fleda put her arms about her neck and whispered that 
" she would not" — ^that " she should not" — 

Yet it was a little while before she could say any more. 

*' But Aunt Lucy, he doesn't know what he is doing t" 

" No — and I can't make him know. I cannot say any* 
thing more, Fleda — ^it would do no good. I don't know 



vlMi » «fa» mftfcter — ke k •ntmly chAOged fitam whsl Ito 
used to be — " 

'* I icnow wfattfe is the matter," said Fleda, now tttming 
comforter in her turn as her aunt's tears f^ more quietly, 
beoause more despairingly, than her own, — ^ I know what 
il Ds — 4ie is not happy ; — that is i^l. He has not succeeded 
wdi in ^se fium doings, and he wants money, and he is 
woiried*-^(i is bo wonder if Re don't seem exactly as he 
used to." 

'^ Andoh, thttt troubles me most of ail !^ said Mrsw Ros- 
situr. '^ The &rm is bringing in nothing, I know, — he don^ 
ioBOV how to get along with it,^^ was afraid it would be 
so ; — and we wt% ^ftyoig nothing to uncle Orrin*— 4iBd it is 
just a dead weight on Ua hands ; — and I can't bear to think 
of it! — ^And what will it come to! — " 

Mrs. Rossitur was now in her turn surprised into shew- 
ing the Btrengdi oi her sorrows and apprehensions. Fleda 
was &in to put her own oat oi sight and bend her utmost 
powara t» soothe sad compose her aunt, till they could both 
9i> dowift to* the braak&at table. She had got ready a niee 
little <S^ that ber uB<de wae very fond of; but her pleasure 
in it was all gone ; and indeed it seemed to be thrown away 
«{M>n the wlftole table. Half the meal, was over before any- 
body said a word. 

^ I am going to wash my handa of these miserable Ihrm 
adira," said Mr. Roentnr. 

"Are you !" said his wife. 

'^Yea,— ^ all personal eoncem in them, that is. I am 
w«aiied to death with the peipetaal annoyaDCes and yeaa^ 
tions, and petty calls upon my time— *liib is not wtHth haimig 
at such a TOte ! I'M have done with it." 

^ You will give up tAm entire chaige to Lucas f * said Mfa. 
Rossitur. 

*' Laeaa !-^No !-^ woiddn't undergo that man's tongue 
for another year if he would take out his wages in talking, 
I eould not have move of it in t^iat case than Ihave had the 
last six months. After money, the thing that man loves 
h«at is certainly lifaa aoimd of hia own voice ; and a most 
insuffemUe egotf st ! No,--«I have been talking with a man 
who wants to take the whole fiirm for two years upon shares 
•«-*tAH,t will dear dm of all trouble." 



There was- sober silence foac a few minutes, and then Mrs. 
BosffiDiir asked who it was. 

^' His name is Didenhover." 

" O uncle Rolf, don't have anything to do with him I'' 
exclaimed Fleda. 

"Why not r 

" Because he lived with grandpa a great while ago, and 
bekared very ill. Grandpa had a great deal of trouble 
with him." 

" How old were you then ?" * 

" £ was young, to be sure," said Fleda luuiging her head, 
" but I remember rery well how it was." 

" You may have occasion to remember it a second time," 
said Mr. Rossitur dryly, "for the thing is done. I have 
tt^aged him." 

Not another word was spoken. 

Mr. Rossitur went out afler breakfast, and Mrs. Rossitur 
Inmed herself with the breakfast cups and a tub of hot wa- 
ter, a work she never would let Fleda share with her and 
which lasted in consequence long enough, Barby said, to 
eook mid eat three breakfasts. Fleda and Hugh sat look- 
ing at the floor and the fire respectively. 

^ i am going up the hOl to get a sight of aunt Miriam," 
said Fleda, bringing \kst eyes from the fire upon her aunt. 

^ Well dear, do. You have been shut up long enough 
liy tlie s&ow. Wrap yourself up well, and put on my snow- 
boote." 

^ Nb indeed !" said Fleda. " I shall just draw on another 
|M(ir of stookkigs over my shoes, within my India-rttbbei'» — 
I will take a pair of Hugh's woollen ones." 

" What has become of your own ?" said Hugh. 

*' My own what ? Stockings ?" 

** Snow-boots." 

" Worn out, Mr. Rossitur ! I have run them to death, 
poor things. Is that a slight intimation that you are afraid 
of t^ same fete for your socks T" 

" No," said Hugh, smiling in spite of himself at her man- 
ner, — *'I will lend you anything I have got, Fleda." 

His tone p«t Fleda in mind of the very doubtful preten- 
•icMs of 1^ socks in question to be comprehended under 
the term ; she was silent a minute. 
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" Will you go with me, Hugh 1" 

^ No dear, I can't ; — I must get a little ahead witii the 
wood while I can ; it looks as if it would snow asain ; aad 
Barby isn't provided for more than a day or two. 

" And how for this fire V 

Hugh shook his head, and .rose up to go forth into the 
kitchen. Fleda went too, linking her arm in his and bear- 
ing affectionately upon it, a sort of tacit saying that they 
would sink or •swim together. Hugh understood it per- 
fectly. 

*^ 1 am very sorry you have to do it, dear Hugh — Oh that 
wood-shed ! — if it had only been made! — ^" 

" Never mind — can't help it now — ^we shall get throuf^ 
the winter by and by." 

"Can't you get uncle Rolf to help you a little 1" whi«p 
pered Fleda ; — " It would do him good." 

But Hugh only shook his head. 

"What are we going to do for dinner, Barby 1" aaid 
Fleda, still holding Hugh there before the fire. 

"Ain't much choice," said Barby. "It would puxde 
anybody to spell much more out of it than pork and ham. 
There's plenty o' them, /shan't starve this some time." 
- " But we had ham yesterday and pork the day before 
yesterday and ham Monday," said Fleda. " There is pleiUT 
of vegetables, thanks to you and me, Hugh," she said with 
a little reminding squeeze of his arm. " I could make aoupa 
nicely, if I had anything to make them of!" 

" There's enough to be had for the catching," said Barby. 
" If I hadn't a man-mountain of work upon me, I'd start out 
and shoot or steal something." 

" Tou shoot, Barby !" said Fleda laughing. 

" I guess I can do 'most anything I set my hand to. If I 
oouldn't I'd shoot myself. It won't do to kill no more o' 
them chickens." 

" O no, — ^now they are laying so finely. Well, I am 
going up the hill, and when I come home I'll try and maka 
up something, Barby." 

""Earl Douglass '11 go out in the woods now and then, of 
a day when he ha'n't no work particular to do, and fetdi 
hum as many pigeons and woodchucks as you oould 
a stick at." 



'* Hugh, my dear,^' said Fleda laughing, ^Mt's a pity you 
aren^t a hunter — I would shake a stick at you with great 
pleasure. Well Barby, we will see when I oome home." _ 

'' I was just a thinkin," said Barby ;— ^' Mis' Douglass 
sent round to know if Mis' Rossitur would like a piece of 
fresh meat — Earl's been killing a sheep — ^there's a nice 
quarter, she says, if she'd like, to have it. 

" A quarter of mutton !" — said rieda,-Tr" I don't know 
— ^no, I think not, Barby ; 1 don't know when we should 
be able to pay it back again. — ^And yet — Hugh, do you 
think uncle Rolf will kill another sheep this winter ?" 

^ I am sure he will not," said Hugh ; — '^ there have so 
many diedJ' 

''If he only knowed it, that is a reason for killing 
more," said Barby, — ^ and have the good of them while he 
can." 

" Tell Mrs. Douglass we are obliged to her but we do 
not want the mutton, Barby." 

Hugh went to his chopping and Fleda set out upon her 
walk ; the lines of her face settling into a most fixed grav- 
ity so soon as she turned away from the house. It was 
what might be called a fine winter's day ; cold and still, 
and the sky covered with one uniform grey cloud. The 
8&OW lay in uncompromising whiteness tibick over ail the 
world ; a kindly shelter for the young grain and covering 
for the soil ; but Fleda's spirits just then in another mood 
saw in it only the cold refusal to hope and the barren check 
to exertion. The wind had cleared the snow from the trees 
and fences, and they stood in all their unsoftened blackness 
and nakedness, bleak and stem. The high grey sky threat- 
ened a fresh fall of snow in a few hours ; it was just now 
a lull between two storms; and Fleda's spirits, tlutt some- 
times would have laughed in the &ce of nature's soberness, 
to-day sank to its own quiet. Her pace neither slackened 
, nor quickened till she reached aunt Miriam's house and 
entered the kitchen. 

Aunt Miriam was in high tide of business over a pot of 
boiling lard, and the enormous bread-tray by the side of 
the fire was half full of very tempting light-brown cruller, 
which however were little more than a kind of sweet bread 
lor the workmen. In the bustle of putting in and taking 



ovt aiitt Miriam could gWe her visiter but » word -ami a 
look. Fleda pulled off her hood aad sitting down watobed 
in uausoad silence the. old lady's o|>er«tioiis, 

^'Aad how are they all at your house to-day '2" aunt 
Mirtasn asked as she was carefully draining her cruller out 
of the kettle. 

Fleda answered that th^ were as well as usual, but ^ 
tligiat hesitation. and the tell-talo to»e of her voice made 
the old lady look at her more narrowly. She came near 
asd kissed that gentle brow and looking in her eyes asked 
her what the matter was % • 

" I don't know, — " sajd Fleda, eyes and voice wavering 
alike, — " I am foolish, I believe, — ^" 

Aunt Miriam tenderly put aside the hair from her fore- 
head and kissed it again, but the cruller was burning and 
she went back to the kettle. 

'^ I got down-hearted somehow this mormng," Fleda went 
on, trying to steady her voice and school herself. 

" Yim down-'hearted, dear ] About whaf?" 

There was a world of syinpathy in tliese words, in the 
warmth (d wjaieh Fleda's shut-up heait unfolded itself 9^ 
€moe, 

" It's Bothing new,, awut Miriaim,-— only somehow I felt 
it particfiilarly this momiiBg,— I have been kept in the house 
ao> kmg by this snow I have got dum|nsh I suppose, — ^" 

Aunt Miriam h>oked anxtKMisly at the tears which sasoMd 
to oome involttntarily, but she said nothing. 

^ We aw not gettiiig aloog well at hom«." 

^ I supposed that," said Mrs. Pliunfield quietly* ^ But 
asythiog new ?" 

" Yes — ^uncle Bolf has let the fann — only think of it ! — 
he has kt the &rm to that Didenhover." 

"Didenhow!" 

*' For two years." 

^^ Did you tell him what you knew about him 1" 

^' Yes, but it was too late — the mischief was done." 

Aunt Miriam went oh skiinaa.ii^ out her cruller with a 
very grave &ee. 

*^ How came your unde to do so witbo«t learning about 

y m first r 

'^ O I donH know !~^ho was in a hurry to do anything 
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don't like it." 

"On what teroM luw he let him have iti" 
^ ^Oa shares— «fuid I know, I know, u&der that Didenhover 
it Wlli bring us in nothing, and it has brought us in nothing 
all t9ie time we ha^e been here ; and I don't know what we 
are going to Mve upon."— 

" Has your uncle nor your aunt no property at all left ?" 

'* Not a bit — exoe|Hi> some waslie lands in Michigan I be- 
lievB, that were lefl to aunt Lucy a year or two ago ; but 
they are as good as nothing.^' 

^ Has he let Didenhover have the saw-mill tool'' 

"I don't. know — ^he didn't 8ay-—if he has there will be 
nothing at all left fbir us to Hve upon. I expect nothing 
from Didenhovery^-'his &ce is enough. I should have 
thought it might have been for unde Eolf. O if it wasn't 
ioft woBBt Lucy and fit^h I idiouldn't care I — " 

" What hM your uncle been doing all this year past ?" 

" I don't know, aunt Miriam, — he can't bear the business 
«Qd he has left the most ^ it to Lucas ; and I think Lucas 
is more of a talker than a doer. Almost nothing has gone 
Tight. Tbe 'crops hare been ill managed — I do not know a 
great deal about it but I know enough for that ; and uncle 
Eolf did not know anytistng about it but what he got fh>m 
books. And the nheep are dying (3lS- — ^Barby says it is 
because Uiey were in such poor co^ition at the beginning 
of winter, and I dare saj she is r%bt." 

'' He ought to have had a thorough good man 9t tbe 
beginning, to get along well." 

'^ O yes ! — but he hadn't, you see ; and so we hare just 
been growing poorer every month. And now, aunt Miriam, 
I really don't know from day to day what to ^ to get 
dinner. You know for a good while after we came we 
used to have our marketing brought every Jfew days irom 
Albany ; but we have run up stidi a bill there already at 
the butcher's as I don't know when in the world will get 
paid ; luid aunt Lucy and I will do anything before we will 
send for any more ; and if it wasn't for her and Hugh I 
wouldn't care, but they haven't much appetite, and I know 
that all this takes what little they have away — ^this, and 

sing the effect it has upon imcle Rol^-;* — -'* 
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'' Does he think so much more oi eating than of any. 
thing else?*^ said aunt Miriam. 

" Oh no, it is not that !" said Fleda earnestly,—" it is not 
that at all — ^he is not a great eater — ^but he can't bear to 
have things different from what they used to be and from 
what they ought to be — ^O no. don't think that ! I don't 
know whether I ought to have said what 1 have said, but I 
couldn't help it — " 

Fleda's voice was lost for a little while. 

" He is changed from what he used to be— a little thing 
vexes him now, and I know it is because he is not happy ; — 
he used to be so kind and pleasant, and he is still, some- 
times ; but aunt Lucy's face — Oh aunt Miriam ! — ^" 

" Why, dear ?" said aunt Miriam tenderly. 

"It is so changed from what it used to be !" 

Poor Fleda covered her own, and aunt Miriam came to 
her side to give softer and gentler expression to sympathy 
than words could d(>; till the bowed face was raised again 
and hid in her neck. 

"I can't see thee do so my child — ^my dear child! — Hope 
for brighter days, dear Fleda." 

"I could bear it," said Fleda after a little interval, "if it 
wasn't for aunt Lucy and Hugh — oh that is the worst ! — ^ 

" What about Hugh T said aiint Miriam soothingly. 

" Oh he does what he ought not to do, aunt Miriam, and 
there is no help for it, — ^and he did last summer — ^when we 
wanted men, and in llie hot haying- time, he used to work, I 
know, beyond his strength, — ^and aunt Lucy and I did not 
know what to do with ourselves ! — ^" 

Fleda's head which had been raised sunk again and more 
heavily. 

" Where was his fetherl" said Mrs. Plumfield. 

" Oh he was in the house — ^he didn't know it — ^he didn't 
think about it." 

" Didn't think about it !'* 

" No — O he didn't think Hugh was hurting himself, but 
he was — ^he shewed it for weeks afterward. — ^I have said 
what I ought not now," said Fleda looking up and seeming 
to check her tears and the spring of them at once. 

" So much security any woman has in a man without re- 
ligion !" said aunt Miriam, going back to her work. Fleda 
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would have said something if she could ; she was silent ; 
she stood looking into the fire while the tears seemed to 
oome as it were b^ stealth and ran down her &oe unre- 
garded. 

" Is Hugh not well ?" 

" I don't know, — " said Fleda faintly, — ^" he is not ill — 
but he never was very strong, and he exposes himself now 
I know in a way he ought not. — ^I am sorry I have just 
oome and troubled you with all this now, aunt Miriam," she 
said after a little pause, — " I shall feel better by and by — ^I 
don't very often get such a fit." 

'^My dear little Fleda!" — and there was unspeakable 
tenderness in the old lady's voice, as she came up and drew 
Fleda's head again to rest upon her ; — " I would not let a 
rough wind touch thee if I had the holding of it. — But we 
may be glad the arranging of things is not in my hand — ^I 
I should be a poor friend after all, for I do not know what 
is best. Canst thou trust him who does know, my child 1" 

" I do, aunt Miriam, — O I do," said Fleda, burying her 
face in her bosom ; — " I don't often feel so as I did to-day." 

" There comes not a cloud that its shadow is not wanted," 
said aunt Miriam. '* I cannot see why, — ^but it is that thou 
mayest bloom the brighter, my dear one." 

" I know it, — " Fleda's words were hardly audible, — " I 
will try—" 

" Remember his own message tx) every one under a cloud 
— ' cast ajl thy care upon him, for he careth for thee ;' — 
thou mayest keep none of it ; — and then the peace that 
passeth understanding shall keep thee. — ' So he giveth his 
beloved sleep.' " 

Fleda wept for a minute on the old lady's neck, and then 
she looked up, dned her tears, and sat down with a face 
greatly quieted and lightened of its burden ; while aunt 
Miriam once more went back to her work. The one 
wrought and the other looked on in silence. 

The cruller were all done at last ; the great bread-trough 
was filled and set away ; the remnant of the fat was care- 
fully disposed of, and aunt Miriam's handmaid was called in 
to " take the watch." She herself and her visiter adjourned 
to the sitting-room. 

" Well." said Fleda, in a tone again steady and clear, — 
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tllo gveafeest hsiid At m«king something ont ef noUikig, fliM 
Miiiam, that ever you saw. There is nothtag like p raet i ee. 
1 ouly wish the roan uncle Orrin talks about would eome 
along once in a while." 

" Who was that ?" said aunt Miriam. 

^^ A man that used to go about from house to houee,*' 
«wld Ileda langhing, ^'when the cottagers were making 
«otip, with a ham-bone to give it a relift, and he used to 
charge them so much for a dip, and so much for a wallop." 

^^ Come, come, 1 can do as much for you as that," said 
aittit Miriam, }>roceeding to her store-pantry, — ^^ see here— 
wouldn't this be as good as a ham-bone 1" said she, bringing 
out offt a fkt fowl ; — '^ how would a wallop of this do ?" 

'' Admirably 1 — only — ^the ham-bone used to come ont 
again, — ^aod I am confident this never would." 

"' Well I giKss I'll stand that," said aunt Miriam smiling, 
— "yon wouldn't mind carrying this under your doak, 
would you f 

'^ I have no doubt I shall go home lighter with it tlian 
without it, ma'am, — thank you dear aunty!— dear aunt 
Miriam !'' 

There was a change of tone, and of eye, as Fleda sealed 
each thank with a kiss. 

' ^' But how is it % — does, all the chaige of the house come 
upon you, dear?" 

" O, this kind of thing, because aunt Luoy doesn't under- 
stand it and can't get along with it so well. She likes bet- 
ter to sew, and I had quite as lief do this." 

" And don't you sew too ?" 

^ O— a little. She does as much as she can," said Fleda 
gravely. 

" Where is your other cousin ?" said Mrs. Plumiield ab- 
ruptly. 

^^ Marion 1 — she is in England I believe; — ^we don't hear 
from her very often." 

^ No, no, 1 mean the one who is in the army 1" 

"Charlton! — O. he is just ordered off to Mexico," said 
Fleda sadly, "and that is another great trouble to aunt 
Lucy. This miserable war ! — " 

** Does he never come home 1" 
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. ** Only once since we came from Paris — ^while we were in 
New York. He has been stationed away off at the West." 

"He has a captain's pay now, hasn't he 1" 

" Yes, but he doesn't know at all how things are at 
home-r-he hasn't an idea of it, — and he will not have. 
Well good-bye, dear aunt Miriam — I must ran home to 
take care of my chicken." 

She ran away ; and if her eyes many a time on the way 
down the hill filled and overflowed, they were not bitter nor 
dark tears ; they were the gushings of high and pure and 
generous affections, weeping for fulness, not for want. 

That chicken was not wasted in soup ; it was converted 
into the nicest possible little fricassee, because the toast 
would make so much more of it ; and to Fleda's own dinner 
little went beside the toast, that a greater portion of the 
rest might be for her aunt and Hugh. 

That same evening Seth Plumlield came into the kitchen 
while Fleda was there. 

" Here is something belongs to you, I believe," said he 
with a C(^vert smile, bringing out from under his cloak the 
mate to Fleda's fowl ; — " mother said somethin' had run 
away Mdth t'other one and she didn't know what to do with 
this one alone. Your uncle at home ?" 

The next news that Fleda heard was that Seth had taken 
a lease of the saw-mill for two years. 

Mr. Didenhover did not disappoint Fleda's expectations. 
Very little could be got from him or the farm under him 
beyond the immediate supply wanted for the use of the 
family ; and that in kind, not in cash. Mrs. Rossitur was 
comforted by knowing that some portion of rent had also 
gone to Dr. Gregory — ^how large or how small a portion 
she could not find out. But this lefl the family in increas- 
ing straits, which narrowed and narrowed during the whole 
first summer and winter of Didenhover's administration. 
Very straitened they would have been but for the means of 
relief adopted by the two children^ as they were always 
called. Hugh, as soon as the spring opened, had a quiet 
hint, through Fleda, that if he had a mind to take the 
working of the saw-mill he might, for a consideration merely 
nominal. This ofifer was immediately and gratefiilly closed 
wiih; and Hugh's earnings were thenceforward very im- 

37 
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portent at home. Fleda had her own ways and means. 
Mr. Rossitur, more low-spirited and gloomy than ever, 
seemed to have no heart to anything. He would have 
worked perhaps if he could have done it alone ; but to join 
Didenhover and his men, or any other gang of workmen, 
was too much for his magnanimity. He helped nobody 
but Fleda. For her he would do. anything, at any time; 
and in the garden and among her flowers in the flowery 
courtyard h^ might ofl;en be seen at work with her. But 
nowhere else. 
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Some bring a eapcui, some a rurall cake, 

Bocne nuta, «<Hii9_app)ea; flove that thinke they make 

The hetter cheeses, biing 'hem ; or else send 

By their ripe daoghters, whom they would commend 

tliiB way to husbands ; and whoee baskets beare 

An embleme of themselves, In plum orpeare. 

BiNJomoir. 



SO the time walked away-, fi>r this &mily was not now 
of those ^^ whom time runneth withal," — to the second 
summer of Mr. Didei^over's term. 

One nloming Mrs; Bossitur was seated in the break&st- 
room at her usual employment, mending and patching ; nO 
sineidure now. Fleda opened the kitchen door and came 
in folding up a calico apron she had just taken off. 

"You are tired, dear," said Mrs. Kossitur sorrowfully; 
— " you look pale." ' 

*^Do I?"— said Fleda sitting down. "I am a little 
tired !" 

" Why do you do sof 

"O it's nothing" said Fleda cheerfully; — "I haven't 
hurt mysel£ I slutll be Tested i^ain in a few minutes." 

" What have you been doing 1" 

" O I tired myself a little before breakfast in the garden, 
I suppose. Aunt Lucy, don't you think I had almost a 
bushel of peasl-^and there was aiittle over a half bushel 
last time, so I shall call it a bushel. Isn't that fine?" 

" You didn't pick them all yourself?" 

"Hugh helped me a little' while; but he had the horse 
to get ready, and I was out before him this morning— <« 
poor fellow, he was tired from yesterday, I dare say." 

Mrs. Rossitur looked at her, a look between remonstrance 
and reproach, and cast her eyes down without saying a 
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word, swallowing a whole heartful of thoughts and feelings. 
Fleda stooped forward till her own forehead softly touched 
Mrs. Rossitur's, as gentle a chiding of despondency as a 
very sunbeam could have given. 

"Now aunt Lucy! — ^what do you mean] Don^t you 
know it's good for mel — ^And do you know, Mr. Sweet 
will give me four shillings a bushel ; and aunt Lucy, J sent 
three dozen heads of lettuce this morning besides. Isn't 
that doing well? and I sent two dozen day before yes-, 
terday. It is time they were gone for they are running 
up to seed, this set; I have got another fine set almost 
ready." 

Mrs. Rossitur looked at her again, as if she had been a 
sort of terrestrial angel. 

" And how much will you get for them T 

" I don't know exactly — threepence, or sixpence perhaps, 
— ^I guess not so much — they are so easily raised ; though 
I don't believe there are so fine as mine to be seen in this 
region. — If I only had somebody to water the strawberries ! 
: — ^we should have a great many. Aunt Lucy, I am going 
to send as many as I can without robbing uncle Rolf— he 
sha'n't miss them ; but the rest of us don't mind eating 
rather fewer than usual? I shall make a good deal by 
them. And I think these morning rides do Hugh good ; 
don't you think so ?" 

*"And what have you been busy about ever since break- 
fast, Fleda 1" 

" O — two or three things," said Fleda lightly. 

"What?" 

"I had bread to make^— and than I thought while my 
hands were in I would make a custard for uncle Rolf." 

" You needn't have done that, dear ! it was not neces- 
sary." 

" Yes it was, because you know we have only fried pork 
for dinner to-day, and while we have the milk and eggs it 
doesn't cost much — the sugar is almost nothing. He will 
like it better, and so will Hugh. As for you," said Fleda, 
gently touching her forehead again, " you know it is of no 
consequence !" 

" I wish you would think yourself of some consequenoe," 
said Mrs. liossitur. 
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" Don't I think myself of consequenoe !" said Fleda 
aii^ionately. '^ I don't know how you'd all get on without 
me. What do you think I have a mind to do now, by 
way of resting myself]" 

" Well 1" said Mrs. Bossitur, thinking of something else. 
) '^ It is the day for making presents to the minister you 
know 1" 

"The minister r'— 

" Yes, the new minister — they expect him to-day ; — ^you 
have heard of it ; — the things are all to be carried to his 
house to-day. I have a great notion to go and see the fun 
— if I only had anything in the world I could possibly take 
with me — " 

" Aren't you too tired, dear V 

" No — ^it would rest me — it is early yet — ^if I only had 
something to take ! — ^I couldn't go without taking some- 
thing ^" 

" A basket of eggsi" said Mrs. Rossitur. 

" Can't, aunt Lucy — ^I can't spare them ; so many of the 
hens are setting now. — A basket of strawberries! — that's 
the thing ! I've got enough picked for that and to-night 
too. That will do !" 

Fleda's preparations were soon made, and with her bas- 
ket on her arm she was ready to set forth. 

" If pride had not been a little put down in me," ^e said 
smiling, " I suppose I should rather stay at home than go 
with such a petty offering. And no doubt every one tlmt 
sees it or hears of it will lay it to anything but the right 
reason. So much the world knows about the people it 
judges ! — It is too bad to leave you all alone, aunf Lucy." 

Mrs. Rossitur pulled her down for a kiss, a kiss in which 
how much was said on both sides! — ^and Fleda set forth, 
choosing as she very commonly did the old-time way 
through the kitchen. 

'' Off again ?" said Barby who was on her knees scrub- 
bing the great flag-stones of the hearth. 

"Yes, I am going up to see the donation party." 

" Has the minister come 1" 

" No, but he is coming to day, I understand." 

" He ha'n't preached for 'em yet, has he ?" 

" Not vet ; I suppose he will next Sunday." 
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'•^' They are in a mighty harry to give him a dcmatioii 

Farty !" said Barby. ^^ Pd ha' waited till he was here first, 
don't believe they'd be quite so spry with their donations 
if they had paid the last man up as they ought. I'd rather 
give a-man what belongs to him, and make him presents 
Afterwards*" 

" Why so I hope they will, Barby," said Fleda laughing. 
But Barby said no more. 

The parsonage-house was about a quarter of a mile, a lit- 
tle more, from the saw-mill, in a line at right angles with 
the main road. Fleda took Hugh from his work to see her 
safe there. The road ran north, keeping near the level of 
the mid-hill where it branched off a little below the saw- 
mill ; and as the ground continued rising towards the east 
and was well clothed with woods, the way at this hour was 
«ti)l pleasantly shady. To the left, the same slope of 
ground carried down to the foot of the hill gave them, an 
uninterrupted view over a wide plain or bottom, edged in 
the distance with a circle of gently swelHng hills. Close 
against the hills, in the far comer of the plain, lay the lit- 
tle village of Queechy Run, hid from sight by a slight in- 
tervening rise of ground ; not a chimney shewed itself in 
•the whole spread of country. A sunny landscape just now ; 
but rich in picturesque associations of hay-codtt and win- 
rows, spotting it near and far ; and close by below them 
was a field of mowers at work ; they could distinctly hear 
the measured rush of the scythes through the grass, and 
then the soft clink of the rifles would seem to play some old 
delicious tone of childi^ days. Fleda made Hugh stand 
still to listen. It was a warm day, but '' the sweet south 
that breathes upon a bank of violets," could hardly be more 
tfweet than the air which coming to them over the whole 
breadth of the valley had been charged by the new-made 
hay. 

'* How good it is, Hugh," said Fleda, ^'that cme can get 
out of doors and forget everything that ever happened or 
ever .will happen within four walls !" 

" Do you 1" said Hugh, rather soberly. 

^* Yes I do,*— even in my flower-patoh, right before the 
house-door; but- A^r^ — "said Fleda, turning away and 
•winging her basket of strawberries as she went, '* i have 
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{f»o. idea I ever did suoh a thing as make bread !•— and how 
'<Qlothesget mended I do not comprehend in the least !"< 

. " And^ have you forgotten the peas and the asparagus 
too?" 

. "I am .afraid you haven't, dear Hugh," said Fleda, link- 
-iag: her arm within his. '^Hugh, — ^I must find some way 
to make money." 

'^ More money ?" said Hugh smiling. 

'^Yes — ^this garden business is all very well, but it 
doesn't come to any very great things afler all, if you are 
aware of it ; and Hugh, I want to get aunt Lucy, a new 
dress. I can't bear to see her in that old merino and it 
isn't good for her. Why Hugh she couldn't possibly see 
anybody, if anybody should come to the house.^' 

" Who is there to come *?" said Hugh. 

^^ Why nobody ; but still, she ought not to be bo." 

^^What more can you do, dear Fleda? You work a 
great deal too hard already," said Hugh sighing. '' You 
should have seen the way fiitiier and mother looked at you 
last night when you were asleep on the so&." 

Fleda stifled her sighy and went on. 

'* I am sure there are things that /might be done — ^things 
£>r the booksdllers^^tranalating, or copying, or something, 
— I don't know exactly — ^I have heard of people's doing 
Budi things. I mean to write to unde Orrin uid ask him. 
I am sure he can manage it for me»" 

*^ What were you writing the other night ?" said Hugh 
suddenly. 

>*When?" 

" The other night — ^when you were writing by the fire- 
light ? I saw your pencil scribbling away at a furious rate 
over the paper, and you kept your hjEUid up carefully 
between me and your face, but 1 could see it was some- 
thing very interesting. Ha ? — " said Hugh, laughingly try- 
ing to get another view of Fleda's &ce which was again 
kept from him. " S^nd thai to uncle Orrin, Fleda ; — or 
shew it to me first and then I will tell you." 

Fleda made no answer ; and at the parsonage door Hugh 
left her. ^ 

Two or three wagons were standing there but nobody to 
be seen. Fleda went up the steps and crossed the broad 
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piazza, brown and unpainted, but picturesque stiU, and 
guided by the sound of tongues turned to the right where 
she found a large low room, the very centre of the stir. 
But the stir had not by any means reached the height yet. 
Not more than a dozen people were gathered. Here were 
aunt Syra and Mrs. Douglass, appointed a committee to re- 
ceive and dispose the offerings as they were brought in. 

" Why there is not much to be seen yet," said Fleda. 
" I did not know I was so early." 

,*'Time enough," said l^rs. Douglass. ''They'll come 
the thicker when they do come. Good morning, Dr. 
Quackenboss ! — ^I hope you're a going to give us something 
else besides a bow? and 1 won't take none of your physic 
neither." 

''I humbly submit," said the doctor graciously, ''that 
nothing ought to be expected of gentlemen that — % — ^are so 
unhappy as to be alone ; for they really — ^a — have nothing 
to give, — ^but theniselves." 

There was a shout of merriment. 

" And suppos'n that's a gift that nobody wants ?" said 
Mrs. Douglass's sharp eye and voice at once. 

"In that case," said the doctor, "I really — Miss Ring- 
gan, may I — a — may I relieve your hand of this fair bur- 
den ?" 

"It is not a very fair burden, sir," said Fleda, laughing 
and relinquishing her strawberries. 

" Ah but, &ir, you know, I mean, — ^we speak — in that 

sense Mrs. Douglass, here is by fiur the most elegant 

offering that your hands will have the honour of receiving 
this day." 

" I hope so," said Mrs. Douglass, " or there won't be 
much to eat for the minister. Did you never take notice 
how elegant things somehow made folks grow poor 1" 

" I guess he'd as leave see something a little substantial,'* 
said aunt Syra. 

" Well now," said the doctor, " here is Miss Rinnan, 
who is unquestionably — a — elegant I — and I am sure no- 
body will say that she^-looks poor !" 

In one sense, surely not ! lliere could not be two opin- 
ions. But with all the fairness of health, and the flush 
which two or three feelings had brought to her cheeks, there 
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wfts a look as if the workings of tbe jnind had refined away 
a little of the strength of the physical frame, and as if grow- 
ing poor in Mrs. Douglass's seiMe« that is, thin, might easily 
be the next step. 

" What's your uncle going to give us, Fleda ?" said aunt 
Syra. 

But Fleda was saved replying ; for Mrs. Douglass, who 
if she was sharp could be good-natured too, and had watched 
to see how Fleda took the double fire upon elegance and 
poverty, could bear no more trial of tiiat sweet gentle face. 
Without giving her time to answer she carried her off to 
see the things already stored in the closet, bidding the doc- 
tor over her shoulder "be off after his goods, whether he 
had got 'em or no." 

There was certainly a promising beginning made for the 
future minister's comfort. One shelf was already com- 
pletely stocked with pies, and another shewed a quantity 
of cake, and biscuits enough to last a good-sized family for 
several meals. 

" That is always the way," said Mrs. Douglass ; — " it's 
the strangest thing that folks has no sense ! Now one half 
o' them pies '11 be dried up afore they can eat the rest ; — 
'taih't much loss, for Mis' Prin sent 'em doWn, and if they 
are worth anything it's the; first time anything ever come 
out of her house that was. Now look at them biscuit !"— 

" How many are coming to eat them 1" said Fleda. 

" How ?" 

" How large a family has the minister 1" 

'* He ha'n't a bit of a family ! He ain't married." 

« Not !" 

At the grave way in which Mrs. Douglass iaced round 
upon her and answer^, and at the idea of a single mouth 
devoted to all that olosetfiil, Fleda's gravity gave place to 
most uncontrollable merriment. 

" No," said Mrs. Douglass, with a curious twist of her 
mouth but commanding herself, — " he ain't to be sure — ^not 
yet. He ha'n't any family but himself and some sort of 
a housekeeper, I suppose , they'll divide the house between 
'em." 

" And the biscuits, I hope," said Fleda. " But what will 
he do with all the other things, Mrs. Douglass 1" 
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''Sell 'em if he don't want 'em," said Mis. Doo^^ 
quizzicallj. '' Shut up, Fleda, I forget who sent them bi^ 
ouit — somebody that ealcukted to imtke a shew ft>r a little, 
I reckon. — ^My sakes ! I believe it was Mis' Springer her- 
self! — ^she didn't hear me thou^" said Mrs. Douglass 
peeping out of the half open door. ^ It's a good thing the 
world ain't all alike ; — there^s Mis' Plumfield — stop now, 
and I'll tell you all she sent ; — ^that big jar of lard, there's 
as good as eighteen or twenty pound, — and that basket <^ 
eggs, I don't know how many there is, — and that cheese, a 
seal fine one I'll be bounds she wouldn't pick oiit the'Worst 
in;her dairy,r— and Seth fetched down a hundred weight of 
com meal and another of rye flour; now that's what I call 
doing things something like; if everybody else would keep 
Up their end as well as they keep up their'n the world 
wouldn't be j quite so one-^ded as it is. I never see liie 
time yet when I couldn't tell where to fold Mis' Plumfield." 
,,, ''/No, nor anybody else," said Fleda looking happy« 

"There's Mis' Silbert couldn't find nothing better to send 
than a kag of soap," Mrs. Douglass went <»i, seeming very 
|XMieh>4dnu8ed ; — " I wa^ beat when I saw that waik in! I 
shpuld think she'd feel streaked to come here by and by 
and' see it a standing between Mis' Plumield's lard and 
Mis' Qavering's pork — that's a handsome kag of.poii^ ain't 
it? . ^What's that man done with your strawberries?— Ill 
put 'em up here afore somebody takes a notion to 'em. — 
I'll let the minister know who he's got to thank for ^em,'* 
said she, winking at Fleda. "Where's Dr. Qoaokenbossl" 

" Coming, ma'am !" sounded from the hall, and forthwith 
at the open door entered the doctor's head, simultaneously 
with a lafge cheese which he was rolling .before him, the 
iieat.of the doctor's person being thrown into the baok* 
ground in consequence. A curioiw natural representatioD 
of a wheelbarrow, the wheel bemg the only artifidal 
part. 

" Oh !— that!« you, doctor is itf ' said Mrs. Douglaas. 

" This is me, ma'am," said the doctor, rolling up to the 
closet door, — ^"this has the honour to be — a — ^mysel^ — 
brinffing my service to the feet of Miss Ringgan." 

" '^Tain't very elegant," said the sharp lady. 

Fleda thought if his service was at her foet» her feet 
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o^jiQ^litheiway. and went to o^e of tibe wmdow&S;jGrQm 
whence she could have a view both of the ^comers and 
the come ; and by this time thoroughly in the spirit of the 
thing she used her eyes upon both with gr/sat amusement. 
Pepple were constantly arriving now, in wagons and on 
foot; and stores. of all kinds we^e most literally pouring 
in. Bags and even barrels of meal, flour, pork, and poitfl^. 
toes ; strings of dried apples, Balt^ hams and beef; hops, 
pickles, vinegar, maple sugar and molasses ; rolls of fresh 
butter, cheese, and eggs ; cake, bread, and pies, without 
end. Mr. Penny, the storekeeper, sent a box of tea. Mr. 
Winegor, the carpenter, a new. ox-sled. Earl Douglass 
brought a handsome axe-helve of his own fashioning ; hia 
wife a quantity of rolls of wool. Zan Finn carted a. load 
of wood into the wood-shed, and Squire Thornton another. 
Home-made candles, custards, preserves, and smoked liver, 
came in a batch from two or three miles off up on the 
mountain. Half a dozen chairs from the factory man. 
Half a dozen brooms from the other st(^e-keeper at the 
Deep water settlement. A carpet for the best room from 
the ladies of the township, who had clubbed forces to fur- 
nish it ; and a home-m^de concern it was, from the shears 
to the loom. 

The room was full now, for every one after depositing his 
gift turned aside to see what others. had brought and were 
bringing ; and men and women, the young and old, had 
their several circles of gossip in various parts of the crowd. 
Apart from them aU Fleda sat in her window, probably 
voted " elegant'' by others than the doctor, for they vouch- 
safed her no more than a transitory attention and sheered 
off to find something more congenial. She sat watdiing 
the people ; smiling very often as some odd figure, or look, 
or some peculiar turn of expression or tone of voice, caught 
her ear or her eye. 

, Both ear and eye were fastened by a young countryman 
with a particularly fresh face whom she saw approachins 
the house. He came up on foot, carrying a single fowl 
slung at his back by a stick thrown across his shoulder ; 
and without stirring hat or stidc he cam« into the room and 
made his way through the crowd of people, looking to the 
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one hand and the other evidently in a maze of doubt to 
whom he should deliver himself and his chicken, till brought 
up by Mrs. Douglass's sharp voice. 

" Well Philetus ! what are you looking forf 

" Do, Mis' Douglass !" — ^it is impossTble to express the 
abortive attempt at a bow which accompanied this saluta- 
tion,- — " I want to know if the minister *11 be m town to- 
day?" 

"What do you want of himT 

" I don't want nothin' of him. I want to know if he'll 
be in town to-day ?" 

"Yes — I expect he'll be along directly — ^why, what then 1'* 

" Cause I've got teu chickens for him here, and mother 
said they hadn't ought to be kept no longer, and if he 
wa'n't to hum I were to fetch 'em back, straight." 

" Well he'll be here, so let's have 'em," said Mrs. Doug- 
lass biting her lips. 

" Wha?s become o' t'other one 1" said Earl, as the young 
man's stick was brought round to the table ;-^"l guess 
you've lost it, ha'n't you f 

" My gracious !" was all Philetus's powers were equal to. 
Mrs. Douglass went off into fits which rendered her inca- 
pable of speaking and left the unlucky chidcen-bearer to 
tell his story his own way, but all he brought forth was 
" Du tell !— I am beat !— '** 

"Where's toother one?" said Mrs. Douglass between 
paroxysms. 

" Why I ha'n't done nothin' to it," said Philetus dis- 
mally, — ^" there was teu on 'em afore I started, and I took 
and tied 'em together and hitched 'em onto the stick, and 
that one must ha' loosened itself off some way — I believe 
the darned thing did H o' purpose." 

" i guess your mother knowed that one wouldn't keep 
till it got here," said Mrs. Doi^lass. 

The room was now all one shout, in the midst of which 
poor Philetus took himself off as speedily as possible. 
Before Fleda had dried her eyes her attention was taken 
by a lady and gentleman who had just got out of a vehide 
of more than the ordinary pretension and were eoming up 
to the door. The gentleman was young, the lady was not, 
both had a particularly amiable and pleasant appearance ; 
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but about the lady there was something that moved Fleda * 
siugularlj and somehow touched the spring of old memo- 
ries, which she felt stirring at the sight of her. As they 
neared the house she lost them — ^then they entered the room 
and came through it slowly, looking about them w|th an 
air of good-hunK)ured amusement. Fleda's eye was fixed, 
but her mind puzzled itself in vain to recover what in her 
experience had been connected with that fair and lady-like 
physiognomy and the bland smile that was overlooked by 
those acute eyes. The eyes met hers, and then seemed to 
reflect her doubt, for they remained as fixed as her own 
while the lady quickening her steps came up to her. 

'' I am sure," she said, holding out her hand, and with a 
gentle graciousness that was very agreeable, — " I am sure 
you are somebody I know. What is your name 1'* 

" Fleda Rfnggan." 

'' I thought so !" said the lady, now shaking her hand 
warmly and kissing her, — "I knew nobody could have 
been your mother but Amy Qiarlton I How like her you 
look! — Don't you know mel don't you remember Mrs. 
Evelyn ?" 

" Mrs. Evelyn !" said Fleda, the whole coming back to 
her at once. 

" You remember me now % — How well I recollect you ! 
and all that old time at Montepoole. Poor little creature 
that you were ! and dear little creature, as I am sure you 
have been ever since. And how is your dear aunt Lucy ?" 

Fleda answered that she was well. 

" I used to love her very much — that was before I knew 
you — ^before she went abroad. We have just got home — 
this spring ; and now we are staying at Montepoole for a 
few days.- I shall come and see her to-morrow — I knew 
you were somewhere in this region, but I did not know 
exactly where to find you; that was one reason why I 
came here to-day — I thought I might hear something of 
you. And where are your aunt Lucy's children % and how 
are they 1" • 

" Hugh is at home/' said Fleda, " and rather delicate— 
Charlton is in the army." « 

" In the army. In Mexico !" — 

" In Mexico he has been" — 

98 
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- IVYottr poor aiint Lucy !" 

i — '' la Mexico he has been, but he is just coming home 
now — ^he has been wounded, and he is coming home, to 
spend a loqg furlough.-' 

." Coming home. That will make jou all very happy. 
And ftugh is delicate — and how are you, love ? you hardly 
look like a country -girl. Mr. Olmney! — ^" said Mrs. 
Evelyn looking round Sot her companion, who was standing 
quietly a few steps off surveying the scene, — " Mr. Olmney ! 
— ^I am going to 4o you a favour, sir, in introducing you 
to Miss Binggan*^-a very old friend of mine. Mr. Olmney, 
— ^these are not exactly the apple-cheeks and robusttous 
demonstrations we are taught to look for in country-land ?" 

This was said with a kind of aly funny enjoyment which 
took away everything disagreeable from the appeal ; but 
Fleda conceived a &vourable opinion of the person to 
whom it was made from the fact that he paid her no com- 
pliment and made no answer beyond a very pleasant smile. 

< '^ What is Mrs. Evelyn's definition of a very old friend V 
sai^ he with another smile, as-that lady moved off to take 
a more particular view of what she had come to see. " To 
judge by the specimen before me I should consider it very 
equivocal." 

< ^\ Perhaps Mrs. Evelyn counts friendships by inheritance," 
said Eleda. ^' I think they ought to be counted so." 

'^ ' Thine • own friend and thy Other's friend forsake 
not' ?" said the yovmg man. 

Fleda looked up and smiled a pleased answer. 

" There is something very lovely in the feithfulness of 
tried friendship— and very uncommon." 

'^ I know that it is uncommon only by hearsay," said 
Fleda. *^ I have so matiy good friends." 

He was silent for an instant, possi))ly thinking there 
might be a reason for that unknown only to Fleda her- 
self. 

" Perhaps one must be in peculiar circumstances to real- 
ize it," he said sighing ; — "circumstances that leave one of 
no importance to any one in the world. — ^But it is a kind 
lesson !--one learns to depend more on the one friendship 
that can never disappoint. 

Fleda's eyes again gave an answer of sympathy, for she 
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these circumstances had probably been known to him- 
aelf. 

^'Thii is rather an amusing scene," he remarked pres- 
ently in a low. time. 

'^ Very," said Fleda. " I have never seem such a' one be- 
fore." 

'■■ ^^Nor I," said he. ^4t is a pleasant scene too; it is 
pleasant to see so many evidences of kindness and good 
feeling on the part of all these people." 
'• '^' There is all the more shew of it, I syf^pose, to-day," 
said Fleda, '' because we have a new minister coming ;-*- 
they want to make a favourable impression." 

*^ Do^ Uie old proverb of the ' new broom' hold good 
here too?" eaid he amiling. "What's the name of your 
new minister 1" 

" I am not certain," said Fleda, — ^^ there were two talked 
of — ^the last I heard was that it was an old Mr. Carey ; but 
from what I hear this morning I suppose it must be the 
other — a Mr. Ollum, or some such queer name, I believe." 
. Fleda thought her hearer looked very much amused, and 
followed his eye into the room, where Mrs. Evelyn was 
gc»ng about in all quarters looking at everything, and find- 
ing oceaidon to Miter into conversation with at lea%t a quar- 
ter of the people who were present. Whatever she was 
filling it seemed at that moment' to have sometiung to do 
with &em, for sundry eyes turned in t^eir direction; and 
presently Dr. Quackenboss came up, with even more thaa 
common suavity •f manner. 

, " I trust Miss Ringgan will do me the fiivour of making \ 
meibcquainted with — a — with our future pastor !" said tl^ 
doctor,, looking however not at all at Miss Ringgan but 
iltraight fftt the pastor in question. " I have great pleasure 
in giving you the iirst welcome^ sir,— or, I should say, 
nther the'seoond ; since no doubt Miss Ringgan has been 
in adviftnce of me. It is not un — ^a — appropriate, sir, for I 
may say we — ^a — divide the town between us. You are, 
I am sure, a worthy representative of Peter and Paul ; and 
I am — ^a — ^a pupil of Esculapus, sir ! You are the Intel* 
lectual physician, and I am the external." 

" 1 hope we shall both prove ourselves good workmen, 
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or," said tiie young minister, shaking the doctor's hand 
heartily. 

"This is Dr. Quackenboss, Mr. Olmney," said Fleda, 
making a tremendous effort. But though she could see cor- 
responding indications about her companion's eyes and 
mouth, she admired the kindness and self-command with 
which he listened to the doctor's civilities and answered 
them ; expressing his grateful sense of the favours received 
not only from him but from others. 

" O — ^a little to begin with," said the doctor, looking round " 
upon the room, which would certainly have furnished thai 
for fifly people ; — " I hope we ain't done yet by consider- 
able — But here is Miss Ringgan, Mr. — a — ^Ummin, that 
has brought you some of the fruits of her own garden, with 
her own &ir hands — ^a basket of fine strawberries — ^which I 
am sure — ^a — will make you forget everything else W 

Mr. Olmney had the good-breeding not to look at Fleda, 
as he answered, ''^I am sure the spirit of kindness was the 
same- in all, Dr. Quackenboss, and I trust not to foi^et that 
readily." 

Others now came up ; and Mr. Olmney was walked off 
to be'" made acquainted" with all or with all the chief of 
his parishioners then and there assembled. Fleda watched 
him going about, shaking hands, talking and smiling, in all 
directions, with about as much freedom of locomotion as a 
fly in a spider's web ; till at Mrs. Evelyn's approach tlie 
others fell off a little, and taking him by the arm she res- 
cued him. 

"My dear Mr. Olmney!" she whispered, with an in- 
tensely amused face, — " I shall have a vision of you every 
day for a month to come, sitting down to dinner with a 
rueful face to a whortleberry pie ; for there are so many of 
them your conscience will not let you have anything else 
cooked — you cannot manage more than one a d^." 

" Pies !" said the young gentleman, as Mrs. Evelyn left 
talking to indulge her feelings in ecstatic quiet laugtdng, — 
" I have a horror of pies !" 

" Yes, yes," said Mrs. Evelyn nodding her head delight- 
edly as she drew him towards the pantry, — "I know! — 
CSome and see what is in store for you. You are to do 
penance for a month to oome with tin pans of blackberry 
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jam fnsigi^ with pie-crust — ^no, they can't be blackberries, 
they must be raspberries — ^the blackberries are not ripe yet. 
And you may sup upon cake and custards — unless you give 
the custards for the little pig out there — ^he will want some- 
thing." 

" A pig ! — " said Mr. Olmney in a maze ; Mrs. Evelyn 
again giving out in distress. '^ A pig f said Mr. Olmney. 

" Yes — a pig — a very little one," said Mrs. Evelyn con- 
vulsively, " I am sure he is hungry now 1 — " 

They had reached the pantry, and Mr. Olmney's face was 
all that was wanting to Mrs. Evelyn's delight. How she 
smothered it, so that it should go no further than to distress 
his self-command, is a mystery known only to the initiated. 
Mrs. Douglass was fbrthwith called into council. 

" Mrs. Douglass," said Mr. Olmney, " I feel very much 
inclined to play the host, and beg my friends to share with 
me some of these good things they have been so bountifully 
providing." 

" He would enjoy them much more than he would alone, 
Mrs. Douglass," said Mrs. Evelyn, who still had hold of 
Mr. Olmney's arm, looking round to the lady with a most 
benign &ce. 

'^ 1 reckon some of 'em would be past enjoying by the 
time he got to 'em wouldn't they ?" said the lady. " Well, 
they'll have to take 'em in their fingers, for our crockery 
ha'n't come yet — I shall have to jog Mr. Flatt's elbow — 
but hungry folks ain't curious." 

" In their fingers, or any way, provided you have only a 
knife to cut them with," said Mr. Olmney, while Mrs. 
Evelyn squeezed his arm in secret mischief; — " and pray if 
we can muster two knives let us cut one of these cheeses, 
Mrs. Douglass." 

And presently Fleda saw pieces of pie walking about in 
all directions supported by pieces of cheese. And then 
Mrs. Evelyn and Mr. Olmney came out from the pantry 
and came towards her, the latter bringing her with his own 
hands a portion in a tin pan. The two ladies sat down in 
the window together to eat and be amused. 

'' My dear FJeda, I hope you are hungry 1" said Mrs. 
Evelyn, biting her pie Fleda could not help thinking with 
an air of good-humoured condescension. 
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\ ''1 am, ma'am,'' sdie said lauding. 

'^ You look just as yon used to do," Mrs. Evelyn went 
on earnestly. 

''Do n" said Fleda, privately thinking that the lady 
must have good eyes for features of resemblance. 

'' Except that you have more colour in your cheeks and 
more sparkles in ydur eyes. Dear little creature, that you 
were ! 1 want to inake you know my children. Do you 
remember that Mr. and Mrs. Carleton that took such care 
of you at Montepoolel" 

" Certainly I do ! — very well." 

" We saw them last winter — we were down at their 

oountry-place in shire. They have a magnificent place 

there — everything you can think of to make life pleasant. 
We spent a week with them. My dear Fleda ! — ^I wish I 
could shew you that place ! you never saw anything like it.'' 

Fleda eat her pie. 

" We have nothing like it in this country — of course — 
cannot have. One of those superb English country-seats 
is beyond even the imagination of an American." 

'' Nature has been as kind to us, hasn't she 1" said Fleda. 

" O yes, but such fortunes you know. Mr. Olmney, 
' what do you think of those ovei^rown fortunes % I was 
speaking to Miss Binggan just now of a gentleman who 
Ims forty thousand pounds a year income — sterling, sir ; — 
forty thousand pounds a year sterling. Somebody says, 
you know, that ' he who has more than enough is a thief 
of the nehts of hb brother,' — ^what do you think 1" 

But Mr. Olnmey's attention was at the moment fordUy 
called off by the '' income" of a parishioner. 

''I suppose," said Fleda, ''his thievish character must 
depend entirely on the use he makes of what he has." 

" I don't know," said Mrs. Evelyn shaking her head, — 
^ I think the possession of great wealth is very hardening." 

" To a fine nature 1" said Fleda. 

Mrs. Evelyn shook her head again, but did not seem to 
think it worth while to reply ; and Fleda was trying liie 
question in her own mind whedier wealth or poverty might 
be the most hardening in its eflfects; when Mr. Olmney 
having succeeded in getting free again came and took bu 
station beside them ; and they had a particularly pleasant 
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talk, which Floda who had seen nobody in a great wMle 
enjoyed very much. They had several such talks in the 
course of th& da}s ^r though the distractions caused by 
Mr. Olmney's other friends were many and engrossing, he 
generally contdved in time to find his way bade to their 
window. ^Meanwhile Mrs* JBvelyn had a great deal to say 
to Fleda and to hear from h^ ; and left her at last und^ 
an engagement to spend the next day at the Pool. 
~ Upon Mr. Olmney's departure with Mrs. Evelyn the 
attraction which had held the company together was broken, 
and they scattered fast. Fleda presently finding herself in 
the minority was glad to set out with Miss Anastasia Finn 
and her sister Lucy, who would leave her but very little 
way from her own door. But she had more company than 
she bargained for. Dr. Quackenboss was pleased to attach 
himself to their party, though his own shortest road cer- 
tainly lay in another direction ; and Fleda wondered what 
he had done with his wagon, which beyond a question must 
have brought the cheese in the morning. She edged her- 
self out of the conversation as much as possible, and hoped 
it would prove so agreeable that he would not think of 
attending her home. In vain. When they made a stand 
at the cross roads the doctor stood on her side. 

" I hope now you've made a commencement, you will 
oome to see us again, Fleda," said Miss Lucy. 

" What's the use of asking ?" said her sister abruptly. 
^ If she has a mind to she will, and if she ha'n't I am sure 
we don't want her." 

They turned off. 

" Those are excellent people," said the doctor when they 
were beyond hearing ; — " really respectable !" 

" Are they 1" said Fleda. 

'^ But your goodness does not look, I am sure, to find — a 
— Parisian graces, in so remote a cirde ?" 

" Certainly not !" said Fleda. 

'^ We have had a genial day !" said the doctor, quitting 
the Finns. 

'* I don't know," said Fleda, permitting a little of her 
inward merriment to work off, — '' I think it has been rather 
too hot." 

'' Yes," said the doctor, '^ the sun has been ardent ; but I 
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referred rather to tl^e — ^a— -to the warming of affections, 
and the pleasant exchange of intercourse on all sides which 
has taken place. How do you likeour-^^tt — ^the stranger?" 
" Who, sir V 

" The new-comer, — ^this young Mr. Ummin ?" 
Fleda answered, but she hardly knew what, Ibr she was 
musing whether the doctor would go away or come in. 
They reached the door, and Fleda invited him, with terrible 
efK>rt afler her voice ; the doctor having just blandly offered 
an opinion upon the decided polish of Mr. Olnmey's man- 
ners! 
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CHAPTER XXIIL 



Labour Ib light, where lore (quoth I) doth pay; 
(Sidth he) light burthens heavy, if far borne. 

Drayton. 



FLEDA pushed open the parlour door and preceded her 
convoj, in a kind of tip-toe state of spirits. The first 
thing that met her eyes was her aunt in one of the few hand- 
some silks which were almost her sole relic of past ward- 
robe prosperity, and with a face uncommonly happy and 
pretty ; and the next instant she saw the explanation of this 
appearance \n her cousin Charlton, a little palish, but look^ 
ing better than she had ever seen him, and another gentle- 
man of whom her eye. took in only the general outlines of 
&shion and comfortable circumstances ; now too strange to 
it to go unnoted. In Eleda's usual mood her next move- 
ment would have been made with a demureness that would 
have looked like bashfulness. But the amusement and 
pleasure of the day just passed had for the moment set her 
spirits free from the burden that generally bound them 
down ; and they were as elastic as her step as she came 
forward und presented to her aunt " Dr. Quackenboss," — 
and then turned to shake her cousin's hand. 

" Charlton ! — ^Where did you come from ? We didn't 
expect you so soon." 

" You are not sorry to see me, I hope •?" 

" Not at all — very glad ;" — ^and then as her eye glanced 
towards the other new-comer Charlton presented to her " Mr. 
Thorn ;" and Fleda's &ncy made a sudden quick leap on 
the instant to the old hall at Montepoole and the shot dog. 
And then Dr. Quackenboss was presented, an introduction 
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which Capt. Rossitur received coldly, and Mr. Thorn with 
something more than frigidity. 

The doctor's elasticity however defied, depression, espe- 
cially in the presence of a silk dress and a military coat. 
Fleda presently saw that he was agonizing her uncle. Mrs. 
Rossitur had drawn close to her son. Fleda was left to 
take care of the other visiter. The young men had both 
seemed more struck at the vision presented to them than 
she had been on her pi^rt. S^e thought neither of them was 
very ready to speak to her. 

" I did not know," said Mr. Thorn softly, " what reason I 
had to thank Kosntur fbr bringing md home with him to- 
night — ^he promised me a supper and a welcome, — ^but I find 
he did not tell me the half of my entertainment." 

^That was wise in him," said Fleda ; — "the half that is 
not expected is always worth a great deal more than the 
other.'^ 

" In this case, most assuredly," said Thorn bowing, and 
Fleda was sure not knowing what to make of her. 

^'Haye you been in Mexico too, Mr. Thorn?" 

'* Not I ! — ^that's an entertainment I beg to decline. I 
oever felt inclined to barter an arm for a dioulder-knot, or 
to abridge my usual means of locomotion for the privilege 
of riding on parade— or selling oneself for a name — Peter 
Schlemil's selling his shadow I can understand ; but this is 
really lessening oneself that one's shadow may grow the 
larger." 

" But you were in the army?" said Fleda. 

(( Yes — ^It wasn't my doing. There is a time, you know, 
when one must please the old folks — ^I grew old enou^ and 
wise enough to cut loose from the army before I had gained 
or lost much by it." 

He did not understand the displeased gravity of Fleda's 
fiice, and went on insmuatingly ; — 

" Unless I have lost what Charlton has gained — some- 
thing I did not know hung upon the decision — Perhaps you 
think a man is taller fbr having iron heels to his boots?" 

*' I do not measure a man by his inches," sAid Fleda. 

"Then you have no particular predilection for shooting- 
men ?" 

" I have no predilection fbr shooting anything, sir." 
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,'^Then I am safe !•" said he, with an arrogant little air of 
satis&ction. "I ^as born under an indolent star, but I 
confess to you, privately, of the two I would rather gather 
my harvests with the sickle than the sword. How does 
your uncle find it f 

"Find what, sir?" 

" The worship of Ceres % — I remember he used to be de- 
voted to Apollo and the Muses." 

"Are they rival deities'?" 

" Why — I have been rather of the opinion that they were 
too m^ny for one house to hold," said Thorn glancing at 
Mr. Hossitur. " But perhaps the Griices manage to recon- 
cile them!" 

" Did you ever hear of the Graces getting supper 1" said 
Fleda. " Because Ceres sometimes sets them at that work. 
Uncle Rolf," she added as she passed him, — " Mr. Thorn is 
inquiring after Apollo — will you set him right, while I do 
the .same for the tablcrcloth T 

Her uncle looked from her sparkling eyes to the rather 
puzzled expression of his guest^s face. 

"I was only asking your lovely niece," said Mr.* Thorn 
coming down from his stilts,-:—" how you liked this country 

life r 

Dr. Quackenboss bowed, probably in approbation of the 
epithet. 

" Well sir — -what information did sh^. give you on the 
subject?" . 

" Left me in the dark, sir, with a vague hope that you 
would enlighten me." 

"I trust Mr. Rossitur can give a favourable report?'* 
said the doctor benignly. 

But Mr. Rossitur's frowning brow looked very little like 
it. 

" What do you say to our country life, sir T 

" It's a confounded life, sir," said Mr. Rossitur, taking a 
pamphlet from the table to fold and twist as he spoke, — " it 
is a confounded life ; for the head and the hands must either 
live separate, or the head must do no other work but wait 
upon the hands. It is an alternative of loss and waste, sir." 

"The alternative seems to be of — ^a — ^limited applica- 
tion," said the doctor, as Fleda, having found that Hugh 
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and Barby had been beforehand with her, now came back 
to the company. " I am sure this lady would not give such 
' a testimony." 

*' About what T said Fleda, colouring under the fire of 
so many eyes. 

"The blighting influence of Ceres' sceptre," said Mr. 
Thorn. 

" This country life," said her uncle ; — " do you like it, 
Fleda f 

" You know uncle," said she cheerfully, " I was always 
of the old Douglasses' mind — I like better to hear the lark 
sing than the mouse squeak." 

"Is that one of Earl Douglass's sayings?" said the 
doctor. 

■ " Yes sir," said Fleda with quivering lips, — " but not the 
one you know — ^an older man." 

" Ah !" said the doctor intelligently. " Mr. Rossitur, — 
speaking of hands, — I have employed the Irish very much 
of late years — they are as good as one can have, if you do 
not wuit a head." 

" That is to say, — if you have a head," said Thorn. 

" Exactly !" said the doctor, all abroad, — " and when 
there are not too many of them together. I had enough 
of that, sir, some years ago when a multitude of them 
were employed on the public works. The Irish were in a 
state of mutilation sir, all through the country." 

" Ah !" said Thorn, — " had the military been at work 
upon them 1" 

" No sir, but I wish they had, I am sure ; it would have 
been for the peace of the town. There were hundreds of 
them. We were in want of an army." 

" Of surgeons, — I should think," said Thorn. 

Fleda saw the doctor's dubious air and her uncle's com- 
pressed lips; and commanding herself, with even a look of 
something like displeasure she quitted her seat by Mr. 
Thorn and called the doctor to the window to look at a 
cluster of rose acacias just then in their glory. He admired, 
and she expatiated, till she hoped everybody but herself 
had forgotten what they had been talking about. But they 
had no sooner returned to their seats than Thorn began 
again. 



" The Irl^' in your town are ad; in tke game mutilaled 

state now, I suppose, sir V * * 

" No sir, no," said the doctor ; — " there are much fewear 
of them to break .^u^h other's bones. It was all among 
themselves, sir." 

" The country is full of foreigners," said Mr. Bossitur 
with praiseworthy gravity. 

"Yes sir," «aid Dr. Quackenboss thoughtfully; — "we 
shall have none of our ancestors left in a short time, if 
they go on as they are doing," 

Fleda was beaten from the field, and rushing into the 
breakfast-room astonished Hugh by seizing hold of him 
and indulging in a most prolonged and unbounded laugh. 
She did not shew herself again till the company came in to 
supper; but then she was found as grave as MUierva. 
She devoted herself particularly to the care and entertain- 
ment of Dr. Quackenboss till he took leave; nor could 
Thorn get another chance to talk to her through all th« 
evening. 

When he and Rossitur were at last in their rooms Fieda 
told her story. 

" You don't know how pleasant it was, aunt Lucy — how 
much I enjoyed it — seeing and talking to somebody again. 
Mrs. Evelyn w^as so "very kind." 

" I am very glad, my darling," said Mrs^ Rossitur, stro- 
king away the hair from the forehead that was bent down 
towards her; — "I am glad you had it to-day, and I am 
glad you will have it again to-morrow." 

" You will have it too, aunt Lucy. Mrs. Evelyn will be 
here in the morning — she said so." 

" I shall not see her." 

" Why ? Now aunt Lucy ! — you will." 

"I have nothing in the world to see her in — ^I cannot." 
. '-You have this?" 

"For the morning? A rich French silk? — It would be 
absurd. No, no, — it would be better to wear my old 
merino than that." 

"But you will have to dress in the morning for Mr. 
Thorn ? — he will be here to breakfast." 

" I shall not come down to breakfast. — Don't look so, 
Inve! — I can't help it," 
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looking at her, " that any cobbler in the country would do 
what you are doing much better for sixpence?" 

^'I am quite aware of that," said Fleda, stitching 
away. 
' " Your hands are not strong enough for that work !" 

Fleda again smiled at him, in the very dint of giving a 
ha^d push to her needle ; a smile that would have witched 
^im into good-humour if he had not been determinately in 
a cloud and proof against everything. It only admonished 
him that he could not safely remain in the region of sun- 
beams ; and he walked up and down the room furiously 
again. The sudden ceasing of his footsteps presently made 
her look up. 

" What have you got there ? — Oh Charlton don't ! — ^please 
put that down !— ^I didn't know I had left them there-— They 
were a little wet and 1 laid them on the chair to dry." 

" What do you call this ?" said he, not minding her re- 
quest. 

" They are only my gardening gloves — I thought I had 
put them away." 

" Gloves !" said he, pulling at them, disdainfully, — ^ why 
here are two — one within the other — what's that for ?" 

"It's an old-fashioned way of mending matters, — ^two 
friends covering each other's deficiencies. The inner pair 
are too thin alone, and the outer ones have holes that are 
past cobbling." 

. " Are we going to have any breakfast to-day 1" said he 
flinging the gloves down. " You are very late !" 

'' No," said Fleda quietly. — " it is not time for aunt Lucy 
to be down yet." 

" Don't you have breakfast before nine o'clock ?" 

" Yes — by half-past eight generally." 

" Strange way of getting along on a farm ! — Well I can't 
wait — I promised Thorn I would meet him this morning — 
Barby ! — I wish you would bring me my boots ! — " 

Fleda made two springs, — one to touch Charlton's mouth, 
the other to close the door of communication with the 
kitchen. 

" Well ! — what is the matter ?— can't I have them ?" 

" Yes, ves, but ask me for what vou want. You musn't 
call upon Barby in that fashion." 
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**-We would take one thankfully if it would be so good 

to oome ; but seriously Charlton we haven't any," she 
said changing her tone. 

'*And have you done without one all through the 
warT 

" No — ^we used to borrow one from a kind neighbour onoe 
in a while, to make sure, as Mr. Thorn says, that you had 
not bartered an arm for a shoulder-knot." 

'* You never looked to see whether 1 was killed in the 
meanwhile, I suppose ?" 

" No— never," said Fleda gravely, as she took her plaoe 
on a low seat in thb comer, — " I always knew you were safe 
before I touched the paper." 

" What do you mean 1" 

" I am not an enemy, Charlton," said Fleda laughing. •* I 
mean that I used to make aunt Miriam look over the ao* 
counts before I did." 

Charlton walked up and down the room for a little whOe 
in sullen silence ; and then brought up before Fleda. 

" "What are you doing ?" 

Fleda looked up, — a glance that as sweetly and brightly 
as possible half asked half bade him be silent and ask no 
questions. 

" What are you doing ?" he repeated. 

•' I am putting a patch on my shoe." 

His look expressed more indignation than anything else, 

" What do you mean ]" 

" Just what I say," said Fleda, going on with her work. 

" What in the name of all the cobblers in the land do you 
do it for r 

^' Because I prefer it to having a hole in my shoe ; which 
would give me the additional trouble of mending my stock- 
mgs. 

Charlton muttered an impatient sentence, of which Fleda 
only understood that " the devil " was in it, and then desired 
to know if whole shoes would not answer the purpose as 
well as either holes or patches 1 

" Quite — ^if I had them," said Fleda, giving him another 
glance which with all its gravity and sweetness carried also 
a little gentle reproach. 

^* But do you know." said he afber standing still a minute 
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' **I ride with them there before breakftet. Fleda is up 
very -early to gather them." 

'' You have not been there this morning 1" 

" Yes." 

" With what f 

" Peas and strawberries." 

« And Fleda picked them 1" 
♦ " Yes — with some help from Barby and me." 

" That glove of hers was wringing wet." 

" Yes, with the pea-vines, and strawberries too ; you 
know they get so loaded with dew. O Fleda gets more 
than her gloves wet. . But she does not mind anything sbe 
doeiB for father and mother." 

'^ Humph ! — ^And does she get enough when all is done 
•to pay for the trouble ?" 

'' I don't know," said Hugh rattier sadly. '' Ske thinks 
so. It is no trifle." 

" Which 1— the pay or the trouble ?" 

^^ Both. But I meant the pay. Why she made ten dol- 
lars last year from the asparagus beds alone, and I doo^ 
know how mudi more this year." 

" Ten dollars !— The devil !" 

" Why 1" 

'' Have you come to counting your dollars by the teost** 

" We have counted our sixpences so a good while," said 
Hugh quietly. 

Charlton strode about the room again in much perturbi^ 
tion. Then came in Fleda, looking as bright as if dollars 
had been counted by the thousand, and bearing his boots. 

*' What on earth did you do that forf said he angrily. 
"I could have gone for them myself." 

" No harm done," said Fleda lightly, — " only I have got 
something else instead of the thanks I expected." 

"I can't conceive," said he, sitting down and sulkily 
drawing on his foot-gear, *' why this piece of punctiliousness 
should have made any more difficulty about bringing me 
my boots than about blacking them." 

A sly glance of intelligence, which Charlton was quick 
enough to detect, passed between Fleda and Hugh. His 
eye carried its question from one to the other. Fleda's 
gravity gave way. 



'* Donli look at <ae so, Cliarlton," said she hnighiiig ; — <' I 
caii't help it you are so excessively oomicalt — I raoom- 
^ meDd that you go out upon the grass^plat before the door 
and turn round two or three times." 

" Will you have the goodness to explain yourself] Who 
did black these boots r 

" Never pry into the secrets of families," said Fleda. 
^ Hugh and I have a couple of convenient little lairies k 
our service that do things unknowns^'* 

'' I blacked them, Charlton," said Hugh. 

Oapt. Rossitur gave his slippers a fling that carried theAi 
dean into the corner of the room. 

" I will see," he said rising, " whether some other servioe 
cannot be had more satisfactory than that of fairies!" 

'' Now Charlton," said Fleda with a sudden change of 
manner, coming to him and laying her hand most gently 
on his arm, — "please don't speak about these things before 
uncle Rolf or your mother — Please do not! — ^Charlton? 
— It would only do a great deal of harm and do no 
good." 

She looked up in his face, but he would not meet her 
pleading eye, and shook off her hand. 

^ I don't need to be instructed how to speak to my fiither. 
and mother; and I am not one of the household Uiat has 
aubmitted itself to your direction." 

Fleda sat down on her behdi and was quiet, but with a 
lip that. trembled a little and eyes that let fall one or two 
witnesses against him. Qiarlton did not see them, and he 
knew better than to meet. Hugh's look of reproadi. But 
for all that there was a certain consciousness that hung 
about the neck of his purpose and kept it down in spite of 
liim ; and it was not till break&st was half over that his ill- 
humour could make head against this gentle thwarting and 
east it off. For so long the meal was excessively dull. 
Hugh and Fleda had their own thoughts; Charlton was 
biting his resolution into every slice of bread and butter 
that occupied him ; and Mr. Rossitur's face looked like any- 
thing but encouraging an inquiry into his af&irs. Since Ids 
sdh's arrival he had been most uncommonly gloomy ; and 
Mrs. Rossitur's fiice was never in sunshine wlmn his was in 
shade. 
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*' Toull have a wann day of it at the mil), Hugfa,^ said 
Fleda, by way of saying something to break the dismal 
monotony of knives and forks. 

^' Does that mill make muchi" suddenly inquired Charl- 
ton. 

. ^' It has made a new bridge to the brook, literally," said 
Fleda gayly ; ^' for it has sawn out the boards ; and. you 
know you mustn't speak evil of what carries you over the 
water." 

'^ Does that mill pay for the working ?" said CSiarlton, 
taming with the dryest disregard from her interference and 
addressing himself determinately to his father. 

^' What do you mean 1 It does not work gratuitously y'^ 
answered Mr. Rossitur, with at least equal dryness. 

"' But, I mean, are the profits of it enough to pay for the 
lots of Hugh's time T 

*' If Hugh judges they are not, he is at liberty to let It 
alone." 

'' My time is not lost," said Hugh ; " I don't know what 
I should do with it." 

}^ I don^ know what we should do without the miU," said 
Mrs. Rossitur. 

That! gave Charlton an unlucky opening. 

^Has the prospect of fiirming oisappoint^ you, &tli- 
erl" 

'^What is tiie prospect of your company?" said Mr. 
Rossitur, swallowing half an eg^ before he replied. 

•*A very limited prospect 1" said Qiarlton, — ^''if yoa 
mean the one that went with me. Not a fifth part of them 
left." 

" What have you done with them ?" 

^Shewed them where the balls were dying, air, and did 
my best to shew them the thickest of it." 

*' Is it necessary to shew it to us too V said Fleda. 

^ I believe there are not twenty living that followed me 
Into Mexico," he went on, as if he had not heard her. 

^ Was all that hiftvoc made in one engagement 1" said 
Mrs.. Rossitur, whose cheek had turned pale. 

'** Yea mother-4n the course of a few minutes." 

'^I wondar what woidd pay for that losal" said Fleda 
indignantly^ 
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, ^ Why, the point was gained ! and it did not signify 
what the cost was so we did that. My poor boys were a 
small part of it." 

" What point do you mean ?" 

" I mean the point we had in view, which was taking the 
place*" 

" And what was the advantage of gaining the place." 

" Pshaw ! — ^The advantage of doing one's duty." 

" But what made it duty ?" said Hugh. 

" Orders." 

"I grant you," said Fleda, — "I understand that — but 
bear with me, Charlton, — ^what was the advantage to the 
army or the country T' 

" The advantage of great honour if we succeeded, and 
avoiding the shame of failure." 

"Is that all?" said Hugh. 

" All !" said Charlton. 

" Glory must be a precious thing when other men's lives 
are so cheap to buy it," said Fleda. 

" We did not risk theirs without our own," said Charlton 
colouring. 

" No, — but still theirs were risked for you." 

" Not at all ; — why this is absurd ! you are saying that 
the whole war was for nothing." 

" What better than nothing was the end of it ? We paid 
Mexico for the territory she yielded to us, didn't we, unde 
Eolff 

"Yes." 

" How much 1" 

^\ Twenty millions, I believe." 

" And what do you suppose the war has costi" 

" Hum — ^I don't know, — a hundred." 

" A hundred million ! besides — ^how much besides ! — 
And don't you suppose, uncle Rolf, that for half of that 
sum Mexico would have sold us peaceably what she did in 
the end ?" 

" It is possible — I think it is very likely." 

" What was the fruit of the >var, Capt. Rossi tur ?" 

" Why, a great deal of honour to the army and the na- 
tion at large." 

" Honour again ! But granting that the army gained it, 
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vbich they certainly did, for one I do not feel Terj proud 

of tlie nation's share." 

" Why they are one," said Charlton impatientlj. 

" In an unjust war 1" 

" It was not an unjust war !" 

"That's what you call a knock-downer," said Fleda 
laughing. "But I confess myself so simple as to have 
agreed with Seth Plumfield, when I heard him and Lucas 
disputing about it last winter, that it was a shame to a 
great and strong nation like ours to display its might !& 
crushing a weak one." 

" But they drew it upon themselves. Hiey b^an hooti[l» 
ities." 

" There is a divei-sity of opinion about that." 

" Not in heads that have two grains of information." 

" I beg your pardon. Mrs. Evelyn and Judge Sensible 
were talking over that very question the otiber day at 
Montepoole ; and he made it quite clear to my mind that 
we were the aggressors." 

" Judge Sensible is a fool !" said Mr. Rossitar. 

"Very well!" said Fleda laughing; — "but as I do not 
wish to be comprehended in the same class, will you shew 
me how he was wrong, uncle?" 

This drew on a discussion of some length, to wfaicli 
Fleda listened with profound attention, long after her aunt 
had ceased to listen at all, and Hugh was thoughtful, and 
Charlton disgusted. At the end of it Mr. Rossitur left the 
table and the room, and Fleda subsiding turned to her cold 
coffee-cup. 

" I didn't know you ever cared anything about politics 
before," said Hugh. 

" Didn't you V said Fleda smiling. « You do me in- 
justice." 

Their eyes met for a second, with a most appreciating 
smile on his part ; and then he too went off to his work. 
There was a few minutes' silent pause after that. ^ 

" Mother," said Charlton looking up and bursting forth, 
"what is all this about the mill and the fkrm? — ^b not tile 
&rm doing well ?" ^ 

" I am afraid not very well,'! said Mrs. Rossitur geotlT. 

" What is the diflSculty ?" 
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t '* Why, your &ther has let it to a man by the name of 
Didenhover, and I am afraid he is not faithful; it does not 
seem to bring us in what it ought." 

« What did he do that for?" 

, " He was wearied with the annoyances he had to endure 
before, and thought it would be better and more profitable 
to have somebody else take the whole charge and manage- 
ment. Pie did not know Didenhover^s character at the 
time." 

^' Engaged him without knowing him !" 

Fleda was the only third party present, and Qiarlton 
unwittingly allowing himself to meet her eye received a 
look of keen displeasure that he was not prepared fon 

'* That is not like him," he said in a much moderated 
tone. "But you must be changed too, mother, or you 
would not endure such anomalous service in your kitchen.'* 

'' There are a great many changes, dear Charlton," said 
his mother, looking at him with such a face of sorrowful 
sweetness and patience that his mouth was stopped. Fleda 
left the room, 

" And have you really nothing to depend upon but that 
child's strawberries and Hugh's wood-saw 1" he said in the 
tone he ought to have used from the beginning. 

" Little else." 

Charlton stifled two or three sentences that rose to his 
lips, and began to walk up and down the room again. His 
mother sat musing by tne tea-bdard still, softly clinking 
)ier spoon against the edge of her tea-cup. . 

" She has grown up very pretty," he remarked after a 
pause. 

" Pretty !" said Mrs. Rossitur, 

"WhyT 

" No one that has seen much of Fleda would ever de^ 
acribe her by that name." 

Charlton had the candour to think he had seen something 
of her that morning. 

"Poor diild!" said Mrs. Rossitur sadly,—**! can't bear 
to think of her spending her life as she is doing — ^wearing 
herself out, I know, sometimes — and buried alive." 

** Buried !" said Charlton in his turn. 

" Yes — without any of the advantages and opportunities 



iile'^ittgfit tb Bave, I can't bear to think of ft. And jel 
hoWflliOuId I ever live without ber !" — said Mrs, Rossitar, 
leaning her ^e upon ber hands. '^ And if she were known 
she wonld not be mine long. Bat it grieves me to have her 
go without her music, that she is so fond of, and the books 
she wants— ^he and Hugh have gone from end to end of 
^erj Tohime there is in the house, I believe, in every lan- 
guage, except Greek," 

" Well she looks pretty happy and contented, mother.'^ 

^J don't know !" said Mrs, Rossitur shaking her head, 
'»* Isn't she happy f 

*• I don't know," said Mrs. Rossitur again ; — "she has s 
spirit that is happy in doing her duty, or anything for those 
she loves ; but I see her sometimes wearing a look that pains 
zne exceedingly. I am afraid the way she lives and the 
changes in our af&irs have worn upon her more than we 
know of-^he feels doubly everything that touches me, or 
Hugh, or your itther. She is a gentle spirit ! — " 
' ^ She* seems to me not to want character," said Charlton, 

^ Character ! I don't know who has so much. She has at 
least .fifty times as much character as I have. And enei^. 
She is ^mirable at managing people— she knows how to 
influence them somehow so that everybody doe^, what she 
wants." 

"And who influences herl" said Chariton. 

** Who influences her % Everybody that she loves. Who 
ftas the most influence over her, do yon mean I — ^I am sure 
I don't know — ^Hugh, if anybody,— but she is rather tiie 
moving spirit of the household," 

Capt. Bosntur resolved that he would be an exception t^ 
her Irule. 

He foigot however, for some reascm or other, to sound 
hi^ fkther any more on the subject of mismanagement. His 
thoughts indeed were more pleasantly taken up. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 



My lord Sebastian, 
The truth you speak doth lack some gentleneM 
And time to speak it in: yon rub the sore, 
When yon should bring the plaster, 

Tbmpbst. 



THE Evelyns spent several weeks at the Pool; and 
both mother and daughters conceiving a great affection 
for Fleda kept her in their company as much as possible. 
For those weeks Fleda had enough of gayety. She was 
constantly spending the day with them at the Pool, or 
going on some party of pleasure, or taking quiet sensible 
walks and rides with them alone or with only one or two 
more of the most rational and agreeable people that the place 
could command. And even Mrs. Rossitur was persuaded, 
more times than one, to put herself in her plainest remain- 
ing French silk and entertain the whole party, with the ad- 
dition of one or two of Charlton's friends, at her Queechy 
&rm-house. 

Fleda enjoyed it all with the quick spring of a mind 
habitually bent to the patient fulfilment of duty and habit- 
ually under the pressure of rather sobering thoughts. It 
was a needed and very useful refreshment. Charlton's 
being at home gave her the full good of the opportunity 
more than would else have been possible. He was her 
constant attendant, driving her to and from the Pool, and 
finding as much to call him there as she had ; for besides 
the Evelyns his friend Thorn abode there all this time. 
The only drawback to Fleda's pleasure as she dix>ve off* 
from Queechy would be the leaving Hugh plodding away 
at his saw-mill. She used to nod and wave to him as they 
went by, and almost feel that she ought not to go on and 
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enjoy herself while he was tending that wearisome ma- 
ehinery all day long. Still she went on and enjoyed herself; 
but the mere thought of his patient smile as she passed 
would have kept her from too much elation of spirits, if 
there had been any danger. There never was any. 

'- That's a lovely little cousin of yours," said Thorn one 
evening, when he and Kossitur, on horseback, were leisurely 
making their way along the up and down road between 
Montepoole and Queechy. 

'* She is not particularly little," said Rossitur with a dry- 
ness that somenow lacked any savour of gratification. 

" She is of a most fair stature," said Thorn ; — '^ I did not 
mean anything against that, — but there are characters to 
which one gives instinctively a sotVening appellative." 

" Are there ?" said Charlton. 

"Yes. She is a lovely little creature." 

" She is not to compare to one of those girls we have 
left behind us at Montepoole," said Charlton. 

" Hum — well perhaps you are right ; but which girl do 
you mean] — for I profess I don't know." 

" The second of Mrs. Evelyn's daughters — the auburn- 
haired one." 

"Miss Constance, ehl" said Thorn. "In what isn't the 
other one to be compared to her ?" 

" In anything ! Nobody would evev think of looking at 
her in the same room 1" 

" Why noti" said Thorn coolly. 

" I don't know why not," said Charlton, " except that she 
has not a tithe of her beauty. That's a superb girl 1" 

For a matter of twenty yards Mr. Thorn went softly 
humming a tune to himself and leisurely switching the 
off his horse. 

" Well " — said he, — " there's no accounting for 

* I ask DO red and wlute 
To make up my delight, 
No odd beooming graces, 
filack eyes, or little know-not-what in faoes.' *' 

" What do you want theni" said Charlton, half laughing 
at him, though his friend was perfectly grate. 
*' A cool eye, and a mind in it." 
" A cool eye !" said Rossitur. 
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'*Yes. Those we have left behind us are arrant will- 
o'the-wiaps— dancing fires— no more." 

^^J oan tell you there is fire sometimes in the other 
eyes," said Charlton. 

" Very ' likely," said his friend composedly, — "I oould 
have guessed as much ; but that is a fire you may warm 
yourself at ; no eternal, phosphorescence ; — ^it is the leaping 
up of an internal fire, that only shews itself upon occasion." 
« '^ J suppose you know what you are talking about," said 
Charlton, "but I can't follow you into the region of volca- 
nos. Constance Evelyn has superb eyes, it is uncom- 
mon to see a light blue so brilliant." 

^ 1 would rather trust a sick head to the handling of the 
lovely lady than the superb one, at a venture." 

" I thought you never had a sick head," said Charlton. 

" That is lucky for me, as the hands do not happen to be 
at my service. But no imagination could put Miss Con- 
stance in Desdemona's place, when Othello complained of 
his headache, — ^you remember, Charlton, — 

* 'Faith, that's with watching — ^'twill away again- 
Let me but bind this handkerchief about it hard.' " 

Thorn gave the intonation truly and admirably. 
" Fleda never said anything so soft as that," said Chari- 
ton. 

" No." 

" You speak — well, but soft /—do you know what you 
are talking i^ut there 1" 

"Not very well," said Charlton. "I only remember 
there was nothing sofb about Othello,^— what you quoted 
of his wife just now seemed to me to smack of t^t 
quality." 

" I forgive your memory," said Iliom, "or else I oertahily 
would not forgive you. , If there is a fiur creation in all 
Shakspeare it is Desdemona ; and if there is a pretty com- 
bination on earth that nearly matches it, I believe it is that 
one." 

."What one?" 

" Your pretty cousin." 

Charlton was silent. 
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"It is generous in me to undertake her defence," Thorn 
went on, "for she bestows as little of her fair countenance 
upon me as she can well help. But try as she will, she 
cannot be s6 repellant as she is attractive." 

Charlton pushed his horse into a biisker pace not favour- 
able to conversation ; and they rode forward in silenee, till 
in descending the hill below Deepwater they came within 
view of Hugh's work-place, the saw-mill. Charlton sud- 
denly drew bridle. 

" There she is." 

" And who is with her f said Thorn. " As I live!— our 
friend — what's his name ? — ^^vho has lost all his ancestors. — 
Arid who is the other ?" 

" My brother," said Charlton. 

" I don't mean your brother, Capt. Rossitur," said Thorn 
throwing himself off his horse. 

He joined the party, who were just leaving the mill to 
go down towards the house. Very much at his leisure 
Charlton dismounted and came after him. 

"I have brought Charlton safe home, Miss Ringgan," said 
Thorn, who leading his horse had quietly secured a position 
at her side. 

" What's the matter ?" said Fleda laughing. " Couldn't 
he bring himself home *?" 

" I don't know what's the matter, but he's been uncom- 
monly dumpish— we've been as near as possible to quar- 
relling for half a dozen miles back." 

"We have been — a — ^more agreeably employed," said 
Dr. Quackenboss looking round at him with a^faoe that waft 
a concentration of affability. 

" I make no doubt of it, sir ; I trust we shall bring no 
unharmonious interruption. — If I may change somebody 
else's words," he added more low to Fleda, — "disdain 
itself must convert to courtesy in your presence.' " 

" I am sorry disdain should live to pay me a compli- 
ment," said Fleda. " Mr. Thora, may I introduce to you 
Mr. Olmney." 

Mr. Thorn honoured the introduction with perfect civil- 
ity, but then fell back to his former position and slightly 
lowered tone. 

"Are you then a sworn foe to compliments 1" 
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" I was never so fiercely attacked by them as to give me 
any occasion." 

" I should be very sorry to furnish the occasion, — ^but 
"what^s the harm in them, Miss Kiriggan ?" 

" Chiefly a want of agreeableness." 

" Of agreeableness ! — Pardon me — I hope you will be so 
good as to give me the rationale of that V* 

" I am of Miss Edgeworth's opinion, sir," said^ Fleda 
blushing, " that a lady may always judge of the estimation 
in whidi she is held by the conversation which is addressed 
to her." 

" And you judge compliments to be a doubtful indica- 
tion of esteem 1" 

" I am sure you do not need information on that point, 
Btr. 

" As to your opinion, or the matter of fact ?" said he 
somewhat keenly. 

" As to the matter of fact," said Fleda, with a glance 
both simple and acute in its expression. 

" I will not venture to say a word," said Thorn smiling. 

'^Protestations would certainly fall flat at the gates where 

les dottces paroles cannot enter. But do you know this is 

picking a man's pocket of all his silver pennies and obli- 

' ging him to produce his gold." 

"That would be a hard measure upon a good many 
people," said Fleda laughing. " But they're not driven to 
that. There's plenty of small change left." 

" You certainly do not deal in the coin you condemn," 
said Thorn bowing. " But you will remember that none 
, call for gold but those who can exchange it, and the num- 
ber of them is few. In a world where cowrie passes current 
a man may be excused for not throwing about his guineas." 

"I wish you'd throw about a few for our .entertainment," 
said Charlton who was close behind. " I haven't seen a 
yellow-boy in a good while." 

" A proof that your eyes are not jaundiced," said his 
friend without turning his head, " whatever may be the case 
with you otherwise. Is he out of humour with the country 
life you like so well, Miss Ringgan, or has he left his do- 
mestic tastes in Mexico? How do you think he likes 
Queechy ?" 
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*' You might as well ask myself," sud Qiarltoii. 

*' How do you think he likes Queechj, Miss Ringgan?" 

^* I am afraid, something afber the fashion of Touchstone,'* 
said Fleda laughing ; — *' he thinks that ' in respect of itself 
it is a good life ; but in respect that it is a shepherd ^s life 
it is naught. In respect that it is solitary, be likes it very 
well ; but in respect that it is private, it is a very vile life. 
Now in respect it is in the fields, it pleaseth him well ; but 
in respect it is not in the court, it is tedious.' " 

^'There's a guinea for you, Capt. Rossitur," said his 
friend. " Do you know out of what mint 1" 

'^ It doesn't bear the head of Socrates," said Charlton. 

'''Hast no philosophy in thee,' Charlton?" said Fleda 
laughing back at him. 

" Has not Queechy — a — ^the honour of your approbation, 
Capt. Rossitur ?" said the doctor. 

" Certainly sir — I have no doubt of its being a very fine 
country." 

" Only he has imbibed some doubts whether hafminaea 
be an indigenous crop," said Thorn. 

" Undoubtedly," said the doctor blandly, — " to one who 
has roamed ovec the plains of Mexico, Queechy must aeem 
rather — a — a rather flat place." 

^' If he could lose sight of the hills," said Thorn. 

" Undoubtedly, sir, undoubtedly," said the doctor ; " tb«y 
are a marked feature in the landscape, and do much to re- 
lieve — ^a — ^the charge of sameness." 

*' Luckily," said Mr. Olmney smiling, '' happiness is not 
a thing of circumstance ; it depends on a man's 8el£" 

" I used to think so," said Thorn ; — " that is what I have 
always subscribed to ; but I am afraid I oould not live in 
this region and find it so long." 

'' What an evening !" said Fleda. " Queechy is doing 
its best to deserve our regards under this light. Mr. Olm- 
ney, did you ever notice the beautifiil curve of the hills in 
that hollow where the sun sets ?" 

" I do notice it now," he said. 

^'It is exquisite!" said the doctor. "Capt. Rossitur, do 
you observe, sir ?— in that hollow where the sun sets 1—" 

Capt. Rossitur's eye made a very speedy tranaition from 
the hills to Fleda, who had &1len back a little to take 
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Hi^'s arm and piactng herself betiraai itim and Mr. Olm- 
ney wa» giving her attention undiTidedly to the latter. And 
to him she talked perseyeringly, of the mountains, the 
country, and the people, till they reached the courtyard gate. 
Mr. Olmney then passed on. So did the doctor, though in- 
vited to tarry, averring that the sun had gone down behind 
the firmament and he had something to attend, to at home. 

" You will come in. Thorn," said Charlton. 

" Why — I had ^intended returning, — ^but the sun has gone 

down indeed, and as our friend skys there is no chance of 

our seeing him again I may as well go in and take what 

comfort is to be had in the circumstances. Gentle Euphro- 

'syne, doth it not become the Graces ta laugh?" 

'^ They always ask leave, sir," said Fleda hesitating. 

'' A most Grace-ful answer, though it does not smile upon 
me," said Thorn. 

" I am sorry, sir," said Fleda, smiling now, " that you 
have so many silver pennies to dispose of we shAll never 
get at the gold." 

"I will do my very best," said he. 

So he did, and maide himself agreeable that evening to 
ev^y one of the circle; though Fleda's sole reason for liking 
to see him come in had been that she was glad of every- 
thing that served to keep Charlton's attention from home 
subjects. She saw sometimes the threatening of a cloud 
that troubled her. 

But the Evelyns and Thorn and everybody else whom 
they 4cnew left the Pool at last, before Charlton, who was 
sufficiently well again, had near run out his furlough ; and 
then the cloud which bad only shewed itself by turns dur- 
ing all those weeks gathered and settled determinately upon 
his brow. 

He had long ago supplied the want of a newspaper. One 
evening in September the family were sitting in the room 
where they had had tea, for the benefit of the fire,' when 
Barby pushed open the kitchen door and came in. 

*' Fleda will you let me have one of the last papers ? I've 
a notion to look at it." 

Fleda rose and went to rummaging in the cupboards. 

"You can have it again in a little while," said Barby con- 
siderately. 
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The paper was found and Miss Elster went out with it. 

'' What an unendurable pieoe of ill-manners that woman 
i» !" said Charlton. 

" She has no idea of being ill-mannered, I assure you," 
said Fleda. 

His voiee was like a brewing storm — ^hers was so dear 
and soft that it made a lull in spite of him. But he began 
again. 

^^ There is no necessity for submitting to impertinence. 
I never would do it." 

^" I have no doubt you never will," said his &ther. " Un- 
less you can't help yourself." 

"Is there any good reason, sir, why you should not have 
proper servants in the house *?" 

" A very good reason," said Mr. Rossitur. " Fleda would 
be in despair." 

" Is there none beside that 1" said Charlton dryly. 

" None— except a trifling one," Mr. Rossitur answered in 
the same tone. 

'' We cannot afford it, dear Charlton," said his mother 
softly. 

There was a silence, during which Fleda moralized on the 
ways people take to make themselves uncomfortable. 

" Does that man — ^to whom you let the farm-— does he do 
his duty ?" 

" I am not the Keeper of his conscience." 

'^ I am afraid it would be a small charge to any one," said 
Fleda. 

" But are you the keeper of the g^ins you ought to have 
from him ? does he deal fairly by you ?" 

" May. I ask first what interest it is of yours ?" 

" It is my interest, sir, because I come home and find the 
family living upon the exertions of Hugh and Fleda, and 
find them growing thin and pale under it." 

" You, at least, are free from all pains of the kind, Capt. 
Rossitur." 

" Don't listen to him, uncle Rolf !" said Fleda going round 
to her nncle, and making as she passed a most warning im- 
pression upon Charlton's arm, — " don't mind what he says 
— ^that young gentleman has been among the Mexican ladies 
till he has lost an eye for a really proper complexion. Look 
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at rae ! — do I look pale and thin 1 — I was paid a most bril* 
Kant compliment the other day upon my roses — Unde, don't 
listen to him ! — he hasn't been in a decent humour since the 
Evelyns went away." 

She knelt down before him and laid her hands upon 
his and looked up in his face to bring all her plea ; the 
plea of most winning sweetness of entreaty in features yet 
flushed and trembling. His own did not unbend as he gazed 
at her, but he gave her a silent answer in a pressure of the 
hands that went straight from his heart to hers. Fleda's 
eye turned to Charlton appealingly. 

'' Is it necessary," he repeated, " that that child and this 
boy should spend their days in labour to keep the family 
alive?" 

" If it were," replied Mr. Rossitur, " I am very willing 
that their exertions should cease. For my own part I would ^ 
quite as lief be out of the world as in it." 

" Charlton ! — how can you 1 — " said Fleda, half beside 
herself, — " you should know of what you speak or be si- 
lent ! — Uncle don't mind him ! he is talking wildly — my 
work does me good." 

" You do not understand yourself," said Charlton obsti- 
nately ; — " it is more than you ought to do, and I know my 
mother thinks so too." 

" Well 1" said Mr. Rossitur, — " it seems* there is an 
ngreement in my own family to bring me to the bar — ^get 
up Fleda, — let us hear all the charges to be brought against 
rae, at once, and then pass sentence. What have your 
mother and you agreed upon, Charlton ? — ^go on !" 

Mrs. Rossitur, now beyond speech, left the room, weep» 
ing even aloud. Hugh followed her, Fleda wrestled with 
her agitation fosf a tninute or two, and than got up and put 
both arms round her uncle's neck. 

"Don't talk so, dear unde Rolf! — ^you make us very 
uuhappy — aunt Lucy did not mean any such thing — it is 
only Charlton's nonsense. Do go and tell her you don't 
think so, — you have broken her heart by what you said; — 
do go, uncle .Rolf! — do go and make her happy again ! 
Forget it all ! — Charlton did not know what he was saying 
— won't you go, dear uncle Rolf? — " 

Tho words were spoken between bursts of tears that 
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Utterly overcame her, though they did not hinder the utmost 
Cftressingness of manner. It seemed at first spent upon a 
rock. Mr. Rossitur stood like a man that did not care 
what happened or what became of him ; dumb and unre- 
lenting; suffering her sweet words and imploring tears, 
with no attempt to answer the one or stay the other. But 
he could not hold out against her beseeching. He was no 
match for it. He returned at last heartily the pressure of 
her arms, and unable to give her any other answer kissed 
her two or three times, such kisses as are chained with the 
hearths whole message; and disengaging himself left the 
room. 

For a minute after he was gone Fleda cried excessively ; 
and Charlton, now, alone with her, felt as if he had not a 
particle of self respect lefb to stand upon. One such agony 
would do her more harm than whole weeks of labour and 
weariness. He was too vexed and ashamed of himself to 
be able to utter a word, but when she recovered a little 
and was leaving the room he stood still by the door in an 
attitude that seemed to ask her to speak a word to him. 

" I am sure, Charlton," she said gently, " you will be 
sorry to-morrow for what you have done." ** 

^ I am sorry now," he said. But she passed out without 
saying anything more. 

Capt. Rossitur passed the night in unmitigated vexation 
with himself. But his repentance could not have been very 
genuine, since his most painful thought was, what Fleda 
must think of him ! 

He was somewhat reassured at breakfast to find no 
traces of the evening's storm ; indeed the moral atmos- 
phere seemed rather clearer and purer than common. His 
own face was the only one which had an unusual shade 
upon it. There was no difTerence in anybody's manner 
towards himself; and there was even a particularly gentle 
and kind pleasantness about Fleda, intended, he knew, to 
sooth and put to rest any movings of self reproach ht^ 
might feel. It somehow missed of its aim and made him 
feel worse; and after on his part a very silent meal he 
quitted the house and took himself and his discontent to 
the woods. 

Whatever effect they had upon him, it was the middle 
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' of the morning before he came back ag«ii. He found 
ileda alone in the breakfast-room, sewing; and for the 
first time noticed the look his mother had spoken of; a 
look not of sadness, but rather of settled patient gravity; 
the more painful to see because it could only have been 
wrought by long-acting causes, and might be as slow to do 
away as it must have been to bring. Charlton's displeasure 
with the existing state of things had revived as his remorse 
died away, and that quiet face did n9t have a quieting effect 
upon. him. 

" What on earth is going oti !" ^e began rather abruptly 
a8 soon as he entered the room. ^' What horrible cookery 
is on foot?" 

"I venture to recommend that you do not inquire," 
said Fleda. *' It was set on foot in the kitchen and it has 
walked in here. If you open the window it will walk 
out." 

" But you will be cold T 

'''• Never mind — ^in that case I will walk out too, into the 
kitchen." 

*'• Into the thick of it ! No— I will try some other way 
of relief This is unendurable I" 

^ Fleda looked, but made no other remonstrance, and not 
heeding the look Mr. Charlton walked out into the kitchen, 
shutting the door behind him. 

" Barby," said he, " you have got something cooking here 
that is very disagreeable in the other room." 

" Is it 1" said Barby. " I reckoned it would all fly up 
chimney. I guess the draught ain't so strong as I thought 
it was." 

"But I tell you it fills the house !" 

** Well, it'll have to a spell yet," said Barby, "'cause if 
it didn't, you see, Capt. Rossitur, there'd be nothing to fill 
Fleda's chickens with." 

" Chickens I — where's all the corn in the land 1" 

" It's some place besides in our bam," said Barby. " All 
last year's is out, .and Mr, Didenhover ha'n't fetched any 
of this year's home; so I made a bargain with 'em they 
tthouldn't starve as long as they'd eat boiled pursley." 

" What do you give them 1" 

"'Most everything — thoy niu't particler now-a-days — 
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chunks o' cabbage, and scarcity, and pun'kin and that — aU 
the sass that ain't wanted." 

" And do they eat thatf 

" Eat it !" said Barby. "They don't know how to thank 
me for't !" 

"But it ought to be done out of doors," said Charlton, 
corning back from a kind of maze in which he had been 
listening to her. " It is unendurable !" 

" Then I guess you'll have to go some place where you 
won't know it," said Barby ; — " that's the most likely plan 
1 can hit upon; for it'll have* to stay on till it's ready." 

Charlton went back into the other room really down- 
hear ted, and stood watching the play of Fleda's fingers. 

'* Is it come to this !" he said at length. " I^ it possible 
that you are obliged to go without such a trifle as the nus- 
erable supply of food your fowls want !" 

*' That's a small matter !" said Fleda, speaking lightly- 
though she smothered a sigh. " We have been obliged to 
do without more than that." 

"What is the reason?" 

" Why this man Didenhover Is a rogue I suspect, and he 
manages to spirit away all the profits that should come to 
uncle Rolf's hands — I don't know how. We have lived al- 
most entirely upon the mill for some time." 

" A.nd has my father been doing nothing all this while I 

" Nothing on the farm." 

" And what of anything else 1" 

" 1 don't know," said Fleda, speaking with evident un- 
willingness. '• But surely, Charlton, he knows his own busi- 
ness best. It is not our aflfair." 

"He is mad !" said Charlton, violently striding up and 
down the floor. 

" No," said Fleda with equal gentleness and sadness, — 
" he is only unhappy ; — I understand it all^-he has had no 
spirit to take hold of anything ever since we came here." 

"Spirit!" said Charlton; — "he ought to have worked off 
his fingers to their joints before he let you do as you have 
been doing !" 

" Don't say so !" said Fleda, lookmg even pale in her 
eagerness — " don't think so Charlton ! it isn't right. We 
cannot tell what he mav have had to trouble him — 1 know he 
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has suffered and does suffer a great deal. — Do not speak again 
about anything as you did last night! — Oh," said Fleda, 
now shedding bitter tears, — ^t this is the worst of growing 
poor ! the difficulty of keeping up the eld kindness and sym- 
pathy and care for each other ! — '* 

" I am sure it does not work so upon you," said Charlton 
in an altered voice. 

'* Promise me, dear Charlton," said Fleda looking up after 
a moment and drying her eyes again, ^' promise me you will 
aot say any more about these things ! I am sure it pains 
uncle Rolf more than you think. Say you will not, — ^for 
your mother's sake !" 

" I will not, Fleda — for your sake. I would not give you 
any more trouble to bear. Promise me ; that you will be 
more careful of yourself in future." 

" O there is no danger about me," said Fleda with a faint 
smile and taking up her work again. 

" Who are you making shirts for 1" said Charlton after a 
pause. 

« Hugh." 

" You do everything for- Hugh, don't you 1" 

^^ Little enough. Not half so much as he does for me." 

" Is he up at the mill to-day 1" 

^^ He is always there," said Fleda sighing. 

There was another silence. 

^' Charlton," said Fleda looking up with a &oe of the 
loveliest insinuation, — '' isn't there something you might do 
to help us a little ?" 

" I will help you garden, Fleda, with pleasure." 

'^ I would rather you should help somebody else," said she, 
still looking at him. 

" What, Hugh ? — You would have me go and work at the 
mill for him, I suppose !" 

- " Don't be angry with me, Charlton, for suggesting it," 
said Fleda looking down again. 

"Angry !" — said he. " But is that what you would have 
me do r' 

" Not unless you like, — I didn't know but you might take 
his place once in a while for a little, to give him a rest,—" 

'^ And suppose some of the people from Montepoole that 
Know me should come by? What are you thinking of?" 

31 
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said he in a tone that certainly justified Fieda^s depreca- 
tion. 

" Well !'' — said Fleda in a kind of choked voice, — "there 
i« a strange rule of honour in TC^oe in the world !" 

" Why should I help Hugh rather than anybody else 1" 

"He is killing himself! — " said Fleda, letting her work 
fall and hardly speaking the words through thick tears. Her 
head was down and they came fast. Charlton stood abashed 
for a minute. 

" You sha'n't do so, Fleda," said he gently, endeayouring 
to raise her, — " you have tired yourself with this miserable 
work ! — ^Come to the window — you have got low-spirited, 
but I am sure without reason about Hugh, — but you shall 
■et me about what you will — ^You are right, I dare say, and 
I am wrong ; but don't make me think myself a brute, and 
I will do anything you please." 

He had raised her up and made her lean upon him. Fleda 
wiped her eyes and tried to smile. 

" I will do anything that will please you, Fleda." 

" It is not to please me, — ^" she answered meekly. 

" I would not have spoken a word last night if I had 
known it would have grieved you so." 

" I am sorry you should have none but so poor a reason 
for doing right," said Fleda gently. 

" Upon my word, I think you are about as good reason 
as anybody need have," said Charlton. 

She put her hand upon his arm and looked up, — such a 
look of pure rebuke as carried to his mind the full force of 
the words she did not speak, — ' Who art thou that carest 
for a worm which shall die, and forgettest the Lord thy 
Maker !' — Charlton's eyes fell. Fleda turned gently away 
and began to mend the fire. He stood watching her for a 
little. 

" What do you think of me, Fleda ?" he said at length. 

" A little wrong-headed," answered Fleda, giving him a 
glance and a smile. " I don't think you are very l»d." 

" If you will go with me, Fleda, you shall make what you 
please of me !" 

He f^ke half in jest, half in earnest, and did not him- 
self know at the moment which way he wished Fleda to 
take \\, Put she had no notion of any depth in his words. 
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^'A hopeless taskP' she answered lightly, shaking her- 
. head, as she got down on her knees to blow the fire ; — '^ I 
am afraid it is too much for me. I have been trying to 
mend you ever since you came, and I cannot see the slight- 
est change for the better !" 
• " Where is the bellows ?" said Charlton in another tone. 

" It has expired — its liast breath," said Fleda. " In other 
words, it has lost its nose." 

" Well, look here," said he laughing and pulling her away, 
— " you will stand a fair chance of losing your face if you 
put it in the fire. You sha'n't do it. Come and shew me 
where to find the scattered parts of that old wind instrument 
and 1 will see if it cannot be persuaded to play again." 
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CHAPTER XXV. 



I dimia ken what I ahould wanl 
If I cotdd get but a num. 

SooTOB Riitiai). 



CAPT. ROSSITUR did no wprk at the saw-mill. But 
Fleda's words had not fallen to the ground. He began 
to shew care for his fellow-creatures in getting the bellows 
mended ; his next step was to look to his* gun ; and from 
that time so long as he staid the table was plentifully sup- 
plied with all kinds of game the season and the country 
could furnish. Wild ducks and partridges banished pork 
and bacon even from memory ; and Fleda joyfully declared 
she would not see another omelette again till she was in 
distress. 

While Charlton was still at home came a very urgent 
invitation from Mrs. Evelyn that Fleda should pay them a 
long visit in New York, bidding her care for no want of 
preparation but come and make it there. Fleda demurred 
however on that very score. But before her answer was 
written, another missive came from Dr. Gregory, not asking 
so much as demanding her presence, and enclosing a fifty 
dollar bill, for which he said he would hold her responsible 
till she had paid him with, — ^not her own hands, — ^but her 
own lips. There was no withstanding the manner of this 
entreaty. Fleda packed up some of Mrs. Rossitur's laid- 
by silks, to be refreshed Mrith an air of &shion, and set off' 
with Charlton at the end of his furlough. 

To her simple spirit of enjoyment the weeks ran &st ; and 
all manner of novelties and kindnesses helped them on. It 
was a time of cloudless pleasure. But those she had left 
thought it long. She wrote them how delightfully she kept 
house for the old doctor, whose wife had long been dead, 
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and how joyously she and the Evelyns made time fly. And 
evek-y pleasure she felt awoke almost as strong a throb in 
die hearts at home. But they missed her, as Barby said, 
"' dreadfully ;" and she was most dearly welcomed when 
she came back. It was just before New Year. 

For half an hour there was most gladsome use of eyes 
and tongues. Fleda had a great deal to tell them. 

" How well — ^how well you are looking, dear Fleda !" 
said her aunt for the third or fourth time. 

'^ That's more than I can say for you itnd Hueh, aunt 
Lucy. What have you been doing to yourselves f"* 

" Nothing new," they said, as her eye went from one to 
the other. 

^ I guess you have wanted me !'' said Fleda, shaking her 
head as she kissed them both again. 

'* I guess we have," said Hugh, '^ but don't fancy we havt 
grown thin upon the want." 

^ But Where's uncle Rolf? you didn't tell me." 

^^ He is gone to look after those lands in Michigan." 

" In Michigan !— When did he go ?" 

" Very soon after you." 

"And you didn't let me know! — ^O why didn't youl 
How lonely you must have been," 

" Let you know indeed !" said Mrs. Bossitur, wrappinff 
her in her arms asain ; — "Hugh and I counted every week 
that you staid with more and pleasure each one." 

" I understand !" said Fleda laughing under her aunt's 
kisses. " Well I am glad I am at home again to take care 
of you. I see you can't get alongwithout me !" 

''People have been very kind, Fleda," said Hugh. 

"Have they?" 

" Yes — ^thinking we were desolate I suppose. There has 
been no end to aunt Miriam's goodness and pleasantness." 

" O aunt Miriam, always !" said Fleda. " And Seth." 

" Catherine Douglass has been up twice to ask if her 
mother could do anything for us; and Mrs. Douglass 
sent us once a rabbit and once a quantity of wild pigeons 
that Earl had shot. Mother and I lived upon pigeons for 
I don't know how long. Barby wouldn't eat 'em — she 
said she liked pork better ; but I believe she did it on pur- 
pose." 
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^Like enough," s&id Fleda smiling, fiom her aunft^ 
arms where she still lay. 

" And Seth l^s sent you plenty of your fiiTOurite hiok- 
cry nuts, very fine ones ; and I gathered battemute enough 
for you near home." 

'' Everything is for me," said Fleda. '' WeU, the €rst 
thing I do shall be to make sonie butternut candy for ytm. 
You won't despise that, Mr. Hugh ?" 

Hugh smiled at her, and went on. 

^ Aad your fKend Mr. Olmney has s^nt us a oom-basket 
full of tHe superbest apples you ever saw. He has one tree 
of the finest in Queechy, he says.'^ 

" My friend !" said Fleda, colouring a little. 

^' Well I don't know whose he is if he isn't yours," said 
Hugh. '^ And even the Finns sent us some fish that their 
brother had caught, because, they said, they had more than 
they wanted. And Dr. Quackenboss sent us a goose and a 
turkey. We didn't like to keep them, but we were afraid 
if we sent them back it would not be understood." 

" Send them back !" said Fleda. " That would never do ! 
All Queechy would have rung with it." 

" Well we didn't," said Hugh. " But so we sent one of 
them to Barby's old mother for Christmas." 

*^ Poor Dr. Quackenboss !" sud Fleda. "^ That man has 
as near as possible killed me two or three times. As for 
tbe others, they are certainly the oddest of all the finny 
tribes. I must go out and see Barby for a minute." 

It was a good many minutes, however, before she could 
get free to do any such thing. 

"You ha'n't lost no flesh," said Barby shaking hands 
with her anew. " What did they think of Queechy keep, 
down in York ?" 

"" I don't know->I didn't ask them," said Fleda. '' How 
goes the world with you, Barby ?" 

*^I'm mighty glad you are come home, Fleda," said 
Barby lowering her voice. 

" Why f ' said Fleda in a Kke tone. 

'' I guess I ain't all that's glad of it," Miss Elster went 
on, with a glance of her bright eye, 

" I gue<^^ not," said Flckla reddening a IHtie ;— ** bat what 
is the matter 1" • 



" ^Ibwe^s two of our frieods ha'n't made us but one yifBJI 
t piece since — oh, ever since some time in October !" 

" W^U never mind the people," said Fieda. " Tell me 
"mkol yon M?ere gping to say," 

"And Mr. Olmpey/'said Barby not minding her, " he's 
took and aent^ ua a^ great basket chock full of apples. Now 
wa'n't that smart of him, when he knowed there wa'n't no 
<Hie here that cared about 'em ?" 

" They are a particularly fine kind," said Fleda. 

^ Did you hear about the goose and turkey 1" 

" Yes,", said Fleda laughing. 

"The doctor thinks he has done the thing just about 
right this time, I s'pect. He had ought to take out a 
patent right for his invention. He'd feel spry if he knowed 
who eat one on 'em," 

. "Neves ipind the doctor, Barby. Was this what yon 
wanted to see me for ?" 

" N09" said Barby changing her tQn0. " Fd give some*- 
thing it was. I've been all but at my wit's end ; for you 
know Mis' Kossitur ain't no hand about anything — ^I 
oouldn't say a word to her — and ever since he went away 
we have, been just winding ourselves up. I thought I 
should clear out, when Mis' Rossitur said maybe you 
wa'n't a coming till next week." 

" But what is it Barby 1 what is wrong 1" 

" There ha'n't been anything right, to my notions, for a 
long spell," said Barby, wringing out her dishcloth hard 
and flinging it down to give herself uninterruptedly to talk ; 
^"but now you see, Didenhover nor none of the men 
never comes near the house to do a chore ; and there ain't 
wood to last three days ; and Hugh ain't fit to cut it if it 
was piled up in the yard ; and there ain't the first stick of 
it out of the woods yet." 

Fleda sat down and looked very thoughtfully into the fire. 

" He had ought to ha' seen to it afore he went away, but 
he ha'n't done it, and there it is." 

" Why who takes care of the cows ?" said Fleda. 

"O never n^ind the cows," said Barby; — "they ain't 
suffering ; I wish we was as well off as they be ; — ^but I 
guess when he went away he made a hole in our pockets 
tor to mend his'n* I don't say he hadn't ought to ha' don^ 
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fl, bot weVe been pretily sfaort ever sen, FMb— we're in 
the last bushel of floor, and there ain't but a haadftd of 
corn meal, and mighty little augar, white or brown. — I did 
aaj something to Mis' Rossitor, bat ail tiie good it did w»8 
to spile her appetite, I s'pose ; and if there's grain in the 
f^aof there ain't nobody to carry it to mill, — nor to thresh 
it» — ^nor a team to draw it, fiir's I know." 

^ Hugh cannot cut wood !" said fleda ; — ^ nor drive to 
mill either, in this weather." 

^^1 could go to mill," said Barby, "now you're to hum, 
bat that's only the b^^ning ; and it's no use to try to do 
everything — flesh and blood must stop somewhere. — ^ 

'* No indeed !" said Fleda. '* We must have somebody 
immediately." 

"That's what I bad fixed upon," said Barby. "If yon 
could get h<Ad o' some young feller that wa'n't sot up with 
an idee that he was a grown man and too big to be told, 
I'd jnst clap to and fix that little room up stairs for him 
and give him his victuals here, and we'd have some good 
of him ; instead o' having him streakin' ofl* just at the 
minute when he'd ought to be along." 

" Who is there we could get, Barby ?" 

"I don't know," said Barby; "but they say th^re is 
never a nick that there ain't a jog some place ; so I guess 
it can be made out. I asked Mis' Plumfield, but she didn't 
know anybody that was out of work ; nor Seth Plumfield. 
I'll tell you who does, — that is, if there is anybody, — Mis' 
Doufflass. She keeps hold of one end of 'most every* 
body^B aflairs, I tell her. Anyhow she's a good hand to 
go to." 

^ I'll go there at once," said Fleda. " Do yovt know 
anything about making maple sugar, Barby 1" 

" That's the very thing !" exclaimed Barby ecstatically. 
** There's lots o' sugar maples on the &rm and it's murder 
to let them go to loss ; and they ha'n't done us a speck o' 
good ever since I come here. And in your grandfhther's 
time they used to make barrels and barrels. You and me 
and Ilu^h, and somebody else we'll have, we could clap to 
and make ns inucb sugar and molasses in a week as would 
last ua till spring come round again. There's no sense intc 
U I All wed want would be to borrow a team aomefdaeoi 
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I had all that in my head long ago. If we could see the 
last of that man Didenhover oncet, Fd take hold of the 
plough myself and see if I couldn't make a living out df 
it ! I don't believe the world would go now, Fleda, if it 
wasn't for women. I never see three men yet that didn't 
try me more than they were worth." 

" Patience, Barby 1" said Fleda smiling. " Let us take 
things quietly .'' 

" Well I declare I'm beat, to see how you take 'em," 
said Barby, looking at her lo;ingly. . 

** Don't you know why, Barby ?" 

^^~I s'pose I do,'- said Barby her face softening still more, 
— " or I can guess." 

^^ Because I know that all these troublesome things will 
be managed in the best way and by my best friend, and I 
know that he will let none of them hurt me. I am sure 
of it — isn't that Plough to keep me quiet 1" 

Fleda's eyes were filling ^nd Barby looked away from 
them. 

'* Well it beats me," she said taking up her dishcloth 
again, ^' why you should have anything to trouble you, I 
can understand wicked folks being plagued, but I can't see 
the sense of the good ones." 

" Troubles are to make good people better, Barby." 

" Well," said Barby with a very odd mixture of real 
feeling and seeming want of it, — ^" it's a wonder I never 
got religion, for I will say that all the decent people I ever 
see were of that kind ! — Mis' Rossitur ain't though, is she ?" 
. ** No," said Fleda, a pang crossing her at the thought 
that all her aunt's loveliness must tell directly and heavily 
in this case to lighten religion's testimony. It was that 
thought and no other which saddened her brow as she went 
back into the other room. 

" Troubles already !" said Mrs. Rossitur. " You will be 
sorry you have come back to them, dear." 

" No indeed !" said Fleda brightly ; " I am very glad I 
have come home. We will try and manage the troubles, 
aunt Lucy." 

There was no doing anything that day, but the very next 
afternoon Fleda and Hugh walked down through the snow 
to Mrs. Douglass's. It was a long walk and a cold one, and 
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Ihe tsBow was heavy; but tiie pleasure of being togedier 
"nade up for it all. It was a bright walk too, in spite of 
liVOTy thing. 

In a most thrifbj-looking well-painted ferm-house lived 
Mrs. Douglass. •■ >. 

" Why 'tain't you, is it ?" she said when she opened the 
door, — '^ Catharine said it was, and I said I guessed it waVt, 
for I reckoned you had made up your mind not to oome and 
see me at all.*— How do you do f' 

The last sentence in the tone of hearty and earnest hos- 
pitality. Fleda made her excuses.' 

" Ay, ay^*~*I can understand all that just as well as if 
you said it I know how much it means too. Take off 
your hat;" 
• Fleda said she could not stay, and explained her business. 

"So you ha'n't come to see me after- all. Well now 
take off your hat, 'cause I won't have anything to say to you 
till you do. I'll give you supper right away." 

" But 1 have left my aunt alone, Mrs. Douglass ; — and 
the afternoons are so short now it would be dark before we 
could get home." 

" Serve her right for not coming along ! and you sha'n't 
walk home in the dark for Earl will harness the team and 
carry you home like a streak — ^the horses have nothing to 
do— -Come, you sha'n't go." 

And as Mrs. Douglass laid violent hands on her bonnet 
Fleda thought best to submit. She was presently rewarded 
with the promise of the very person she wanted — a boy, or 
young man, then in Earl Douglass's employ ; but his wife 
said "she guessed he'd give him up to her;" and what hia 
wife said, Fleda knew, Earl Douglass was in the habit of 
making good. 

" There ain't enough to do to keep him busy," said Mrs. 
Douglass. " I told Earl he made me more work than he 
saved ; but he's hung on till now." 

" What sort of a boy is he, Mrs. Douglass 1" 

" He ain^ a steel trap, I tell you beforehand," said the 
lady, with one of her sharp intelligent glances, — " he donH 
know which way to go till you shew him ; but he's a dever 
enough kind of a chap*— he don't mean no harm. I gu^is 
he'll do for what vou want." 
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. "Is be to be trusted?" 

" Trust him with anything but a knife and fork,*^ said she, 
with another look and shake of the bead. " He has no idea 
but what everything on the supper-table is meant to be eaten 
straight off. I would keep two such men as my husban^ 
as soon as I would Philetus." 

" Philetus !" said Fleda, — " the person that brought the 
chicken and thought he had brought two 1" 

"You've hit it," said Mrs. Douglass. "Now you know 
him. How do you like our new minister 1" 

" We are all very much pleased with him." 

" He's very good-looking, don't you think so ?" 

" A very pleasant face." 

" I ha'n't seen him much yet except in church ; but those 
that know say he is very agreeable in the house." 

" Truly, I dare say," answered Fleda, for Mrs. Douglasses 
fece looked for her testimony. 

" But I think he looks as if he was beating his bndns out 
there among his books — I tell him he is getting the blues, 
living in that big house by himself." 

" Do you manage to do all your work without help, Mrs. 
Douglass ]" said Fleda, knowing that the question was " in 
order" and that the affirmative answer was not counted a 
thing to be ashamed of. 

" Well I guess I'll know good reason," said Mrs. Doug- 
lass complacently, " before I'll have any help to spoil my 
work. Come, along, and 111 let you see whether I want 
one." 

Fleda went, very willingly, to be shewn all Mrs. Doug- 
lass's household arrangements and clever contrivances, of 
her own or her husband's devisins, for lessening or facilita- 
ting labour. The lady was proud and had some reason to 
be, of the very superb order and neatness of etush part and 
detail. No comer or closet that might not be laid open 
fearlessly to a visiter's inspection. Miss Gadiarine was then 
directed to open her piano and amuse Fleda with it while her 
mother performed her promise of getting an early supper j 
8 command grateful to one or two of the party, for Catha- 
rine had been carrying on all this while a most stately tdte- 
a-tdte with Hugh which neither had any wish to prolong. 
6o Fleda filled up the time good-naturedly vith thruntming 
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over the two or three bits <^ ber childish musio that sbe 
could recall, till Mr. Douglass came in and they were buid* 
moned to sit down to supper ; which Mrs. Douglass intro- 
duced by telling her guests ^ they must take what they could 
get, for she had made fresh bread and cake and pies for them 
two or three times, and she wa'n't a gomg to do it again.** 

Her table was abundantly spread however, and with most 
exquisite neatness, and everything was of excellent quality, 
saving only certain matters which call for a free hand in the 
use of material. Fleda thought the pumpkin pies must have 
been made from that vaunted stock which is said to want no 
eggs nor sugar, and the cakes she told Mrs. Rossitur afier- 
wards would have been good if half the flour had been lefi 
out and the other ingredients doubled. The defidenoy in 
one kind however was made up by superabundance in an* 
other ; the table was stocked with sudi wealth of crockery 
that one could not imagine any poverty in what was to go 
upon it. Fleda hardly knew how to marshal the confusion 
of plates which grouped themselves around her cupjand 
saucer, and none of them might be dispensed with. There 
was one set of little glass dishes for one kind of sweetmeat, 
another set 4>f ditto for another kind ; an army of tiny plates 
to receive and shield the tablecloth from the dislodged cups 
of tea, saucers being the conventional drinking vessels ; and 
there were the standard bread and butter plates, which be 
sides their proper charge of bread and butter and beef an<f 
cheese, were expected, Fleda knew, to receive a portion of 
every kind of cake that might happen to be on the table 
It was a very different thinghowever from Miss AnastasiaV 
tea-table or that of Miss Flora Quackenboss. Fleda en- 
joyed the whole time without difficulty. 

Mr. Douglass readily agreed to the transfer of PMIetm's 
services. 

" He's a good boy !" said Earl, — " he's a good boy ; he's 
as good a kind of a boy as you need to have. He wants 
tellin' ; most boys want tellin' ; but hell do when he %$ 
told, and he means to do right." 

" How long do you expect j >ur uncle will be gone 1" 
said Mrs. Douglass. 

"I do not know," said Fleda. 

'- Have yoo heard from Rim sinee he left ?" 



*^ Not fdnoe I came home," said Fleda. " Mr. Douglass, 
what is the first thing to be done about the maple trees in 
the sugar season ?" 

*' Why, you calculate to try makin' sugar in the spring 1" 

''Perhaps — at any rate 1 should like to know about it." 

*' Well I should think you would," said Earl, « and it's 
easy done — ^there ain't nothin' easier, when you know the 
right way to seb to work about it ; and there's a fine lot 
of sugar trees on the old farm — I recollect of them sugar 
trees as long ago as when I was a boy — I've helped to work 
them afore now, but there's a good many years since — has 
made me a leetle older — ^but the first thing you want is a 
man and a team, to go about and empty the buckets — ^the 
buckets must be emptied every day, and then carry it 
down to the house." 

" Yes, I know," said Fleda, '' but what is the first thing 
to be done to the trees ?" 

" Why la ! 'tain't much to do to the trees — all you've 
got to do is to take an axe and chip a bit out and stick a 
ddip a leetle way into the cut for to dreen the sap, and set 
a trough under, and then go on- to the next one, and so on ; 
— ^you may make one or two cuts in the south side of the 
tree, and one or two cuts in the north side, if the tree's big 
enough, and if it ain't, only make one or two cuts in the 
south side of the tree; and for the sap to run good it had 
ought to be that kind o' weather when it freezes in the day 
and thaws by night ; — I would say ! — when it friz in the 
night and thaws in the day ; the sap runs more bountifully 
in that kind o' weather." 

It needed little from Fleda to keep Mr. Douglass at the 
maple trees till supper was ended ; and then as it was 
already sundown he went to harness the sleigh. 

It was a comfortable one, and the horses if not very 
handsome nor bright-curried were well fed and had good 
heart to their work. A two-mile drive was before them, 
and with no troublesome tongues or eyes to claim her 
attention Fleda enjoyed it fully. In the sofb clear, winter^ 
twilight when heaven and earth mingle so gently, and the 
stars look forth brighter and cheerfuller than ever at an- 
other time, they slid along over the fine roads, too swiftly, 
towards home ; and Fleda's thoughts as easily and swiftly 
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dipped away from Mr. Douglass and maple sugar and 
Philetus and an unfilled wood-yard and An empty flour-bar- 
rel, and revelled in the pure ether. A dark rising ground 
covered with wood sometimes rose between, her and the 
western horizon ; and then a long stretch of snow, only less 
pure, would leave free view of its unearthly white light, 
dimmed by no exhalation, a gentle, mute, hut not the less 
eloquent, witness to Earth of what Heaven must be. 

But the sleigh stopped at the gate, and Fleda's musings 
came home. 

'' Grood-night !" said Earl, in reply to their thanks and 
adieus; — '"tain't anything to thank a body for — ^let me 
know when you're a goin' into the sugar making and Fll 
oome and help you." 

^ How sweet a pleasant message may make an umnusi- 
-eaX tongue," said Fleda, as she and Hugh made their way 
up to the house. 

" We had a stupid enough afternoon," said Hugh. 

^^ But the ride home was worth it all !" 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 



Tis meny, 'tis merry, in good green wood, 

So blithe Lady Alice is singing; 
On the beech's pride, and the ook'k brown side, 

Lord Richard's axe is ringing. 

LADT or TBB Laki. 



PHILETUS came, and was Indincted into office and the 
little room immediately ; and Fleda felt herself eased 
of a burthen. Barby reported him stout and willing, and he 
proved it by what seemed a perverted inclination for bear- 
ing the most enormous logs of wood he could find into the 
-» kitchen. 

"He will hurt himself!" said Fleda. 

" ril protect him ! — ^against anything but buckwheat bat- 
ter," said Barby with a grave shake of her head. " husy 
folks takes the most pains, I tell him. But it would be 
good to have some more ground, Fleda, for Philetus says he 
don't care for no dinner when he has griddles to break&st, 
and there ain't anything much cheaper than that." 

" Aunt Lucy, have you any change in the house ?" said 
Fleda that same day. 

" There isn't but three and sixpence," said Mrs. Bossitor 
with a pained conscious look. " What is wanting, dear ?" 

" Only candles — ^Barby has suddenly found we are oat, 
and she won't -have any more made before to-morrow. 
Nevermind!" = •, 

'^ There is only that," repeated Mrs. Bossitur. " Huffh 
has a little money due to him from last summer, but he 
hai&'t been able to get it yet. You may take that, dear." 

" No," said Fleda, — " we mustn't. We might want it 



more." 



" We can sic in the dark -for once," said Hugh, ^ and try 
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to make an unoommon display of what Dr. Quackenboss 

calls ' sodality.' " 

" No," said Fleda, who had stood busily thinking, — '^ I 
am going to send Philetus down to the post-office for the 
paper and when it comes I am not to be balked of reading 
it — ^IVe made up my mind ! We'll go right off into the 
woods and get some pine knots, Hugh — come! Thdy 
make a lovely light. You get us a couple of baskets and 
the hatchet — 1 wish we had two — and I'll be ready in no 
time. That'll do !" 

It is to be noticed that Charlton had provided against any 
future deficiency of news in his family. Fleda ekipped 
away and in five minutes returned arrayed for the expedi- 
tion, in her usual out-of-door working trim, namely, — an 
old dark merino cloak, almost black, the effect of whidi was 
oontinued by the edge of an old dark mousseline below, and 
rendered decidedly striking > by the contrast of a large 
whitish yam shawl worn over it ; the whole crowned widi 
a little close-fitting hood made of some old silver-grey silk, 
shaped tight to the head, without any bow or furb^ow to 
break the outline. But such a face within side of it ! She 
came almost dancing into the room. 

" This is Miss Ringgan ! — as she appeared when she was 
going to see the pine trees. Hugh, don't yon wish you had 
a picture of me T 

*' I have got a tolerable picture of you, somewhere," said 
Hugh. 

'^ This is somebody very different from the Miss Ringgan 
that went to see Mrs. Evelyn, I can tell you," Fleda went 
on gayly. " Do you know, aunt Lucy, I have made up my 
mind that my visit to New York was a dream, and the 
dream is nicely folded away with my silk dresses. Now [ 
roust go tell that precious Fhiletus about die post-office — I 
am 90 comforted, aunt Lucy, whenever I see that fellow 
staggering into the house under a great log of wood ! I 
have not heard anything in a long time so pleasant as the 
ringing strokes of his axe in the yard. Isn't life made up 
of little things !" 

*^ Why don't you put a better pair of shoes on ?" 

'' Qm't afford it, Mrs. Rossitur I You are extravagant V* 

'* U« and put on my Iadia.»nibbar8." 



• '^'No ma'am ! — ike Tooks would out them to pieces. I 
have brought my mind down to ■ m y shoes." 

*^ It iffli't safe, Fleda ; you might see somebody.*' 

" Well ma'am ! — ^But I tell you I am not going to see 
anybody but the ohick-a-dees and the snow-birds, and 
there is great simplicity of manners preyailing among 
them." . 

- The shoes were changed, and Hugh and Fleda set forth, 
lingering awhile however to give a new edge to their 
hatchet, Fleda turning the grindstone. They mounted 
then the apple-ordiard hill and went -a little distance along 
the edge of the table-land before striking off into the woods. 
They had stood still a minute to look over the little white 
valley to the snow-dressed woodland beyond. 

'« This is better than New York, Hugh," said Fleda. 

^ I am very glad to hear you say that," said another 
voice. Fleda turned and started a little to see Mr. Olmney 
at her side, and congratulated herself instantly on her shoes. 

"^ Mrs. Rossitur told me where you had gone and gave 
me permission to follow you, but 1 hardly hoped to over- 
take you so soon." 

" We stopped to sharpen our tools," said Fleda. " We are 
out on a foraging expedition." 

" Will you let me Kelp you 1" 

" Certainly ! — if you understand the business. Do you 
know a pine knot when you see it ?" 

He laughed and shook his head, but avowed a wish to 
leam. 

^'Well, it would be a charity to teach y<Hi anything 
wholesome," said Fleda, ^ for I heard one of Mr. Olmney 's 
friends lately saying that he looked like tf person who was 
in danger of committing suicide." 

''Suicide! — ^One of my friends!" — he exclaimed in the 
utmost astonishment. 

''Yes," said Fleda laughing; — '* and there is nothing like 
the open air for clearing away vapours." 

" You cannot have known that by experience," said be 
looking at her. 

Fleda shook her head and advising him to take nothing 

for granted, set off into the woods. 

lliey were in a beautiful state^ A light snow but an inch 
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or two deep htA fillni the nigbt before; the air had beea 
peifeetly still during the day ; and thoughthe sun was oul, 
bright and mihi^it had done little but glitter <m. the earth's 
white capping. The light dry flakes of snow had not stir- 
ved from their first resting-place. The long branches of the 
large pines were just tipped with snow at the ends^; on the 
smaller evergreens every leaf and tuft had its separate orestu 
Stones and rocks were smoothly rounded over, little shrubs 
and sprays that lay dloog the ground were all doubled in 
white ; and the hemlo^ branehes, bending with their 
feathery burthen, stooped to the foreheads of the party and 

fftve them the freshest of salutatioiis as they brushed by. 
he* whole wood^scene was particularly &ir and graceful. 
A light veil of purity; no more, thrown over the .wilder- 
ness of stones and stumps and bare ground,~r-like the bless- 
ing of charity, covering all roughnesses and unsightlinesses — 
like the innocent unsidlied nature that places its light shield 
between the eye and whatever is unequal, unkindly, and 
unlovely in the world. 

'^ What do you think of this for a misanthropioal man, 
Mr. Olmney? there's a better tonic to be found in the 
woods than in any remedies of man's devising." 

" Better than books ?" said he. 

" Certainly ! — No comparison." 

'' I have to learn that yet." 

*' So I suppose," said Fleda. '* The very danger to b^ 
apprehended, as I hear sir, is j&om your running a tilt into 
some of those thick folios of yours, head foremost. — ^There'9 
no pitch there, Hugh — ^you may leave it alone. We must 
go on — ^there are more yellow pines higher up." 

'' But who could give such a strange character of me to 
you 1" said Mr. Olmney. 

** 1 am sure your wisdom would not advise me to tell 
you that, sir. You will find nothing there, Mr. Olmney." 

They went gayly on, careering about in all directions 
and bearing down upon every promising stump or dead 
pine tree they saw in the distance. Hugh and Mr. Olmney 
took turns in the labour of hewing out the fat pine knots 
and splitting down the old stumps to get at the pitchy 
heart of the wood ; and the baskets began to grow heavy. 
The whdle party were in excellent spiritS| and as happy as 



'^€k» birds titat filled liie wwydn and wfa<»e olieery '* ohidc-a* 
dee-dee-dee,'' was heard whenever they* piaaaed to rest and 
let the hatchet be sdll. 

'*^How one sees everythhig m the colour of one's oim 
Bpectaoles," said Fleda. 

' ^ May I ask what colour yours are to-day ?" said Mc. 
Olmney. 

" Rose, I think," said Hugh. 

'^ No," said Fleda, '^ they are better than that — ^they are 
no worse colour than the snow's own — they shew me every- 
thing just as it is. It could not be lovelier." 

"Then we may conclude, may we not," said Mr. Olm- 
ney, ^ that you are not sorry to find yourself in- Qoeediy 
again ?" 

^I am not sorry to find myself in the woods again. 
That is not pitch, Mr. Olmney." 

^ It has the same colour,-— and weight." 

''No, it is only wet-^-see this and smell of it-^o you 
see the difTerence 1 Isn't it pleasant 1" 

"Everything is pleasant to-day," said he smilii^. 

" I shall report you a cure. Come, I want to go a little 
higher and shew you a ^iew. Leave that, Hugh, — we have 
got enough — " 

But Hugh chose to finish an obstinate stump, and his 
companions went on without him. It was not very fiur up 
the mountain and they came to a fine look-out point ; the 
same where Fleda and Mr. Oarleton had paused long before 
on their quest afi^r nuts. The wide ^read of country was 
a white waste now; the delicate beauties of the snow were 
lost in the far view ;.and the distant Catskill shewed win- 
trily against the fair blue sky. The air was gentle enough 
to invite them to stand still, afi^er the exercise they had 
taken, and as they both looked in silence Mr. Olmney 
observed that his companion's &ce settled into a gravity 
rather at variance with the expression it had worn. 

" I should hardly think," said he softly, " that you were 
.looking through white spectacles, if you had not told us 



so." 



"O — a shade may come over what one is looking at, 
you know," said Fleda. But seeing that he atill watched 
her inquiringly she added, «. 



QUBSCHT. 

*' I do not dunk % very wide landflcape is ever gay id its 
eflfect i]f>oB the mind — do you T 

^ Perhaps — ^I do not know,'^ said he, his eyes turning to 
it again as if to try what the effect was. 

** My thoughts had gone back," said fleda, '^ to a time a 
good while ago, irhea I was a child and stood here in sum- 
mer weather — ^and I was thinking that the change in the 
landscape is something like that which years make in the 
mind." 

^But you have not, for a long time at least, known any 
very acute sorrow ?" • 

^ No-^-" said Fieda, ^' but that is not necessary. There is 
a gentle kind of discipline which does its work I think more 
surely." 

^^ Thank God for gentle discipline!" said Mr. Olmney; 
^ if you do not know what those griefs are that break down 
mind and body together." 

*^ I am not unthankful, 1 hope, for anything," said Fieda 
gently ; '' but 1 have been apt to thisk that after a crushing 
sorrow the mind may rise up again, but that a long*oon- 
tinned though mudi lesser pressure in time breaks the 
spring." 

He looked at her again with a mixture of incredulous 
and tender interest, but her face did not belie her words, 
strange as they sounded from so young and in general so 
bright-seeming a creature; 

"• *• There shall no evil happen to the just^' " he said pres- 
ently and with great sympathy. 

Fieda flashed a look of gratitude at him — it was no 
more, for she felt her eyes watering and turned them 
away. 

'* You have not, I trust, heard any bad news 1" 

" No sir— not at all !" 

^' 1 beg pardon for asking, but Mrs. Rossitur seemed to 
be in less good spirits than usual." 

He had some reason to say so, having &und her in a 
violent fit of weeping. 

^^ You da not need to be told," he went on, '' of the need 
there is that a <doud should now and then oome over this 
lower scene — ^the danger that if it did not our eyes would 
look nowhere else 1" 



' There is something very touching m hearing a kind voice 
say what one has ofben struggled to say to oneself. 

" I know it, sir," said Fleda, her words a little choked, — 
" and one may not wish the cloud away, — ^but it does not 
the less cast a shade upon the face. I' guess Hugh has 
worked his way into the middle of that stump by this 
time, Mr. Olmney." 

They rejoined him ; and the baskets being now suffici- 
ently heavy and arms pretty well tired they left the further 
riches of the pine woods unexplored and walked sagely 
homewards. At the brow of the table-land Mr. Olmney 
left 1;hem to take a shorter cut to the high-road, having a 
visit to make which the shortening day warned him not to 
defer. 

^* Put down your basket and rest a minute, Hugh," said 
Fleda. *'I had a world of things to talk to you about, 
and this blessed man has driven them all out of my 
head." 
- " But you are not sorry he came along with us V* 

"O no. We had a very good time. How lovely it 
is, Hugh ! Look at the snow down there—without a 
track ; and the woods have been dressed by the fairies. O 
look bow the sun is glinting on the west side of tHat 
Hillock J" 

" It is twice as bright since you have come home," said 
Hugh. 

^ The snow is^too beautiful to-day. O I was right ! one 
may grow morbid over books — but I defy anybody in the 
company of those chick-a-dees. I should think it would 
be hard to keep quite sound in the city." 

"You -are glad to be here again, aren't you?" said 
Hugh. ^ ' ' . 

" Very ! O Hugh ! — it is better to be poor and have one's 
feet on these hills, than to be rich and shut up to brick 
walls!" 

" It is best as it is," said Hugh quietly. 

" Once," Fleda went on, — " one fair day when I was out 
driving in New York, it did come over me with a kind of 
pang how pleasant it would be to have plenty of money 
ligain and be at ease ; and then, as I was looking off over. 
that pretty North river to the other shore, I b9tiii»ught me, 



*" A litde thftt a righteous man hatfi'is bet#r than the richMi 
of many widced.' " 

Hugh did not answer, for the face she turned to him 
in its half tearful half bright submission took away his 



*' Why yoa cannot have enjoyed yourself as much as we 
thought, Fledia, if you dislike the city so much ?" 

'' Yes I did. O I enjoyed a great many things. I en- 
joyed being witb the Evelyns. You don't know how mud^ 
they made of me,— every one of them, — ^father and mother 
and all the three daughters — and uncle Orrin. I have been 
well petted, I can tell you, since I have been gone." • 

^' I am glad they shewed so much discrimination," said 
Hugh ; " they would be puzzled to make too much of you." 

" I must have been in a remarkably discriminating soci- 
ety," said Fleda, " for everybody was very kind !" 

'^ How do you like the Evelyns on a nearer view?" 

"' Very much indeed ; and I believe they really love me. 
Nothing could possibly be kinder, in all ways oi shewing 
kindness. I shall never forget it." 

" Who were you driving with that day ?" said Hugh. 

" Mr. Thorn." 

" Did you see much of him ?" 

** Quite as much as I wished. Hugh ^I took your 

advice." 

" About what ?" said Hugh. 

*' I carried down some of my scribblings and sent them 
to a Magazine." 

« Did you !" said Hugh looking delighted. « And will 
they publish them 1" 

" I don't know," said Fleda, " that's another matter. I 
sent them, or uncle Orrin did, when I first went down ; and 
( have heard nothing of them yet." 

"^ You shewed them to unde Orrin ?" 

" Couldn't help it, you know. I had to." 

^' And what did he say to themi" 

"Come! — I'm not going to be cross-questioned," said 
Fleda laughing. " He did not prevent my sending tibem." 
. "And if they take them, do you ezpeot they will give 
anything for them ? — ^the Masazine people ?" 

" I am sttfe if they don't they shall have no more — that 
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ismy OJBly possible kiduoement to let them be piiated. Iter 
my own pleasure, I would far rather not." 

" Did you sign with your own name ?" 

"My own name! — ^Yes, and desired it to be printed in 
large capitals. What are you thinking of] No — I hoM 
you'll forgive me, but I signed myself what our friend tue 
. doctor calls ' Yugh.' " 

" I'll forgive you if you'll do one thing for me." 

" What r 

"Shew me all you have in your portfolio — Do, Fleda — 
to-night, by the light of the pitch-pine knots. Why 
shouldn't you give me that pleasure \ And besides, you 
know Moliere had an old woman V 

' " Well," said Fleda with a &ce that to Hugh was ^- 
tremely, satisfactory, — "we'll see — I suppose you might as 
well read my productions in manuscript as in print. But 
they are in a terribly scratchy condition — they go some- 
times for weeks in my head before I find time to put 
them down — you may guess polishing is pretty well out of 
the question. Suppose we try to get home with these bas- 
kets." 

Which they did. 

" Has Philetus got home 1" was Fleda's first question. 

" No,'- said Mi's. Rossitur, " but Dr. Quackenboss has 
been here and brought the paper — ^he was at the post-offioe 
this morning, he says. Did you see Mr. Olmney ?" 

" Yes ma'am, and I feel he has saved me from a lame 
arm — those pine knots are so heavy." . 

" He is a lovely young man !" said Mrs. Rossitur with 
uncommon emphasis. 

" I should have been blind to the fact, aunt Lucy, if you 
had not made me change my shoes. At present, no dis- 
paragement to him, 1 feel as if a cup of tea would be rather 
more lovely than anything else." 

" He sat with me some time," said Mrs. Rossitur ; " I 
was afraid he would not overtake you." 

Tea was ready, and only waiting for Mrs. Rossitur -to 
come down stairs, when Fleda, whose eye was carelessly 
running along the columns of the paper, uttered a sudden 
shout and covered her face with it. Hugh looked up in 
|M|x»ii.shment, but Fleda was beyond anything but excla- 



SS4 QUSBOHT, 

matioDs, laughing and flushing to the very roots of hflr 
hair. 

"What is the matter, Fledal" 

"Why," said Fieda, — "how comical ! — ^I was just look- 
ing over the list of articles in the January number of the 
' Excelsior' '.'_ 

" The • Excelsior' ?" said Hugh. 

"Yes — the Magazine I sent my things to — ^I was running 
over their advertisement here, where they give a special 
puff of the publication in general and of several things in 
particular, and I saw — here they speak of * A tale of thrill- 
ing interest by Mrs. Eliza Lothbury, unsurpassed,' and so 
forth and so forth ; ' another valuable communication from 
Mr. Charleston, whose first acute and discriminating paper 
all our readers will remember; the beginning of a new tale 
from the infallibly graceful pen of Miss Delia Lawristoa ; 
we are sure it will be' so and so ; ' " Hie wind's voioes^^ Inf 
our new correspondent " Hugh^^'* has a delicate sweetness thai 
would do no discredit to some of our most honoured names P 
— What do you think of that 1" 

What Hugh thought he did not say, but he looked de- 
lighted, and came to read the grateful words for himself. 

" I did not know but they had declined it utterly," said 
Fleda, — "it was so long since I had sent it and they had 
taken no netice of it ; but it seems they kept it for the be- 
ginning of a new volume." 

" ' Would do no discredit to some of our most honoured 
names' !" said Hugh. " Dear Fleda, I am very glad ! But 
it is no more than I expected." 

" Expected !" said Fleda. " When you had not seen a 
line ! Hush — My dear Hugh, aren't you hungry ?" 

The tea, with this spice to their appetites, was wonder- 
fully relished ; and Hugh and Fleck kept making des- 
patches of secret pleasure and sympathy to each other's 
eyes; though Fleda's face afler the first flush had faded 
was perhaps rather quieter than usual, Hugh's was illu- 
minated. 

" Mr. Skillcom is a smart man !" said Barby coming in 
with a package, — " he has maJe out to go two miles in two 
hours and get back again safe ?" 

" More fioni tlie post-ofiice !'^ exclaimed Fleda pouncing 
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upon it, — " oh yes, there has been another maiJ. A letter 
for you, aunt Lucy ! from uncle Rolf! — We'll forgive him, 
Barby — And here's a letter for me, from uncle Orrin, and 
— yes — the * Excelsior.' Hugh, unde Orrin said he would 
send it. Now for those blessed pine knots ! Aunt Lucy, 
you shall be honoured with the one whole candle the house 
contains." 

The table soon cleared away, the basket of fat fuel was 
brought in ; and one or two splinters being delicately 
insinuated between the sticks on the fire a very brilliaz^ . 
illumination sprang out. Fleda sent a congratulatory look 
over to Hugh on the other side of the fireplace as she 
cosily established herself on her little bench at one corner 
with her letter; he had the Magazine. Mrs. Rossitur 
between them at the table with her one candle was already 
iosensible to all outward things. 

And soon the other two were as delightfully absorbed. 
Hie bright light of the fire shone upon three motionless 
and rapt %ures, and getting no greeting from them went 
off and danced on the old cupboard doors and paper hang- 
ings, in a kindly hearty joviality that would have put any 
number of stately wax candles out of countenance. There 
was no poverty in the room that night. But the people 
were too busy- to know how cosy they were; till Fleda 
was ready to look up from her note and Hugh had gone 
twice carefully over the new poem, — when there was a 
sudden giving out of the pine splinters. New ones were 
supplied in eager haste and silence, and Hugh was begin- 
ning " The wind's voices" for the third time when a soft- 
whispered ^' Hugh !" across the fire made him look over to 
Fleda's comer. She was holding up with both hands a 
five-dollar bank note and just shewing him her eyes over 
it. 

^^ What's that ?" said Hugh in an energetic whisper. 

*• I don't know 1" said Fleda, shaking her head comically ; 
— *' I am told ' The wind's voices' have blown it here, but 
privately I am afraid it is a windfall of another kind." 

*• What?" said Hugli lau^ajhing. 

1* Uncle Ornn says it is the first fruits of what I sent to 
the ' Excelsior,' and that more will 0(5me ; but I do not feel 
at all sure that it is entirely the growth of that soil." 

3S 



^I dare say it is," said Hugb; ^I am sure ft is worth 
SBore than tluit. Dear Fleda, I like it so much !" 

Fleda gave him snob a smfle of grataful aflecdon ! — not 
at all as if she deserved bis praise but as if it was very 
pleasant to have. 

** What put it into your head) anything in particular ?** 
. " No — ^nothing — ^I was looking out of the window one 
day and seeing the willow tree blow ; and that looked over 
my shoulder ; as you know Hans Andersen says his stories 
did.'' 

'' It is just like you ! — exactly as it can be." 

^ Things put themselves in my head," said Fleda, tuok* 
mg anot&r spluiter into the fire. '^ Isn't this better than a 
diandelierf 

*♦ Ten times !" 

" And so much pleasanter for having got it ourselveSi 
What a nice time we had, Hugh?" 

^ Yery. Now for the portfolio, Fleda--come !--*-moUMr 
is &st ; she won't see or hear anything. What does fkther 
say, mother ?" 

In answer to this they had the letter read, vrhioh indeed 
contained nothing remarkable beyond its strong expressiona 
of afl^tion to each one of the little family ; a cordial whidi 
Mrs. Rossituf drank and grew strong upon in the very act 
of reading. It is pity the medicine of kind words is not 
more used in the world — ^it has so much power. Then, 
having folded up her treasure and talked a little while 
about it, Mrs. Rossitur caught up the Magazine like a 'per- 
son who had been famished in that kind ; and soon she and 
it and her tallow candle formed a trio apart from all the 
world again. Fleda and Hugh were safe to pass most 
mysterious-looking little papers from hand to hand right 
before her, though they had the care to read them behind 
newspapers, and exchanges of thought and feeling went 
on more swifUy still, and softly, across the fire. Looks, 
and smiles, and whispers, and tears too, under cover of a 
Tribune and an Express. And the blaze would die down 
just when Hugh had got to the last verse of something, 
and tiien while impatiently waiting for the new pine splin- 
ters to catch he would tell Fleda how much he liked it, or 
how beautilbl h^ thought it, and whisper enquhriea and 



oritical questions; till the fire reached the fat vein and 
leaped up in deAimt emulation of gas-lights unknown, and 
*then he would fall to again with r^iewed gusto. And 
Fleda hunted out in her portfolio whcA bits to give him 
first, and bade him as she gave them remember this and 
understand that, whioh was necessary to be borne in mind 
in the reading. And through all the brightening and fitding 
blaze, and all the whispering, congratulating,- explaining, 
and rejoicing going on at her side, Mrs. Rossitur and her 
tallow candle were devoted to each other, happily and en- 
grossingly. At last however she flung the Magazine from 
her and tumiag from the table sat looking into the fire with 
a rather uncommonly careful and unsatisfied brow. 

^' What did you think of the second piece of poetry there, 
mother?" said Hugh ; — "that ballad? — *The wind's voices' 
it is <»lled.'' 

" * The wind's voices' 1—1 don't know— I didn' tread it, I 
believe." 

** Why nK)ther ! I liked it very much. Do read it — 
read it aloud." 

Mrs. Rossitur took up the . Magazine again abstractedly, 
and read — 

** ' ttatnma, what mak6& your fao6 so sad ! 
Th6 goiitid of the Mnnd makes me feel glad ; 
Bat whenever it blows, as grave you look. 
As if yott were feading a sorrowftil book.* 

*' * A sorrowful book 1 am reading, dear, — 
A book of weeping and pain and fear,'- 
A book deep printed on my heart, 
Which I cannot read but the tears will start. 

" * That breeze to my ear was soft and mild 
Just so, when I was a little child; 
Bat now I hear in its freshening breath 
Th^ voices of those that sleep in death.* 
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* Mamma,* said the child with shaded brow, 

* What is this book you are reading now? 
And whv do you read what makes you cry V 

* My child, it comes up before my eye. 

*' *"Rs the memory, love, of a fiir-olf day 
When my life's best Mend was taken away ;— 
Of the weeks and mouths that my eyes were dim« 
Watohing tn tidings— watching for him. 



S8S QXTEEGHT, 

," ♦ Many a year has come and past 
Since a Rhip sailed over the ocean fiist. 
Bound for a port on England's shore, — 
She sailed — but was never heard of more.' 

" ' Mamma' — and she closer pressed her side,— 

* Was that the time when my &ther died? — 
Is it his ship you think you see ? — 
Dearest mamma — ^won't you speak to me V 

♦* The lady paused, but then calmly said, 

* Yes Lucy — ^the sea was his dying bedf. 
And now whenever I hear the blast 

I think again of that storm long past. 

** * The winds' fierce bowlings hurt not me, 
But I think how they beat on the pathless sea, — 
Of the breaking mast — of the parting rope, — 
Of the anxious strife and the railing nope.' 

*^ < Mamma,' sidd the child with streaming eyes, 
' My father has gone above the skies ; 
And you tell me this world is mean and base 
Compared with heaven — ^that blessed place.' 

'* ' My daughter^ I know — ^I believe it all, — 
I would not his spirit to earth recal. 
The blest one he — ^his storm was brief, — 
Mine, a long tempest of tears and grief. 

" ' I have you my darling — I should not sigh. 
I have one star more in my doudv sky. — 
The hope that we both shall join him tnere. 
In that perfect rest from weeping and cu'e.' " 

" Well mother, — how do you like it ?" said Hugh whose 
eyes gave tender witness to hi% liking for it. 

" It is pretty — " said Mrs. Rossitur. 

Hugh exclaimed, and Fleda laughing took it out of her 
hand. 

" Why mother 1" said Hugh,— "it is Fleda's." 

" Fleda's !" exclaimed Mrs. Rossitur, snatching the Mag- 
azine again. " My dear child, I was not thinking in the 
least of what I was reading. Fleda's ! — " 

She read it over anew, with swimming eyes this time, 
and then clasped Fleda in her arms and gave her, not 
words, but the better reward of kisses and tears. They re- 
mained so a long time, even till Hugh left them ; and then 
Fleda released from her aunt's embrace still crouched by 
her^ide with one arm in her lap. 
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They both sat thoughtftdly looking into the flie till it had 
burnt itself out and nothing but a glowing bed of coals re-^ 
mained. 

'* That is an excellent young man !" said Mrs. Rossitur. 

" Who ?" 

" Mr. Olmney. He sat with me some time after you 
had gone." 

"So you said before," said Fleda, wondering at the 
troubled expression of her aunt's face. 

" He made me wish,'' said Mrs. Rossitur hesitating^— 
" that I could be something different from what I am: — ^I 
believe I should be a great deal happier" — 

The last word was hardly spoken. Fleda rose to her 
knees and putting both arms about her aunt pressed face to 
face, with a clinging sympathy that told how very near her 
spirit was ; while tears from the eyes of both fell without 
measure. 

" Dear aunt Lucy — dear aunt Lucy — I wish you would! 
— I am sure you would be a great deal happier — " 

But the mixture of feelings was too much for Fleda ; her 
head sank lower on her aunt's bosom and she wept aloud. 

" But I don't know anything about it !" said Mrs. Ros- 
situr, as well as she could speak, — " I am as ignorant as a 
child !— " 

" Dear aunty ! that is nothing — God jv^ill teach you if 
you ask him ; he has promised. .Oh ask him, aunt Lucy ! 
I know you would be happier ! — I know it is better — ^a mil- 
lion times ! — to be a child of God than to have everything 
in the world. — If they only brought us that, I would be very 
glad of all our troubles ! — indeed I would !" 

" But I don't think I ever did anything right in my life !" 
said poor Mrs. Rossitur. 

" Dear aunt Lucy !" said Fleda, straining her closer and 
with her very heart gushing out at these words, — ^''d^ar 
aunty — Christ came for just such sinners ! — ^for just such, 
as you and I." 

" Y(m^ — said Mrs. Rossitur, but speech foiled utterly, 
and with a muttered prayer that Fleda would help her, she 
sunk her head upon her shoulder and sobbed herself into 
quietness, or into exhaustion. The glow of the firelight 
faded away till only a faint sparkle was left in the chimney. 
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There w«8 not another word spoken, but wkeii tkoy fose 
up, with such kisaes a» gave acid todt unuttttped afibodoB^ 
counsel and sympathy, they bade each other good-night. 

Fleda went to \ta» window, for the mocm rode Ih^ and 
her childish habit had never been forgotten. But surely the 
jkoe that k>oked out that night was as the &oet of aa aagel. 
In all the pouring moonbeams that filled the air, ake could 
sea Bot^a^ but the flood of God^s goodnass oit a dark 
world. And her heart that night had QOtkiitg but an un- 
keuoded and unqualified thanksgiving for all tk« "gentle 
diseipMne^' they had felt ; for every sorrow and weaHneos 
and disappointment;^ — except besidea the prayer, alaaoat 
too-deep to be put into w<»ds, that its due a»d kopei-fiMr 
ft«it miglA be brought forth unto perfeetk 
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EVERY day oould not be as bright as the last, even by 
the help of pitch pine knots. They blazed indeed, 
ma&y a time, but the blase shone npon &oes that it could 
not sometimes light up. Matters drew gradually within a 
ttnaller and ^nailer oompaas. Another five dollars came 
from unde Orrin, and the hope of more ; but these were 
oarelully laid by to pay Philetus ; and for sil other wants of 
the household ^leepting those the fiurm supplied the family 
WM^ dependent on mere driblets of sums. None eame 
from Mr. Rossitur. Hugh managed to collect a very little. 
That kept ik&m from absolute distress ; that, and Fleda's 
delicate instrumentality. Regular dinners were given up, 
fresh meat beii^ now unheard-of, unless when a kind 
neighbonr made tiiem a present ; and appetite would have 
lagged sadly but for Fleda's untiring care. She thought no 
time nor pains ill-bestowed which could prevent her ayB^ 
and Hugh from feeling the want of old comforts ; and her 
nicest skill was displayed in varying the combinations of 
their very few and simple stores. The diversity and de- 
licionsness of her bread^stufi^, Barby said, was "• beyond 
everything l** and a cup of rich coffee was found to cover 
iU deficiencies of removes and entremets ; and this was 
always served, Barby said further, as if the President of. 
the United States was expected. Fleda never permitted 
the le^it tflacknesa in the manner of doing this or anything 
else that shd oeiiM ebiitroK 



Mr. Plumfield had sent down an opportune present of a 
fine porker. One cold day in the .b^inning of February 
Fleda was busy in the kitchen making something for din- 
ner, and Hugh at another table was vigorously dropping 
sausage-meat. 

'^ J should like to have some cake again," said Fleda. 

"Well, why don't youl" said Hugh, chopping away. 

" No ^gs, Mr. Kossitur, — and can't afford 'em at two 
shillings a dozen. I believe I am getting discontented — ^I 
have a great desire to do something to distinguish myself — 
I would make a plum pudding if i had raisins, but there 
is not one in the house." 

"You can get 'em up to Mr. Hemps's for sixpence a 
pound," said Barby. 

But Fleda shook her head at the sixpence and went on 
moulding out her biscuits diligently. 

" I wish Philetus would make his appearance with the 
cows — it is a very odd thing they should be gone since 
yesterday morning and no news of them." 

" I only hope the snow ain't so bright it '11 blind his eyes," 
said Barby. 

"There he is this minute," said Hugh. " It is impossible 
to tell from his countenance whether successful or not." 

" Well where are the cows, Mr. Skilleom ?" said Barfoy 
as he came in. 

" I have went all oVer town," said the person addfessed^ 
" and they ain*t no place." 

" Have yon asked news of them, Philetus ?" 

" I have asked the hull town, aikl I have went all over, 
'tOl I wa9 almost beat out with the cold, — and I ha'n't seen 
the first sight of 'em yet !" 

Fleda and Hugh exchanged looks, while Barby and Mr. 
Skilleom entered into an animated discussion of probabil? 
ties and impossibilities. 

" If we should be driven from our coffee dinners to tea 
with no milk in it t" — said Hugh softly in mock disnuiy. 

^ Wouldn't !" said Fleda. " We'd beat up an egg and 
put it in the coffee." 

" We couldn't afford it," said Hugh smiling. 

" Could I'—cheaper than to keep the cows. HI have some 
sugar at any rate» I'm determined. Pbiletusr^ 



«* Maim !" 

^ 1 wish, when you have got a good pile of wood diopped, 
you would make some troughs to put under the maple 
treea — ^you know how to make them, don't you ?" 

" I do !" 

^^ I wish you would make some — ^you have pine logs out 
there large enou^ haven't you f 

" They hadn't ought to want much of it — there's some 
'gregious big ones 1" 

"' I don't know how many we shall want, but a hundred 
or two at any rate ; and the sooner the better. Do you 
know how much sugar they make from one treel" 

" Wall I don't," said Mr. Skillooro^ with the air of a per- 
son who was at fault on no other point ; — " the big trees 
gives more than the little ones — " 

Fleda's eyes flashed at Hugh, who took to chopping in 
sheer desperation ; and the muscles of both gave them full 
occupation for five minutes. Philetus stood comfortably 
warming himself at the fire, looking first at one and then 
at the other, as if they were a show and he had paid for it. 
Barby grew irbpatient. 

"I guess this cold weather makes lazy people of me!'' 
she said bustling about her fire with an amount of energy 
that was significant. It seemed to signify nothing to Phile- 
tus. He only moved a little out of the way. 

^^ Didenhover's cleared out," he burst forth at' length 
abruptly. 

" What !" said Fieda and Barby at once, the broom and 
the biscuits standing still. 

"Mr. Didenhover." 

" What of him 1" 

" He has tuk himself off out o' town." 

*' Where tor 

" I can't tell where teu — ^he ain't coming back, 'tain't 
likely." 

" How do vou know ?" 

"'Cause he's tuk all his traps and went, and he said 
farming didn't pay and he wa'n't a going to have nothln' 
more to deii with it; — he telled Mis' Simpson so — he lived 
to Mis' Simpson's ; and she telled Mr. Ten Eyck." 

"Are you sure, Philetus?" 



^Sure as lection! — ^he telled Mis' Simpson so, tm^ aha 
t^led Mr. Ten Eyck ; and he's cleaved out" 

Fleda and Hugh again looked at eaidi otber. Mr. Skill- 
oom having now delivered himself of his news went out to 
the woodyafd. 

^ I hope he ba'n't carried off our eows along wHli him," 
said Barby, as she too went out to some other part of h» 
piremisea. 

^ He was to have made us quite a payment on- tlie Bn% 
of March;' said Fleda. 

" Yesi, and that was to have gone to unde Orrm,'^ sai^ 
Hugh. 

^^ We shall not see a coit of it. And we wanted a little 
of it for ourselves. — ^I have that money from the Excelsior, 
but I can't touch a penny of it for it must go to Philetos's; 
wages. What Barby does without hers I do not know — 
she has had but one five dollars in six months. Why she 
stays I cannot imagine ; unless it i» for pure love." 

'^ As soon as the spring opens I can go to the mM) 
again," said Hu^ after a little pause. Fleda looked ai 
him sorrowfully, and shook her head as Ae withdvaw hw 
eyes. 

'' I wish fibther would give up the fiirm," Hugh went on 
uad^ his breath. " 1 cannot bear to live upon mole Orris 
so." 

Fleda's answer was to clasp her hands. Her only* words 
were, " Don't say anything to aunt Lucy." 

*' It i» of no use to^ say anything to anybody," said Hugh. 
** But it weighs me to the ground, Fleda !" 

'* If uncle Rolf doesn't come home by spring — ^I hope, I 
hope he will ! — ^but if he does not, I will take despwste 
measures. I will try farming myself Hugh. I have 
thought of it^ and I certainly will. I will get Eaii Doug- 
lass or soniebodj else to play secofid fiddle, but I will have 
but one head on the farm and I will try what mine s» 
worth." 

" You QOidd sot do it, Fleda." 

^* One oaa do anything ! — ^with a. strong enough motive?* 

" I'm afraid you^ soon be tired, Fleda." 

" Not if I suoottsded'-^ot so tired as I am now." 

'* Poor Fleda ! I dare say you are tir^d !" 
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^ It waso't that I meant," said Fleda, sligktly drawing 
ber breath ; — '' I meant this feeling of everytmnff going 
wrong, and uncle Orrin, and all — " 

" But you are weary," said Hugh afi^ctionately. " 1 see 
it in your face." 

'^ Not so much body as mind, after all. Oh Hugh ! this 
is the worst part of being poor ! — the constant occupation 
of one's mind on a miserable succession of triflea I am so 
weary sometimes ! — If I only had a nice book to rest my- 
self for a while and forget £dl these thinggs — I would give 
s€t much for it ! — ^" 

" Dear Fleda ! I wish you had !" 

" Tbat was one delight of being in New York — ^I foigot 
all about money from one end of it to the other — I put all 
that away;^ — and not having to think of ibeals till I came 
tOr eat them. Yon can't think how tired I get of ringing 
the changes on pork and flour and Indian meal and eggs 
and vegetables ! — " 

Fleda looked tired, and pale; and Hu^ looked sadly 
conscious of it. 

"Don't tell aunt Lucy I have said all this!" she ex- 
claimed ailer a moment rousing herself, — " I don't always 
feel so — only once in a while I get such a fit — And now I 
have just troubled you by speaking of it !" 

" You don't trouble any one in that way very often, dear 
Fleda," said Hugh kissing her. 

" I ought not at all — you have enough else to think of — 
but it is a kind of relief sometimes. I like to do tliese 
things in general,— only now and then. I get tired, as I was 
just now, I suppose, and then one sees everything through 
a diflerent medium." 

'' I am afraid it would tire you more to have the chaise 
of Earl Douglass and the farm upon your mind; — and 
mother could be no help to you, — nor ^ if I am at the 
mill." 

" But there's Seth Plumlield. I've thought of it all. 
You don't know what I am up to, Mr. Rossitur. You. shall 
see how I will manage — unless uncle Rolf cames hoxne^ in 
whicb case I will v6py gladly forego^ all my honooxv and 
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But this hope was to be disappointed. Mr. Bossrcur. 
wrote again about the first of March, sajii^ that he hoped 
to mal&e something of his lands m Jd^ichigan, and that he 
had the prospect of being engaged in some land agencies 
which would make it worth his while to spend the smnmer 
there. He bade his wife let anybody take the &rm that 
•ould manage it and would pay ; and to remit to Dr. 
Gregory whaterer she should receive and could ^are. He 
hoped to do something where he was. 

It was just then the beginning of the sugar season ; and 
Mrs. Douglass having renewed and urged Earl's ofier of 
help, Fleda sent Philetus down to ask him to come the 
next day with his team. Seth PlumfieM's, which had 
drawn the wood in the winter, was now busy in lus own 
eugar business. On Earl Douglass's ground there happen^ 
to be no maple trees. His lands were of moderate ext^it 
and almost entirely cultivated as a sheep farm ; and Mr, 
Douglass himself though in very comfortable circumstances 
was in the habit of assisting, on advantageous terms, all 
the farmers in the neighbourhood. 

Philetus came back again in a remarkably short time; 
and announced that he had met Dr. Quackenboss in the 
way, who had offered to come with hi% team for the desired 
service. 

" Then you have not beeti to Mr. Douglass's 1" 

"I have not," said Philetus; — "I thought likely you 
wouldn't calculate to want him teu." 

'^ How came the doctor to know what you were going 
for V 

" I told him." 

" But how came you to tell him 1" 

*^ Wall I guess he had a mind to know," said Philetus, 
" so I didn't keep it no closer than 1 had teu." 

" Well," said JFleda biting her lips, " you will have to ge 
down to Mr. Douglass's nevertheless Philetus, and tell him 
the doctor is commg to-morrow but I should be very much 
obliged to him if he will be here next day. WiD you ?" 

''Yes marm !" 

" Now dear Hugh, will you make me those little spouta 
for the trees ! — of some dry wood — ^you can get plenty out 
here. You want to split them up with a boilow 
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about a quarter of an inch thick, and a little more than half 
an inch broad. Have you got a hollow chisel ?" 

** No, but \ can get one up the hill. Why must it be 
hoilpw r 

" To make little spouts, you know, — for the sap to run 
in. And then, my dear Hugh 1 they must be sharpened at 
one end so as to fit where the chisel goes* in — lam afraid I 
have given you a day's work of it. How sorry I am you 
must go to-morrow to the mill ! — and yet I am glad too." 

" Why need you go round yourself with these people?" 
said Hugh. " I don't see the sense of it." 

" They don't know where the trees are," said Fleda. 

" I am sure I do not. Do you ]" 

" Perfectly well. And besides," said Fleda laughing, " 1 
should have great doubts of the discreetness of Philetus's 
auger if it were left to his simple direction. I^ have no 
notion the trees would yield their sap as kindly, to him as 
to me. But I didn't bargain for Dr. Quackenboss." 

Dr. Quackenboss arrived punctually the next morning 
with his oxen and sled ; and by the time it was loaded with 
the sap-troughs, Fleda in her black cloak, yam shawl, and 
grey little hood came out of the house to the wood-yard. 
Earl Douglass was there too, not with his team, but 
merely to see how matters stood and give advice. 

" Good day, Mr. Douglass !" said the doctor. " You see 
I'm so fortunate as to have got the start of you." 

" Very good," said Earl contentedly, — " you may have 
it; — ^the start's one thing and the pull's • another. I'm 
willin' anybody should have the start, but it takes a pull to 
know whether a man's got stuff in him or no." 

" What do you mean V said the doctor. 

" I don't mean nothin' at all. You make a start to-day 
and I'll come ahint and take the pull to-morrow. Ha' you 
got any thin' to boil down in, Fleda ? — there's a potash kit- 
tle somewheres, ain't there ? I guess there is. There is in 
most houses." 

''There is a large kettle — I suppose large enough," s^d 
Fleda. 

*' That'll do, I guess. Well what do you calculate to put 
the syrup in? — ha' you got a good big cask, or plenty o' 
tubs and that ? or will you sugar off the hull lot every night 
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flii fis it Itel WKf 1 You must do< one duag ov i'oHidry 
and it's good to know what you're a goin' to do afope y ott 
come to do il." 

" I don't know, Mr. Douglass," said Fleda ; — " whichewer 
]» the beat wa]F — ^we h«re bo cask kige enough, I am 
alraid." 

"" Wei) I tell you whaA I'll do— I know where there's & 
tub, and where they ain't usin' it nother, and I reek<m I qmei 
get 'em to let me haye it — ^I redEon I ean — and I'll go roiaibd 
§>r't and feldi it here to-morrow momin' when I come with 
the team. Twon't be much out of my way. It's mof^ 
handier to leave the sugarm' off till the next day ; and it 
had ought to have a settlin' besides. Where'll you ha:¥» 
your fire buHt 1 — ^in doors or out V^ 

'^ Out-*I would rafther, if we can. But ean we 1" 

^ La, 'tain't nothin' easier — it's as easy out as in — aU 
you've got to do is to take and roll a eouple of pretty siaad 
billets for yow fir^laee, and stick a oouple o' crotchad 
. stieksi lor to hang the kittle over — ^I'd as lieve have it out 
as in, and if anytbin' a ketle liever. If you'll lend ma- 
Philetos me and him'll fix it all ready agin you oome back 
—'tain't no trouble at all — ^and if the sticks ain't here well 
gf^ into the woods after 'em, and have it all sot up." 

But Fleda refveseitted that the services of Philetus w«re 
just then in requisition^ and that there would be no sap 
brought home till to-morrow. 

"Very good!" said Earl amicably, — ^^very good! it's 
just as easy done one day as another — it don't make no 
difference to me, and if it makes any difierenctf to you, of 
course we'll leave it to-day, and there'll be time enough to 
do it to-morrow ; me and him '11 knock it up in a whistle. — 
What's them littie shmgles for ?" 

Fleds explained the use and implication' of Hush's mimic 
ajpoots.. He tuned one about,^ whistling, wlule he listened 
to her. 

** That's some o' Seth Plumfield's new jigs, ain't it I 
wonder if he thinks now the sap's a goin to run any sweeter 
out o' that 'ere than it would offthe end of a chip that wa'n't 
quite so handsome !" 

'^^k), Mr. Douglass," said Fleda smiling,--— ** be only^ 
tliinks that this will catch a litOe more." 
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''His sagMT won't never tell wkere k com^ft&m^^ te^ 
marked Earl) throwing the qpout down. "Well^^^yov 
shall see more o' me to-morrow. Good-bye, Dr. Quack- 
^boas!" 

^ Do you contemplate the refining prooesa?" said tha 
doctor, as they moved off. 

^*' I have ofben contemplated the want of it," said Fleda ; 
** bat it is best not to try to do too much. I should like to 
make sure of something worth refining in the first place." 

^^ Mr. Douglass and I," said the doctor, — ^' i ho pe a ■ . 
he's a very good-hearted man, Miss Fl«da^ but, ha I ha ! — 
he wouldn't »iffer loss from a little refining hinuielf. — Haw ! 
you rascal — where are you going ! Haw ! I tell ye — ^" 

^ I am very sorry. Dr. Qoadcenboss," said Fleda when, 
she had the power and the chance to speak again, — '^ J am 
very sorry you should have to take this trouble ; bttt unfor- 
tunately the art of driving oxen, is not among Mr. Skill- 
corn's accomplishments." 

'^ My dear Mias Ringgan !" said the doetor^ '' I — I— > 
nothing I assure you could give niiS greater jdeasiire than 
tO' drive my oxen to any place wh^^ you would like to 
have them go." 

Poor Fleda wished she could have despatched them 
and him- in one direction while she took another ; die art 
of driving oxen quieily was certMnly not among the dootor'a 
aecomplishmenta. She was almost deafened. She tried to 
escape from the immediate din by running before to' shew 
Philetus about tapping the trees and fixing the littla spouts^ 
but it was a longer operation than she fauad connted upon, 
and by liie time they were ready to leave the tree the doo* 
tor waa gee-hawing alongside of it ; and then if the next 
maple was not within sight she could not in decent kindness 
leave him alone. The oxen went slowly, and though Fleda 
nuuMged to have no delay longer thaii: to throw down ar 
trough as the sled capie up with eaeh tree which she and 
Philetus had tapped, the business prcMnised to maker » loi^ 
day of it. It might have been a pleasant day in plea»> 
ant company ; but Fleda^s spirits were down to set out 
with, and Doctor Quackenboss was not the person to giva 
them the needed spring; his long-winded complimentary 
■peaches had not int^real enough even to divert her. She 
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felt liiat die was entering upon an untried and most 
weighty undertaking ; charging her time and thoughts with 
a burthen they could well spare. Her energies did not flag, 
but the spirit that should have sustained them was not 
strong enough for the task. 

It was a blustering day of early March ; with that uncom- 
promising brightness of sky and land which has no shadow 
of sympathy with a heait overcast. The snow still lay a 
foot thick over the ground, thawing a little in sunny spots; 
the trees quite bare and brown, the buds even of the early 
maples hardly shewing colour ; the blessed evei^reens alone 
doing their utmost to redeem the waste, and speaking of 
patience and fortitude that can brave the blast and outstand 
the long waiting and cheerftiUy bide the time when '^ the 
winter shall be over and gone." Poor Fleda thought they 
were like her in their circumstances, but she feared she was 
not like them in their strong endurance. She looked at the 
pines and hemlocks as she passed, as if they were curious 
preachers to her ; and when she bad a chance she prayed 
quietly that she might stand faithfully like them to cheer a 
desolation far worse and she feared far more abiding than 
snows could make or melt away. She thought of Hugh, 
alone in his mill-work that rough chilly day, when the wind 
stalked through the woods and over the country as if it had 
been the personification of March just come of age and taking 
possession of his domains. She thought ofber uncle, doing 
what?— in Michigan, — cleaving them to fight with difficulties 
as they might, — why ? — ^why ? and her gentle atmt at home 
sad and alone, pining for the want of them all, but most of 
him, and fading with their fortunes. And Fleda^s thoughts 
travelled about from one to the other and dwelt with them 
all by turns till she was heart-sick ; and tears, teai*s, fell hot 
on the snow many a time when her eyes had a mementos 
shield from the doctor and his somewhat more obtuse coadju- 
tor. She felt half superstitiously as if with her taking the 
&rm were beginning the last stage of their falling prospects, 
which would leave them with none of hope^s colouring. 
Not that in the least she doubted her own ability and success ; 
but her uncle did not deserve to have his affairs prosper 
Under such-a Fivstem and she had no faith that they would. 

^^ It is nu><^t grateful," said the doctor with the4 sidew»y- 
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twist of his jaw and his head at once, in harmony, — "it is a 
most grateful thing to see such a young lady — Haw ! there 
now ! — what are you about % haw,— haw then ! — It is a most 
grateful thing to see" — 

But Fleda was not at his side ; she had bounded away and 
was standing under a great maple tree a little ahead, making 
sure that Philetus screwed his auger u^ into the tree instead 
of (29«&n, which he had several times shewed an unreasonable 
desire to do. The doctor, had stiered his oxen by her little 
grey hood and black cloak all the day. He made for it now. 

" Have we arrived at the termination of our — a — adven- 
ture?" said he as he came up and threw down the last 
trough. 

" Why no, sir," said Fleda, " for we have yet to get home 
again." 

" 'Tain't so fur going that way as it were this'n," said 
Philetus. « My ! ain't I glad." 

" Glad of what ?" said the doctor. " Here's Miss Ring- 
gan's walked the whole way, and she a lady — ain't you 
ashamed to speak of being tired?" 

" I ha'n't said the firet word o' being tired !" said Philetus 
in an injured tone of voice, — " but a man ha'n't no right to 
kill hisself, if he ain't a gal !" ^ 

"I'll qui^ify to your being safe enough," said the doctor, 
"But Miss Ringgan, my dear, you are— a — you have lost 
something since you came out — '" 

" What ?" said Fleda laughing. " Not my patience ?" 

" No, " said the . doctor, " no, — you're — a — ^you're an 
aogel ! but your cheeks, my dear Miss Ringgan, shew that 
you have exceeded your — a — " 

" Not my intentions, doctor," said Fleda lightly. " I am 
very well satisfied with our day's work, and with my share 
of it, and a cup of cofiee will make me quite up again. 
Don't look at my cheeks till then." 

" I shall disobey you constantly," said the doctor ; — " but, 
my dear Miss Fleda, we must give you some felicities for 
reaching home, or Mrs. Rossitur will be — a — distressed 
when she sees them. Might I propose — that you should 
jost bear your weight on this wood sled and let my oxen 
and me have the honour — ^The cup of coffee, I am confident, 
would be at your lips considerably earlier — " 
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^Th» sun won't be a great baigl^ by the time we gob 
thefe^" said Phiktus in a oynioal manner ; "and I haVt tcdb 
the first thing to^j !" 

" Well who has ?" said the doctor ; " you ain't tibe only 
one. Follow your nose down hill, Mr. SkiUeom, and it'll 
smell supper directly. Now, my dear Miaa Rinnan I — will 
you 1" 

Fleda hesitated, but her relaxed enemes warned her not 
to despise a homely mode d relief. The wood-sled was 
pretty dean, and the road decently good over i&e snow. So 
Fleda gathered her doak about her and sat down fiat on the 
bottom of her rustic vehicle ; too grateful for the rest to 
care if there had been a dozen people to laugh at her ; but 
the doctor was only delighted, and Philetus regarded every 
social phenomenon as coolly and in the same business H^it 
as he would the butter to his bread, or any ol^er infallible 
every-day matter. 

Fleda was very glad presently that she had taken this 
plan, lor besides the rest of body she was happily re- 
lieved from all necessity of speaking. The doctor though 
but a few paces off was perfectly given up to the oare of 
his te«m, in the intense anxiety to shew his skill and gal- 
lantry in saving her harmless from every ugly place in the 
road that threatened a jaar or a plunge. Why his oxen didn't 
gor districted was a question ; but the very vehemence and 
iteration of his cries at last drowned itself in Fleda's ear 
and she oould hear it like the wind's roaring, ¥rithottt think- 
ing of it. She presently subsided to that. With a weary 
frame, and with that, peculiar quietness of spirits that oocomB 
upon the ending of a day's work in which mind and body 
have both been busily engaged, and the fl»dden ceasing of 
any call upon either, fimcy asked no leave and dreamily 
roved hither and thither between the material and Ihe spirit 
world ; the will too subdued to stir. Days gone by came 
inarshalHng thdr scenes and their actors before her ; again 
she saw herself a little child under those same trees that 
stretched their great black arms over her head and swaying 
their tops in the wind seemed to beckon her back to the 
past. They talked of their old owner, whose steps had so 
oflen passed benesitb them with her own light tread,-^ligfat 
now, but how dandng then ! — ^by his side; «id of her fatwr, 



whose hand porhaps had long ago tapped tkose vm* j trees 
where she had notieed the old closed-up scare of the axe. 
At any rate his boyhood had rejoiced there, and she could 
look back to one time at least in his manhood when she 
had taken a pleasant wa]k with him in summer weather 
among those same woods, in that very ox-track she believed. 
Gone — ^two generations that she had known there ; hopes 
and fears and disappointments, akin to her own, at rest, — 
as hers would be ; and how sedately the old trees stood 
telling her of it, and waving their arms in grave and gentle 
commenting on the folly of anxieties that came and went 
with the wind. Fleda agreed to it all ; she heard all they 
said ; and her own spirit was as sober, and quiet as their 
quaint moralizing. She felt as if it would never dance 
again. 

The wind had greatly abated of its violence ; as if satis- 
fied with the shew of strength it had given in the morning 
it seemed willing to make no more commotion that day. 
The sun was far on his way to the horizon, and many a 
bi^oad hill-side slope was in shadow ; the snow had blown 
or melted from o^ the stones and rocks leaving all their 
roughness and bareness unveiled ; and the white crust of 
snow that lay between them looked a cheerless waste in the 
shade of the wood and the hill. But there were other spots 
where the sunbeams struck and bright streama of light ran 
between the trees, smiling and miJcing them smile. And 
as Fleda's eye rested there another voice seemed to say, 
"At evening-time it shall be light,'* — and "Sorrow may 
endure hr a ni^t, but joy cometh in the morning." She 
could have cried, but spirits were too absolutely at an ebb. 
She knew this was partly physical, because she was tired 
and faint, but it could not the better be overcome. Yet 
those streaks of sunlight were pleasant company, and Fieda 
watched them, thinking how bright they used to be once ; 
till the oxen and sled came out from the woods, and she 
could see the evening colours on the hill-tops beyond the 
vllkige, lighting up the whole landscape with promise of the 
morrow. She thought her day had seen its brightest ; but 
she thought too that if she must know, sorrows it was a 
very greaft blessing to* know them at Queaehy. 

VOL. n. ^ 
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The smoke of the chimney-tops came in sight, and &ncy 
went home, — a few minutes before her. 

" I wonder what you'll take and do to yourself next !" 
said Barby in extreme vexation when she saw her oome in. 
" You're as white as the wall, — ^and as cold, ain't you 1 Fd 
ha' let Philetus cut all the trees and drink all the sap after- 
wards. I wonder which you think is the worst, the want 
o' you or the want o' sugar." 

A day's headache was pretty sure to visit Fleda after 
any over-exertion or exhaustion, and the next day justified 
Barby 's fears. She was the quiet. prisoner of pain. But 
Earl Douglass and Mr. Skillcorn could now do without her 
in the woods; and her own part of the trouble Fleda 
always took with speechless patience. She had the mixed 
comfort that love could bestow ; Hugh's sorrowful kiss and 
look before setting off for the mill, Mrs. Rossitur's caress 
ing care, and Barby 's softened voice, and sympathizing 
hand on her brow, and hearty heart-speaking kiss and" 
poor little King lay all day with his head in her lap, casdng 
grave wistful Ranees up at his mistress's face and licking 
her hand with intense affection when even in her distress it 
stole to his head to reward and ^^mfort him. He never 
would budge from her side, or her feet, till she could move 
herself and he knew that she was well. As sure as King 
came trotting into the kitchen Barby used to look into the 
other room and say, " So you're better, ain't you, Fleda f 
I knowed it !" 

Afler hours of suflering the fit was at last over ; and in 
the evening, though looking and feeling racked, Fleda 
would go out to see the sap-boilers. Earl Douglass and 
Philetus had had a very good day of it, and now were in 
full blast with the evening part of the work. The weather 
was mild, and having the stay of Hugh's arm Fleda grew 
too amused to leave them. 

It was a very pretty scene. The sap-boilers had planted 
themselves near the cellar door on the other side of the 
house from the kitchen door and the wood-yard ; the casks 
and tubs for syrup being under cover there ; and there they 
had made a most picturesque work-place. Two strong 
crotched sticks were stuck in the ground some six or eight 
feet apart, and a pole laid upon them, to which by the help 
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of some very rustic hooks two enormous iron kettles were 
slang. Under them a fine iire of smallish split sticks was 
doing duty, kept in order by a couple of huge logs which 
walled it in on the one side and on the other. It was a 
dark night, and the fire painted all this in strong lights and 
shadows ; threw a faint fading Aurora-like light over the 
snow, beyond the shade of its log barriers ; glimmered by 
turns upon the paling of the garden fence, whenever the 
dark figures that were passing and repassing between gave 
it a chance ; and invested the cellar-opening and the out^ 
standing comer of the house with striking and unwonted 
dignity, in a light that revealed nothing except to the 
imagination. Nothing was more fancifully dignified or 
more quaintly travestied by that light than the figures 
around it, busy and flitting about and shewing themselves 
in every novel variety of grouping and colouring. There 
-was Earl Douglass, not a hair different from what he was 
every day in reality, but with his dark skin and eyes, and a 
hat that like its master had concluded to abjure all fashions 
and perhaps for the same reason, he loolgBd now like any 
bandit and now in a more pacific view could pass for noth- 
ing less than a Spanish shepherd at least, with an iron ladle 
in lieu of crook. There was Dr. Quackenboss, who had 
comcstoo, determined as Earl said, " to keep his eend up," 
excessively bland and busy and important, the firfe would 
throw his one-sidedness of feature into such aspects of grav- 
ity or sternness that Fleda oould make nothing of him but 
a poor clergyman or a poor schoolmaster alternately. 
Philetus, who was kept handing about a bucket of sap or 
trudging off for wood, defied all comparison ; he was Phi- 
Ictus still ; but when Barby came once or twice and peered 
into the kettle her strong features with the handkerchief 
she always wore about her head were lit up into a very 
handsome gypsy. Fleda stood some time unseen in the 
shadow of the house to enjoy the sight, and then went 
forward on the same principle that a sovereign princess 
sliews herself to her army, to grace and reward the labours 
of her servants. The doctor was profuse in enquiries after 
her health and Earl informed her of the success of the day. 
*■ We've had first-rate weather," he said ; — " I don't 
want to see no better weather foe sugar-makin^ ; it's as 
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good kind o' weather as you need to have. It friz every- 
diin' up tight in the night, and it thew in the sun tms 
momin^ as soon as the sun was anywhere-; the trees 
eouldn't do.no better than they haye done. I guess "we 
ha'n't ^t mudi this side o' two hundred gallon — ^I ain't 
sure about it, but that's what I think ; and there's nigh two 
hundred gallon we've fetched down ; I'll qualify to better 
than a hundred and fifty, or a hundred and sixty either. 
We should ha' had more yet if Mr. Skillcom hadn't mana- 
ged to spill over one cask of it — I reckon he wanted it for 
sass for his chicken." 

" Now, Mr. Douglass !" — said Philetus, m a comical 
tone of deprecation. 

^' It is an uncommonly fine lot of sugar trees," said the 
doctor, " and they stand so on the ground as to give great 
felicities to the oxen." 

*' Now Fleda," Earl went on, busy all the while with his 
iron ladle in dipping the boiling sap from one kettle into 
the other, — " you know how tWs is fixed when we've done 
all we've got to.de with it? — it must be strained out o* 
this biler into a cask or a tub or somethin' 'nother, — any. 
thin' thatUl hold it, — ^and stand a day or so ; — you may 
strain it through a cotton cloth, or through a woollen doth, 
or through any kind of a cloth ! — and let it stand to settle ; 
and then when it's biled down — Barby knows about bilin* 
down — you can tell when it's comin' to the sugar when the 
yellow blobbers rises thick to the top and pufl^ o£^ and 
then it's time to try it in cold Nvater, — ^it's best to be a 
leetle the right side o' the sugar and stop afore it's done 
too much, for the molasses will dreen off afterwards — " 

*' It must be clarified in the commencement," put in the 
doctor. 

" O' course it must be clarified," said Earl,—" Barby 
knows about darifyin' — ^that's when you first put it on — 
you had ought to throw in a teeny drop o' milk fur to clear 
it, — ^milk's as good as a'most anything,*— or if you can get 
it calf's blood 's better"— 

"Eggs would be a more preferable ingredient on the 
present occasion, I presume," said the doctor. " Misa 
Ringgan's delicacy would be— *a — ^would shrink from — a — 
and the albumen of eggs will answer all the tame purpose." 
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*^ Wdl anyhow you like to fix it," said £arl, — ^^ eggs or 
ealf's blood — I won't quarrel with you about the ^ga^ 
though I never heerd o' blue ones afore, 'cept the robin's 
and bluebird's — and I've heerd say the swamp black bird 
lays a handsome blue egg, but I never happened to see the 
nest myself; — ^and there 's the chippin' sparrow, — ^but you'd 
want to rob all the bird's nests in creation to get enough of 
'em, and they ain't here in sugar time nother ; but any- 
how any eggs '11 do I s'pose if you can get 'em — or milk '11 
do if you ha'n't nothin' else — ^and after it is turned out into 
the barrel you just let it stand still a spell till it begins to 
grain and look clean on top" — 

" May I suggest an improvement ?" said the doctor. 
^^ Many persons are of the opinion that if you take and stir 
it up well from the bottom for a length of tiihe it will help 
the coagulation of the particles. 1 believe that is the prao- 
tice of Mr. Plumfield and others." 

. '* 'Taint the practice of as good men as him and as good 
sugar-bilers besides," said Earl ; though I don't mean to 
say nothin' agin Seth Plumfield nor agin his sugar, for the 
both is as good as you'd need to have ; he's a good man and 
he's a good farmer — there ain't no better man in town than 
Seth Plumfield, nor no better farmer, nor no better sugar 
nother \ but I hope there's a« good ; and I've seen as hand- 
some sugar that wa'n't stirred as I'd want to see or eafc 
either." « 

'' It would lame a man's arms the worst kind !" said Phi- 
letus. 

Fleda stood listeniqg to the discussion and smiling, when 
Hugh suddenly wheeling about brought her face to face with 
Mr. Olmney. 

'' I have been sitting some time with Mrs. Rossitur," he 
said, " and she rewarded me with permission to come and 
look at you. I mean ! — not that I wanted a reward, for I 
certainly did not — ^" 

" Ah Mr. Olmney !" said Fleda laughing, " you are served 
right You see how dangerous it is to meddle with such 
equivocal things as compliments. But we are worth look- 
ing at, aren't we? I have been standing here this half hour." 

He did not say this time what he thought. 

" Pretty, isn't it ?" said Fleda. " Stand a little further 
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back Mr. Olmney — isn't it quite a wild-looking scene, in 
that peculiar light and with the snowy background ? Look at 
Philetus now with that bundle of sticks — ^Hugh ! isn't he 
exactly like some of the figures in the old pictures of the 
martyrdoms, bringing billets to feed the fire? — that old 
martyrdom of St. Lawrence — whose was it — Spagnoletto ! 
— ^at Mrs. Decatur's — don't you recollect? It is fine, isn't 
it, Mr. Olmney?" 

" I am afraid," said he shaking his head a little, " my eye 
wants training. I have not been once in your company I 
believe without your shewing me something I could not 
see." 

" That young lady, sir," said Dr. Quackenboss from the 
far side of the fire, where he was busy giving it more wood, 
— " that young lady, sir, is a pattron to her — a — to all young 
ladies." 

" A patron !" said Mr. Olmney. 

" Passively, not actively, the doctor m^ans," said Fleda 
softly. 

" Well I won't say but she's a good girl," said Mr. Doug- 
lass in an abstracted manner, busy with his iron ladle, — 
" she means to be a good girl — she's as clever a girl as you 
need to have !" 

Nobody's gravity stood this, excepting Philetus, in whom 
4)he principle of fun seemed not to be developed. 

" Miss Ringgan, sir," 'Dr. Quackenboss went on with a 
most benign expression of countenance, — " Miss Ringgan, 
sir, Mr. Olmney, sets an example to all ladies who— a — 
have had elegant advantages. She gives her patronage to 
the agricultural interest in society." 

"Not exclusively, I hope?" said Mr. Olmney smiling, 
and making the question with his eye of Fleda. But she 
did not meet it. 

~ " You know," she said rather quickly, and drawing back 
from the fire, " I am of an agricultural turn perforce — ^in 
uncle Rolf's absence I am going to be a farmer myself." 

" So I have heard — so Mrs. Rossi tur told me, — but I fear 
— pardon me — you do not look fit to grapple with such a 
burden of care." 

Hugh sighed, and Fleda's eyes gave Mr. Olmney a hint 
te be silent. 
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" I am not going to grapple with any thing, sir ; I intend 
to take things easily." 

" I wish I could take an agricultural turn too," said he 
smiling, " and be of some service to you." 

"01 shall have no lack of service," said Fleda gayly ; — 
" I am not going unprovided into the business. There is 
my cousin Seth Plumfield, who has engaged himself to be 
my counsellor and instructor in general ; I could not have 
a better^ and Mr. Douglass is to be my right hand ; I oc- 
cupying only the quiet and unassuming post of the will, to 
convey the orders of the head to the hand. And for the 
jest, sir, there is Philetus !" 

Mr. Olmney looked, half laughing, at Mr. Skill corn, who 
was at that moment standing with his hands on his sides, 
eying with concentrated gravity the movemeiits of Earl 
Douglass and the doctor. 

" Don't shake your head at him !" said Fleda. " I wish 
you had come an hour earlier, Mr. Olmney." 

" Why f 

" I was just thinking of coming out here," said Fleda, 
her eyes flashing with hidden fun, — " and Hugh and I were 
both standing in the kitchen, when we heard a tremendous 
shout from the wood-yard. Don't laugh, or I can't go on. 
We all ran out, towards the lantern which we saw standing 
there, and so soon as we got near we heard Philetus singing 
out, 'Ho Miss Elster!— I'm dreadfully on't!'— Why he 
called upon Barby I don't know, unless from some notion 
of her general efficiency, though to be sure he was nearer 
her than the sap-boilers and perhaps thought her aid would 
come quickest. And he was in a hurry, for the cries came 
thick,^-' Miss Elster !— here ! — I'm dreadfully on't' — " 

" I don't understand — " 

" No," said Fleda, whose amusement seemed to be in- 
creased by the gentleman's want of understanding, — "and 
neither did we till we came up to him. The silly fellow- 
had been sent up for more wood, and splitting a log he had 
put his hand in to keep the cleft, instead of a wedge, and 
when he took out the axe the wood pinched him; and he 
had the fate of Milo before his eyes, I suppose, and could 
do nothing but roar. You should have seen the supreme 

35 
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indignation with which Barby took the axe and released him 
with ' You're a smart n^n, Mr. Skillcom !' " — 

" What was the fate of Milo f said Mr. Olmney pres- 
ently. 

" Don't you remember, — the famous wrestler that in his 
old age trying to break open a tree found himself not strong 
enough ; and the wood closing upon his hands held him 
fast till the wild beasts came and made an end of him. The 
figure of our unfortunate wood-cutter though, was hardly so 
dignified as that of the old athlete in the statue. — Dr. 
Quackenboss, and Mr. Douglass, — you will come in and see 
us when this troublesome business is done ?" • 

"It'll be a pretty spell yet," said Earl; — "but the 
doctor, he can go in, — ^he ha'n't nothin' to do. It don't 
take more'n half a dozen men to keep one pot a bilin'." 

" Ain't there teu on 'em, Mr. Douglass ?" said Philetus. 



END OF VOL. I. 
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HOME CYCLOPJIDIA 

IN SIX VOLUMES; 

GOB0»RISIN6 THE FOLLOWING :— EACH SOLD SEPARATESLT. 



HAND-BOOK OF LITEEATUEE AND FINE ABTS, 

By GEORGE RIPLEY, Esq., and BAYARD TAYLOR, Esq. 1 toL 8to., dotb, 92 00. 

HAND-BOOK OF BIOGEAPHT, 

By PARKE GODWIN, Esq. 1 voL Sro., doth, |S 00, 

HAND-BOOK OP THE USEFUL ARTS, Ac, 

Br Dr. ANTISELL. 1 toL Sro., tS 00. 

HAND-BOOK OF THE SOIENOES, 

By Prof. ST. JOHN, of Western Reserve College. 1 toI. 8yo., doth, 93 00. 

HAND-BOOK OF GEOGEAPHY, 

Or, UNIVfiRSAL GAZETTEER. 

HAND-BOOK OF HISTOEY AND OHEONOLOGT, 

Or, THE WORLD'S PROGRESS: A Dicttonary of Dates. 
In all 6 Vols., small Sro., each containing flrom 800 to 800 pag«i% doable eolanau, wttk 



In issaing the above works, the pablisher flatten himself that he shall meet 
a Kterary and edacational want which has long been urgently felt by ftmilies 
and schools, no less than by the general reader. 'The present aotiye oironla- 
tion of intelligence in all classes of society, demands the constant use of aa* 
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thontio and oonvenient books of reference. Labor-saving macliinery has 
beoome as essential in the acquisition of knowledge, as in the application of 
the practical arts. « 

Most of the encyolopasdias in popular use are on an extensive scale, contain 
a laige quantity of matter which is seldom referred to, and can only be obtained 
at considerable expense. Indispensable to public libraries, and to the student 
whose researches embrace a wide field, they often exceed the demands, no less 
than the means of the intelligent reader, who wishes merely to take a rapid 
snrysy of the general branches of knowledge. 

The present ^series of popular manuals is intended net for profesfHOBa] 
aoholars, but for the great mass of American readers. No' labor nor expense 
has been spared in this preparation which could more perfectly adapt tliera to 
their intended purpose. They have been edited with great care by ^ble sci- 
entific and literary men. The materials have been drawn from a great variety 
of sourees. In a small compass, they contain the essence of many large and 
valuable works. The subjects are brought down to the latest dates, and pre- 
soited with all the completeness and accuracy which could be secured by the 
experience and industry of the editors. 

The whole series furnishes a collection of manuals adapted both^or the 
use of classes and for general reference, presenting a lucid and comprehensive 
view of general History and Geography, literature and the Fine Arts, Bi- 
egraphy, and the Sciences and Useful Arts. 

The Hand-Book of Uteratnre and the Fine Arts 

Embraces all terms of Logic and Rhetoric, Criticism, Style, and Language ; 
sketches of works which stand as types of their age or tongue ; reviews of 
all systems of philosophy and theology, both of ancient and modern times ; 
and a complete series of the history of literature among all nations, made up 
wholly from original sources. All the most important terms of common and 
international law, all technical words and phrases employed in theology and 
philosophy, and a number of scientific and historical phrases which have 
beoome familiarized in Literature have been included. The explaoations are 
not confined to mere definitions ; whenever it has been found necessary, 
illustrative woodcuts have been introduced, which will greatly assist the 
reader in his knowledge of architectural terms. In Art, the departments ot 
Painting, Sculpture, and Architecture have been treated as fully and ctire- 
fnlly as the nature and limits of the work would permit. While a mere 
teohnioal array of terms has been avoided, care has been taken to explain all 
the words, and phrases of art-oriticism have been defined at some length, 
AS of interest and value to the general reader, especially since criti<Msm has 
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been recognized as a distiDct department of literature. AH words rating to 

tbe art and practice of music have been likewise retained. 

«• 

The Hand-Book of Biography 

Is founded on Mauuder^s excellent work, the compiler having endeavored t« 
preserve the compactness, while he has improved upon the fidelity and com- 
prehensiveness of his original. He has re-written most of the articles, 
either to enlarge or condense them ; and has added a vast number of names, 
especialiy of American men of eminence, and those who have died sinoe 
former works were prepared. In all cases he has consulted the most reliable 
authorities, and given ns much authentic information uudsr each head as 
•ould be condensed into the allotted space. 

The Haud-Book of the Usefiil Arts 

Includes a description of the improvements and discoveries of the present 
advanced state of science, as well as a history of their gradual development. 
It will convey as far as tie limits of the volume will permit, the greatest pos- 
sible amount of information concerning the subjects treated of, that could be 
eombined in a work at once intended for popular use and private reference. 
Very many of the publications issued in this country have added little to the 
knowledge previously existing in regard to its products, manufactures, or 
capabilities. Based, as all such works necessarily are, upon contemporaneous 
English productions, reference to the statistics and local peculiarities of this 
QOUDtry is rarely found in their pages. It is hoped that in this Hand- Book 
of the Useful Arts, a step in advance has been made in chronicling* the pro- 
gress in Art to which the United States so rapidly and with such excellence 
have attained 

33ie Hand-Book of the Scienoea 

Contains a brief explanation of scientific and technical terms, together wkli 
historical notices, descriptions of machinery, and other information requisite 
to enable the reader to gain an intelligent view of the nomenclature of the 
sciences, and their successive discoveries. 

The Hand-Book of Oeography 

Is a complete, universal Gazetteer, showing the present rebtions of tiie dtf- 
ferent countries of the world, with the numerous changes that are oonstaatly 
oooorring carefally noted to the present moment. 
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Ihe Hai^-Book of nMorj «ad .Chronology " 

Has already appeared nnder the title of the *' World's Progrresa," and ^aa 
met with signal favoi: from the public. Whatever errors have crept into 
the previous edition will be carefn^y corrected, and the late|t intelligence 
embodied in its pages. 



It will be perceived fr^pn the |ibove slight description, that the present 
forms an enoycl^fledia of the most comprehensive character, easy of consnlta^ 
tion, authentic in its statements, and afforded at a moderate price. The pub- 
lisher is persuaded that he is greatly promoting the interests of sound knowledge 
in this country by its issue, and he confidently anticipates for it a wide cironla. 
lion, and a long career of utility. 



Notiees df the << World's PngnsB." 

'^ The Worjd's Progress presents an immense mass of information, histori- 
cal, biographical, geographical, mytl^plogical, literary and scientific, which can 
be fou^d in do other iingle volume." — So. Lit. Gdz. 

** The world's whole history — its chronologies, races, battles, eras, great men, 
wonderful events *, indeed, every thing worth reoerding is compressed in alpha* 
betical manner within the cover of this rare volume. It is a' little library in it- 
self — ^an Encyclopedia full of the right kind of data, io the briefest poniUe 
■hape. Mr. Putnam has published many noble works, but few more oaeAil 
th^ " The World's Progress.'*— JV<w Yorker, 

** This unique contribution to our literature is a library in itself, and we 
would rather enjoy the reputation of making anH compiling this really extraor- 
dinary b^k than almost any other work of the season. 

" Every young man %hould get it at once, and keep it close at hand, and ha 
will soon find that his education is going on. ^o parent can give a better pre- 
sent to his child than this most useful moral manual of history.*' — Christian 
Times. 

'* This is about the most remarkable book we have seen. It is a monument 
of industry and reseiurch— an unparalleled embodiment of statistical knowledge, 
and a paragon of methodical arrangement. It is a volume of 700 pages of his- 
torical facts, dates, and memoranda, condensed almost beyond precedent, and 
compressed with so much skill and judgment as to afibrd a complete and 
thoroughly intelligible index of events. Prefixed to this treasury of knowledge 
ii a chart of history. We would not be without this volume for many times its 
ooat" — Commsrcial Advertiser. 

<* No book of reference has appeared of late years with greater claims to a 
plftoa on every library table than the *■ World*s Progress.* The work is a large 
volume of about 700 pages, full of facts, so arranged and class fied as to be al- 
ways easily found. It commends itself to all, who like ourselves, find the need 
«f avary aort of flme-aaving help in literary labor.*'— ilfe<A. Quarterly jRm. 
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The Alhtmbray Illustrated* t > 

Tlie Alhambra. By Wabhinoton Irvine. Jf«w edition, Vdth large additioTui. 
mnstrated by 14 beaatifiil engravings on wood, by the beat engraver% from de- 
signs by F. 0. C. Darlbt. 8vo. I)atk cloth, extra gilt, $8 50 ; extra bl:ie, 
gut edges, $4; morocco extra, very elegant ricmy gili edges, $6. 

This elegant yolnme is the last of the Ulustriled Series. The enbject, and tiie graceful mode 
of handling it, combine to render this a peculiarly attractive volmne for preeentatina 

"The Alhambra is one of the most flniAed and fSasdlnating oi Mr. Irvlng*8 works. It possesses 
tbe dtborate polish of the Sketoh Book. The splendor of di^on, and musical flow of wordi^ 
are, lA times,'perfectly chariQing.— >S9utA«m lAi. Measengw. ^ 

'^This is one of Irv^^s most poetical and bdantifol works, abounding in those exquisite plo- 
tttres, which, although mere word-paintings, have all the fiucination ana ispressiveness of the 
living, breathing canvas."— >8!cn£&^em LU. Gazette, 

*^The Alhambra is one of the most finished and i^sdnatlng of Irvlng^s worka"— FMtrfi 

JM, M668€ng0r, 

* 

Irrlng's Works, lUnstrated. 

New editions, in new and uniform style, viz., " Ekiokebbookbb,^' "Tbavellkb." 
V Sk^toh-Book," and "Alhakbba.^^ Square 8vo. Extra doth, gilt edges, $16 ; 
morocco extra, best style, $24. 

**PABLp'^ Ibvino. — ^Putnam has published a most beautlfttl edition of the Bketcii-Book, 
niustrated nlBiitably well by the racy pencil of Darley. It is this embalming of works of g^us 
In the amber of att, which makes a library a luxury as well for tha^e as the Ima^nation. Bun- 
ny, genial, original, and tasteful Irving, worthily graced with &ir prtbt and appreciative illustra* 
tration I It ia fndee& a cevpletion of fitness, in which Uiese days of haste and imperfectnass 
should rejoice, as a bright sx>ot of exception.^' — Mome J<MMwl. 

New Portrait of Washiii^oa*IrYing. 

Sketched from life, in crayons, by Charles Martin, Esq., and engraved in the 
finest style, on Stetl, by F. HaXpin. Single copies, 50 cts. ; proofs on large 
paper, $1 50. 

As this is probably the last portrait that will be taken of Mr. Irving, this circumstanoe wHl 
eonsequently tend to enlianee its value, q)art from the ftot of its acknowledged fidelity of ex- 
pression. 

" PoBTRArr 07 iBvnro. — There has seldom been a more felicitous piece of work. It is not 
only like Irving, but like his books : and though he looks as his books read, (which Is true of f«)W 
anthorsV-and looks like the name of his cottage, 9hnnyside — and looks like what the world 
thinks of him — ^yet a painter might hai» missed this look, and still have made what many would 
consider a likeness. He sits, leaning his head on his hand, with the genial, unconscious, courtly 
composure of expression that he habitually wears, and still thei% is visible the couclioiit Iniuior 
and philosophic inevitableness of perception, which form the strong under-current of. his ^euiiu. 
The nappy temper and strong intellect of Irving— the Joyously indolent man, and the aronaaljly 
brilliant author— are both there. As a picture, it is a fine specimen of art" — HomA JowiutK 

• 
JJn^ifbTfn toith ths above : 

Stw Portrait of William Cnllen Bryant. 

Sketched from life, in crayons, by Charles Martin, Esq. ; engraved on Steel in 
the best style, by Illican. Single copies, 50 cts.; proofs, $1 50. 

**No oetter llkness will ever be made of Bryant and Bancroft than Martinis two pcrtratts d 
these ante-mortem inmortala. Bryanf s true, though occasional look, is there— thanatopeloaUy 
espajisive and VHbeani.'^—ffome JownuA, 

Letters of a Trayeller. By W. C. Bryant, ninstrated 

With numerous fine engravings on Steel. 1 vol. square 8v9. Cloth extra, $4 ; 
morocco extra, $6. 

"Full of lively and picturesque sketches, acute obsexvationB, and nice discriminiCiiML 
poiBoefl peculiar interest"'— -O'AHfttoit Inqvirer. 



G. p. PUTNAM'S NEW PUBMOATTONS. 
The Shakgpeare Gift-Book. 

Tales of the Girlhood of Shakspeare's Heroines. By Mrs. Cowdsk Olabks, Aih 
thor of the "Concordance to Shakspeare,^' with 10 fine ninstrations on steel, 
consisting of the following subjects t — ^Portia — ^View of Cawdor Castle—Portndk 
of Helena — ^View of Venice — Windsor Castle — ^Portrait of Isabella — ^The Town- 
Hall, Padua — ^Elsinore, and the Forest of Ardennes — ^A View of Verona. Fine 
edition, on large paper. First and Second Series. 8vo., elegantly bound, doth, $4. 

This is a charming Gift-Book for yomkg peirsonB, while it is not at all onsoited for the moal 
IlKtidioiiB and cnltlyated lady. 

** Let everybody buy these Tales. From mothers and danghters we bespeak a hearty reeep> 
tioa." — Christian Inquirer. 

"Mrs. Gowden Clarke, whose * Concordance of Shakspeare ^ shows auch mastery of the letter 
«f the poet^s works, now eyincea her appreciation of their spirit In a aeries of flctiona, entilJed tiia 
*The Girlhood of Shakspeare'a Heroines.'"*— iWc^dTW'* Bbttsehold NarraHoe. 

**The design is one that wonld afford ample play to a lively and sympathetic ima^nation; and , 
we are bound to say that the ingenious thought is admirably carried outT**— ZofMfon Jfor. Chnm, 

ThB Jfew LUerary Gift-Booh 

Tho Memorial t a SouTOiitr of GoHiis and Yirtae. 

Edited by Maby E. Hewctt. With splendid niustrations on stdel. 1 toL Ovtt* 

Elegantly bound in muslin, {^ilt, $8 50 ; morocco, extra, $6 00. 

Among the contributors to this beautifhl volume are the fbUowing: — 



N. Havtthornb, 
A. B. Street, 
8. G. Goodrich, 
R. W. Griswold, 
Bishop of Jamaica, 
a. duganne, 
Mrs. E. A. Lewis, 
Emma C. Embury, 
Geo. p. Morris, 
Prof. Gillespie, 



Mrs. Sioocbnbt, 
John Neal, 

G. LUNT, 

E. L. Maooon, 
G. P. R. James, 
J. T. Fields, 
Mary E. Brooxb, 
Dr. Mayo, 
Bishop Doane, 

W. G. SIMMS. 



N. P. Willis, 
R. H. Walworth, 
Mrs. HEwnr, 
R. H. Stoddard, 
J. R. Thompson, 
Mrs. Harrington, 
Mrs. Oakes Smfth, 
Alice R. Neal, 
R. B. Kimball, 
Anne C. Lynch, 

'*The extreme beauty of this interesting volume, and the high literary character of its 
tents, amply compensate for the delay which has attended its publication. It contains so many 
contributions of a superior order, that it may justly claim a less ephemeral interest than is usually 
attached to holiday offerings. Beside her own contributions in prose and verse, which are amone 
the most pleasing productions of her pen, Mrs. Hewitt has gathered a delightful variety of origin^ 
articles, many of which are fVom eminent writers, and which, taken as a whole, passesa an ann- 
Bual degree of excellence. The typography, paper, and Wnding of the volume, are in a style of 
refined and tasteM elegance, in a high degree appropriate to the object for which it was designed. 
We cannot doubt that it will meet with the cheering welcome to which It is so richly entitled.** 

** As a literary production, no work has been Issued in this cocmtry containing such a list «f 
omitributors,' distinguished by reputation and ability. The volume wifl sustain the reputation of 
being at the head of its class.* — Kewark Advertiser. 

"For the literary merits of the volume, we will only aav that most of the alilost wrltera la 
onr country in this department of literature, are represented Manv of their articles are in their 
happiest vela In its mechanical execution, however, the work nas no superior in anything 
which has issued from the American press." — Albany State Register. 

Bnrftl Hoai^. By Jlliss Cooper. 

Hlustrated by a series of finely colored BloBtrattoiiB. 1 vol. square Sto. GKoth 
extra, $5 ; morocco extra, $7. 

** A very pleasant book — ^the result of the combined effort of good sense and good IMIng; Ml 
fliwervant mind, and a real, honest, unaffected appreciation of the countless minor beanties thM 
natmre exhibits to her assifliions lovers." — AlMoti. 

"This is one of the mott delightful books we have lately taken up."— JS'r^^/ni; Poet 
**Thls is a delicrhtM boolc, containing, in the form of a diary or journal^ the rcflectfoBS ef e 
person of cultivation and rvJinenicnt; of one who had an eye to sec, and powers to apnreeiato the 
teal meaning, the natural objects and phonoinena aronml lior. The readerlicnnstanUy reminded 
of Gilbert Whites 'Natii»nal ilistory ol rielbwine.' * liiirul Hours* Is just tht» book fhr the dimw- 
tt^^-'oam. r^ will, yon maj tind aomethlng of intereat/^—Cttrnftridge CT " ■■ * * ■ 

s 



G. p. Putnam's new PKBUCATiONa 

Pmb8« By Samuel 6. Goodrich 

ninstratol with a serien of Original Designs, beautifully engraved oi Woo«r 
One volume, 8vo. Cloth extra. 

"A oollection of sliort pieces In verse, happy in their choice of subjects, and showing poetis 
Amojj-— the cadences particularly are musical. It is very nicely embellished." — Albu/m. 

** One of the most beautiftil works, In typographical appearance, that has issued from the 
American presa Adorned with sixty wood cuts, and \'ignette8, and arrayed in scarlet and cold, 
Ito appearance at this season of the year is most opportune. All those whose youth has been 
made nappy by the ever pleasing stories of Peter Farlc v, will find that the old gentleman, having 
dropped his assumed name, is still catering for their pleasures. They will buy this book on the 
strength of the past, and will find that its melodious strains win charm the edacated ear, M weD 
as hlfl tales delignt the young heart"— Nwarh Ad>o«riAwr, 

Tho GirHiood of ShakKpeare's Horoinesi 

By MjkBT CowDBN Clabke, Anther of *<The Conoordance to BhakBpeare.'* 
Ulnstrated with fine Engravings on Steel* Prioe, 25 oenta each part. Also in 
two volumes, doth, gilt, |2 60. 

L— PoBxtA, with Portrait on Steel. 

n.— Thb Thaihe's Dattohteb, with a View of Cawdor CastI*. 

ni.— Helena ; the Physioian's Daughter. W^th Portrait. 

IV.— Desdbmoha ; the Magnifloo's Child. With fine View of Venice. 

v.— Mso AND Auge; the Merry Muds of Windsor. With a 'S\Km of 
Windsor. 

VI. — ^Isabella ; the Votaress. With Portndt. 

Vll. — ^Kathabinx and Bianoa; the Shrew and the J>emura. With a View of 

Padua. 

VUI.-— Opbblia ; the Bose of Blsinore. With a View of Elsinore. 

IX. — ^BosALiND AND Celia ; the Friends. With a View of the Foreot of 

Ardennes. 

X. — JnuBT ; the White Dove of Verona. With a View of Verona. 

**An original and felicitous Idea, well ezeonted, sad veqr sweetly wrtttsD.**— ll^fiM 

"Extremely well done."— JProninflr PortL 

"Worthy to rankbeside the delightM *7li20S* by 2;am&."-TSiio«»»kMk 

~ ~ >se '^Concordance of Bhakspeare" shows such 



"Mrs. Cowden Clarke, whose '^Concordance of Bhakspeare" shows such msstery of fhe 
__ ter of the poet's works, now evlni 
entitled *Tbe Girlhood of Bhakspeare'i 



letter of the poet's works, now evinces her appredAtlon of their spirit in a series of flothms 

scare's Heroines.^"— DicJbMW's .SinMMO^ ^arratkML 



"The design is one that woul^ afford ample play to a lively and sympathetio imagination, and 
we are bound to say that the ingenious thought is admirably earned out"— ZoncMift Ma ndm Q 
CkrotUelA 

Swtilow Barn. 

A Sojourn in the Old Dominion. By the Hon. J. P. Kennedy. Illustrated with 
Twenty Fine Engravings on Wood, fix)m Original Designs by Strother. In 
one largo volume, 12mo., cloth, $2 00. 

" Swallow Bam is one of the few American classlos^ It is fbr Vlrslnla life what the Sketoh- 
book or Bracebridge Hall is for that of England— not less vivid, not less true. The lUustrattoiia 
of this edition are by a Yir^ian of remarkable abilities ss a mere artist, and deserving of an 
eminent rank also as a hnmorist The book cannot fail of being one of the most popidar 
Illustrated volum<;s tliat has appeared in America"— i?. W. Oritnoola, D. J>. 

"We have alwavs roparded "Swallow Bam" as one of the very highest efforts of Amerlctn 
mind. It is exquL^ltciy written, and the scenes are vividly described. Its features of Yii^aia 
life and manners are the best ever drawn. The work is eminently a lylendld •dttilon»--tt tl 
• Best excellent snd interesting pfiodactlon."--Xauifoiff« JcmmaL 
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G. P. Putnam's new pubuoationb. 



Ameriean Historieal and Literary Cariosities* 

Comprifiing fao-smMea of Autographs and Historical Doouments of great ixfc* 

tereat and value. An entirely New Edition, greatly improved, with Additions. 

Large 4to., half morocoo, gilt edges, $7 00. 

The same. Large paper, Imperial folio, antique morocco, very elegant. Only 60 
Copies printed, $16 00. 

" Among the numerons books from the American press in 'which art and taste is oombliM^ 
Bone seems to fill the place to which the volmne before us is appropriated. 

" The volume before us is entirely different from any thing we have seen. It consists of 
tLcty-six folio engravings on stone, all fac-similes of curious letters, documents and autogri^ha ; 
together with portraits and drawings of interesting objects <y>Qnected with old customs.^'—* 
Providence Journal. 

IFnited States Exploring Expedition Romid tlie World. 

By Chablbb Wilkes. The complete Edition, with all the Illustrations on Wood 
and on Steel, and all the Maps.- 5 vols. Imperial 8vo., cloth, $15 ; do., half <»1^ 
extra, $20 00. 

WSkJts? Voyage Round tlie World. 

Comprising all the Essential Incidents of l&e Exploring Expedition. With 
numerous Wood Cuts. 8vo. Cloth, $8 00. 

The Men of Manhattan ; or, Social History of the City of New-Torlt. 

By Fbnimore Coopeb. With IlluBtrations. 1 vol. 8vo. 

• 

The Shield. A BTarrative. 

By Miss Coopeb, Author of " Sural Hours." {A new work,) 1 vol. 12mow 

*"rfae deep and ancient night that threw its shroud 
<yet tne green land of graves, the beautiAil waste.** 

FiTe Tears in an English University. 

By CnAHLsa Astob Bbistbd, late Foundation Scholar of Trinity College, 
Cambridge. 1 vol. 12mo. * Cloth. (In October.) 

The Monnments of Central and Western America. 

By Fbanois L. Hawks, D. D. 1 vol. 8vo. With numerous Ulaatratione, (In 

preparation.) 

Dlclcens' Household Words. 

In numbers, published weekly. Price, 6 cents each. Also First, Second and 
Third volumes. 8vo. Cloth, $1 75 each. 

**From the time of the Spectator down to the present era of periodical pabllcationaw there has 
never appeared a literary magazine of so excellent a character as the Hoosehoi; Words.**— A 
Cowrier. 

Para ; Scenes and Adyentnres on the BanlLS of the Amazon. 

By J. E. Warben, Esq. A new and popular work. 12mo. Cloth, 75 cts. 

*'A well written and qniet entertaining narrative of travels, given in so pleasait a style as to 
charm while it informs the reader." — Home Journal. 

**This book has siven ub ^eat pleasnre, and we shall be thanked by our readers for OMnmend* 
Ing it to their attention." — N&ic- York Tribwne. 

**A. very interesting narrative of advantores— the author excels In descriptive ability."* — Ifev^ 
Tort Courier cfc Efiqv4rer. 

Trenton Falls, Piftnresqae and Romantic. 

By N. V. WiLLW, Esq. "SVood Cuts. 18mo. Cloth, 50 cts. 

"This is a boantifnl little volnme, (k'scriptive of one of the most ilcliirhtful spot* and some el 
^e most pictures*!!! .» ami romantic !*ceiiery in all our c*»untry. It is wriitou in Mr. WiiUa's pec«> 
Marly agreeable styl<s and thou$;h local in its dcsoription, iri' of univers»ia iutore^L Xuprlnolpri 
fUnatrations, nine in number, arr. finely exeeuted by Orr.'^JSclectic, 



G. P. PUTNAMte KEW PUBLICATIOJSS, 



The Wide, Wide World. 

By EuzABXTH WvraEBXLL. Fifth Edition. % yoU, 12mo. GIoUi, |1 50. . 

**Th]B Is a tale depending for its Interest on lively aad tmihfti] pietnrdft of jdomestio tsoA 
etm at ry Ufe. fts portraiture of character Is strlkJi^ and true to nature, and the whole work to 
preyadtfd by u healthy religions apd moral Ume.^—£eoorder, 

*" It is the most valuable work of the kind I ever read. It is capable of doing more good tbak 
any other book— other than the Bible."— ^tfu'ar^; AdMrUaer, 

Hosses from an Old Manse. 

By Nathanibi. Hawthorns. New Bevised Edition. 12mo. Cloth, $1 25. 

** Hawthorne is a man bf qnaint fancy, of considerable powers of description, holds a quiet twl 
bnmoroua pen, eomedmes tinctured with wit and sly sarcasm."— JiTiMMKr^k AdverHger. 

The Home; or, Family Cares and Family Joys. 

By Fredebika Bbsmsb. Translated by Mabt Howitt. Author's Bevised Edi« 
tlon. Cloth, |1 00. 

'*The world-wide popularity of **The Home^* renders it unnecessary to speak of its meritsi 
It is one of the most sterling novels which will outlive change ; and In its present form is aa 
emament to the drawing room as well as the library." — Borne J&umal. 

**Wbb Bremer's warm affections, shrewd observation, and pictorial fancy, are visible on every 
pc^e. The poetical power of her mmd is exhibited in " The Home " to bettor advantage than la 
any of her other vrorkB.'^—Graham'a Magaaine, 

The Berher ; or, The Blonntalneer of the Atlas. A Tale of Morocco. 

By WiLLiAjf Stabbuok Mato, Author of "Kaloolah." 12mo. $1 25. 

*A romaliee of tiie highest class, replete with character, plot, and incident, and occupying 
ground entirely sew. It is a much higher effort than " Kaloolah." — Rome Jb^ututl. 

"Dr. MayoB new work has astonished us. It is an advance on his "Ealoolah," showing fiir 
greater resources of imaginatioD than wGte evinced in his previous work. It is the book of the 
season.^' — Newark Advertiser. 

Bayard Taylor's Eldorado ; or, AdTcntnres In the Path of Empire. 

Second edition, with colored lUuBtrations. 2 vols. 12mo. Cloth, $2 00. 

A cheap edition of the above work. Two volume^ in one, withoM plates. 12mo« 
Cloth, $1 25. 

** These volumes relate most striking and novel adventures, and cannot fSiil to be eminenfly 
popuJar.^* — Cormnercial Ad/vertiser. 

**Thev contain the most authentic, sparkling, and best printed infbrmation and adventure yet 
published."— i!A««r(iry World. 

Borrow's Antoblography t LaTcngro. 

By GicoROB Borrow, Author of "The Gipsies hi Spam," "The Bible In 

Spain," &o. With fine Portrait. 

Kkw authobtzbd EnrnoN, larob ttfb. Oomplet« in cne volume. Rediicod t» 
75 cts. i/n doth. Paper covers, 50 cts. 

••lie colors like Rembrandt, and draws like Spagnoletti."— -E'7/V?7.7fr(7/t Revieio. 

"The pictures are so new, that those best acquainted with l-jmlund will find it hard t% 
reoomize the land they may have travelled over." — National Iixtelligencer. 

"Not for years have our e^es lighted on a more fsiscinating or mysterious title. We could 
hardly sleep at night for thinking of Lavengro.^^ — EladcAJoood. 

The Conquest of Florida. 

By Prof. Theodore iRvme. Author's Revised Edition. One volume, 12mo« 
Cloth, $1 25. (Uniform with Washington, Iroingh Complete Works.) 

** It is like reading an old romantic chronicle to pass those pages in review, so fhll are they of 
•hivalric feeling and gallant^, so strange the adventures, and so beautiful the scenes which sur- 
rounded the adventurers. The whole career of the brave De Soto is one of romance, and would 
pvove a great tlieme for the light fancy of the poet and novelist Mr. Irving has given us a book 
which will be enduring, which, in fact, is proven by its present re-appearance^ it having been 
originally published some years ago. it Is finely written, and is an aooeesion to Amffllcan hlsto> 
rIoiL Btttatuiw."— ^Z&Ofiy Atku. 
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O. p. FUTNAH's new FUBI<iaA.TEOKB. 

The Optimist. 

Bji H. T. TnoKEBMAN, £^q. In one Tolnme^ Ifimo., dotfa, 76 cents. 

^Among the EaM^ts In'Asyolea, Mr. Ta<&eiQian perhaps deeenres the hlgOMC 
The **Of>lBmlst'' is marked by nice analysis, deU6ate discrimliiatioii, a gentle taste^ 
•tyle, aiid a pleasant discursive yein of Hutaf^^^^SouthMm Quarterly Meoiem. 

Sleep Fsyehologieally Conslderedy 

With Reference to SoDsation and Memozy. By Blasobasd FosttASX, M. D. Ooe 

volume, 12mo. Cloth, 76 cents. 

**A subject treated with much aonteness and gratefhl interest It is dfeeoMed pejciheloglQal^r, 
IDastratcd by anecdotes, and attempts to explain and systematize a class of phenomena biiit littts 
observed and lees understood. The work is attraotive and suggestiye^ not cmj te tiie pirnfniwigml 
saan, but to the general reader.^'— ifosM JcumaL ^ 

lleiital Hygiene. 

Or an examination of the Intellect and Passions, designed to show how tiiCT 
affect and are affected by the bodily fanctions, and uieir influence on baaltti 
and longevity. By William Swsxibsb, M. D. Second edition, vewiitten and 

eiilar<.^eJ. 12mo. Cloth, $1 00. 

■^We shall close onr notice of this excellent and trohr inteDeotiud perftxrmanoe^ not wttboal 
nrgently recommending its attentive pemaal to all whe deatre the meiii iBoa te eoqMce iBBa*^^— 
London Medico Ohirurgioal B&oiew. 

Unirer^lty Edocation. 
By Henby p. Tappan, D. D. 12mo. Cloth, 76 cents. 

**Th1s is the production of a skilftil hand, and exhibits a very perfect nnljBia ct iSbm ht^^Mr 
Institutions of learning in this country, in England, and on tiie continent. We ^ow of no wwk 
comprisiii;r In a small compass to much Intexestlng and valuable inihyiatJcn npom the wabjfibL* — 

Trealiie on Banking. 

Kevifeed Edition. By J. W. Gilbab*. 1 vol. 8vo. Cloth, $2 60. 

**The work is judiciously arranged, and the instructions are clear and deefahreL 
**Tlie work, in its present form, is far more comprehensive than any <tf the pravkma editloB^ 
and embraces a great variety of topics of great interest to bankexa."— Xofultfn .fiOMtn^ Ma(ftmlmtL 

The Artist. 

By Mrs. Tuthill. Beins? the fourth of the Series entitled ^^Sucetm im lAf*^ 

'One volume, 12mo. Half-bound. (In press.) 

**Mr9. Tutliiirs plan would seem to be— Inciting to the noblest deeds In the pnfeaaloB or pn 
■nit wliicli she discusses, bv first mapping out, as it were, what is necessary to SQOoess, and fimnff 
out the outline by practical common sense advice, enforced by illnstriom biographical ——'»—* 
—PJiUaildphia Sitturday Gazette. 

**.Just tlie little book that a hundred thonsand boya in tbia emmtiy oai^t to read.**- 
Inquirer. 

Amerlean Genealogies. • 

* B*im^ a History of some of the early Settlers of North America and theSf 
JJesceudant<4, with Anecdotes, Personal Sketches, and Geneological Tables, Ac. 
By J. B. HoLOATE, A. M. 4to., paper covers, $6 00. 

''The plan of this woik la new; it ftimlshes a key to Amefrioiin Uatoiy henlolbn negiecteJ.* 
— t'ticrt Cofitrihutor. 

The Smitlisonlan Contribvtioiis to Knowledge. 

A new volume. Just out. 4to., doth, $6 00. 

This new volume Ibnned the Seoond of a Series, composed of Original Memail 
knmehes of Knowledge, by &. OL Wauoes, Feahois Lxdsb, O, Bllb^ Jk, B. & Gi 
IkAoAseiz, J. W. Baxlst, E.G. Bquisb,&c.; pablisbed under the dlreetioB of flie BmltlMoite 
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THE BORRCmSR WILL BE CHARGED 
AN OVERDUE FEE IF THIS BOOK 18 
NOT RETURNED TO THE LIBRARY ON 
OR BEFORE THE LAST DATE STAMPED 
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